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PROLOGUE. 

Great and mighty events happened in the year 1*793 — yea, 
and continued to happen for twenty years and more to follow. 
These events have already, though so recent, engaged the atten- 
tion of the historian, the biographer, and of those humbler writ- 
ers who collect the crumbs, so to speak — the anecdotes, stories, 
whispers, and scandals concerning all the great men engaged, so 
that the world shall learn to its satisfaction how the Corsican 
Usurper — to instance the greatest man concerned — ^behaved in 
respect to his eating, his drinking, his amours, and his dress. 
If we cannot understand statesmanship and high policy, we can 
at least understand these lesser things. 

It has been a privilege to be born into such a time and to 
have lived through these stupendous events. Certain I am that 
no event in ancient history, not the Battle of Marathon, not the 
Peloponnesian War, not the Fall of Rome itself, can compare 
for present awfulness and future consequences with the great 
French Revolution and the upsetting of the French monarchy. 
To me it appeared at the outset, what I have never since ceased 
to consider it, nothing short of the emancipation of the whole 
world from the jbonds of king, priest, and noble. Its course 
was stained with blood and marred with cruelty. A thousand 
extravagances were committed; a thousand things were done 
the memory of which should make Frenchmen hang their heads 
in shame — witness the insults heaped upon the innocent and 
unfortunate queen ; her murder ; the slow doing to death of the 
guiltless boy, her son; and the massacres of those whose only 
fault was that they w6re nobles and royalists. Let us acknowl- 
edge these things. Yet let us also acknowledge that the hand 
of the Lord has fallen upon the murderers. Those who ordered 
1 
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these things have perished iii/th« same way. They have all 
died upon the ^6itSto\d, or miserably Ih other ways. These 
things, I know, have turned away many who at first welcomed 
the Revolution, in disgust ^nd horror, making them cling to the 
old things. As for. me, I' stalbd stMl 6y the first ardent zeal of 
my youth. The old system fell forever ; the people of France 
regained their freedom ; through France the spirit of freedom 
has everywhere been awakened, and now flies from race to race, 
from nation to nation. The wheels of the Revolutionary car 
passed over me, and well-nigh crushed me to death beneath 
them. Yet still I rejoice ; I give thanks ; I can never cease to 
count myself fortunate ; I praise, laud, and magnify the Lord, 
who hath suffered me to live at this great day, and to mark the 
advent of a new and better time. The French king is back again. 
That is most true. He is back with his priests and his nobles. 
But he has lost his power. There is a spectral scafEold visible 
from his palace where lies a beheaded king. The people see 
this as well as the king. He has lost his power — and the priests 
and nobles have lost their wealth as well as their power. Let 
us wait. Great things have happened. Greater things shall 
come to pass. Let us who believe in the majesty and might 
and glory of the people take courage, and look to the future as 
well as the past. This cannot be destroyed, nor shall that be 
delayed. 

Amid these great events happened many others^f or the small 
events and accidents of human life are not stayed or stopped by 
the great. Louis the Sixteenth mounts the scafEold ; on the same 
day Mr. Alderman Pepper goes bankrupt and is ruined. The 
Queen of France is foully murdered ; on the same day Amyntas, 
the shepherd swain, declares his love to Chloe, fairest nymph of 
Stepney Green. Certain events, quorum pars magna fu% in 
which I took a part, happened at that time in a part of London 
little known by the fashionable world — I wonder how many peo- 
ple west of Temple Bar have ever visited the ancient Hospital 
of St. Katherine by the Tower ? The chief cause or mainspring 
of these events, whereby two respectable families were plunged 
for a time in the deepest anxiety, shame, and humiliation, is 
still wrapped in mystery. I propose to narrate them in order, 
beginning with the leading or capital event. I will show you, 
not the cause of it (which I cannot), but what was considered 
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by this person or by that to have been its cause. Yon may then 
jadge and decide for yourselves, if you can. Or if, like me, you 
cannot form a conclusion satisfactory at once to your reason and 
to your religion, you will set it down as one of those things 
which have been allowed to happen in the inscrutable Wisdom 
that rules the universe. 

I hope that this history may be found to afford instruction 
rather than amusement to those who read it. If, as is notori- 
ously the case, fictitious adventures are able to arrest the atten- 
tion and to divert the thoughts, how much more should those 
which are no invention, but hard and even cruel reality I I say 
nothing about the lesson to be learned from every true history, 
because it is evident that whoever depicts scenes of truth must, 
even unconsciously, inculcate lessons, point to an unspoken moral, 
and make of the sufferings or joys of his characters warnings or 
encouragement for his readers. This is true of all history, but 
the lessons become much more effective when the historian has 
to tell of passions suffered to grow beyond control until they 
govern and sway the whole man, mind and body^ so that he no 
longer has any power over his own actions, pii any thought of 
consequences, or any fear of the future. I was myself, I say, 
a witness of these events. I was, from certain causes, a sharer 
in the adventures which followed, I have been an actor in 
them. It is my part — my duty — to relate these events and 
these adventures with their origin and their consequences. I 
have deferred the accomplishment of this duty too long already. 
Let me lose no more time lest the thread of life be snapped be- 
fore this plain duty has been performed. 

The strange and wonderful story which follows was surely 
designed especially, and with a larger purpose than belongs to 
most human lives. It must have been designed as an example 
and a warning. Otherwise I should not take the trouble to 
write it down. It is altogether strange ; it is strange as to the 
first fact — sudden, unexpected, like a thunderbolt falling out of 
a cloudless sky ; it is strange as to the causes or cause of that 
event ; it is strange as to the consequences of that event ; it is 
still more strange how Providence overruled everything for res- 
toration and forgiveness. When I begin to write about these 
things I am overawed with terror and with admiration. 

Another thing I must record. Whenever! recall these events, 
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certain words come back to me. A certain evening returns — I 
see a certain group, and I hear those words again. 

They are words uttered in feeble and trembling accents— the 
words of an old woman : 

" 'Tis man's madness, child. So men are made. Thee must 
he have, and none other will content him. If thou still wilt say 
him nav, I doubt he will do some mischief either to himself or 
to thee. He is mad, child. He is mad with love." 

Over and over again I hear these words. They echo in my 
brain as from wall to wall or from clifE to cliff. 

" He is mad, my child. He is mad with love." 

Many there are who still believe that words heard by chance 
may be a kind of oracle. Plutarch contains many instances in 
which great captains were not ashamed to turn back when the 
march had actually been begun in consequence of hearing words 
of ill omen. Such superstitions are hard to kill ; they linger in 
the minds of the people ; nay, travellers have reported that the 
old beliefs in luck, fortune, the evil eye, words and sights of ill 
omen yet remain in Italy as strong and as deeply rooted in the 
minds of all alike — rich and poor, wise and simple — as when 
those great captains lived, long before the Christian religion 
was established for the abolition of all such superstitions. 

" He is mad with love." 

These words may serve as a motto for this history. They 
announce beforehand what is to follow. It is of love, and mad- 
ness caused by love, that I have to* write. Therefore, just as 
Addison, in the Spectator^ would take a line from a Latin or 
Greek poet and prefix it to a paper, thereby indicating the nat- 
ure of the paper and preparing the mind of the reader, so I may 
set down these words in order to show at the outset the reality, 
strength, and character of the passion which I have to illustrate. 
In the same way, at the theatre, the music before the play indi- 
cates the kind of piece which is to follow, prepares the mind 
and leads the thoughts into the right direction. For a tragedy 
it is grave and stately, even stormy and terrifying ; for a com- 
edy it is light, gay, and sparkling. 

The time was evening and twilight. I was a boy of sixteen, 
an age when one is beginning to think as a man, but is as yet 
without knowledge or experience. I was idly walking about St. 
Katherine's Square — it is really an area of irregular shape — 
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which lies before the west end of the church, thinking of I 
know not what. Young men think of many things which come 
to nothing, just as. a flower produces thousands of seeds of which 
perhaps not one shall fall upon fertile ground and grow into a 
fair plant. Then I saw, at the entrance of Dolphin Alley, where 
it opens out of the square, two women and a man. One of the 
women was tall and erect — clearly, therefore, she was young ; 
the other was bent and bowed — clearly she was old. It was 
too dark for me to see their faces. As for the man, he seemed 
to be a sailor, but he might have been a lumper or a lighterman, 
or anything. As I looked he threw up his arms as one carried 
away by wrath or by some other passion ; he broke into such 
cursing as these people use for all their troubles — sad it is to 
think how imperfect is the power of speech for these poor, ig- 
norant men — what he said cannot be set down ; everybody who 
has lived near poor folk, especially the poor who live by the 
river bank, can understand the things which he would say. 
Then, having in this rough way, and chiefly by his cursing, 
conveyed what he meant to women almost as rough as himself, 
who would understand very well without words or grammatical 
order, he flung himself from them, and rolled, partly like a sailor, 
partly like one drunk with rum, partly like one overcome with 
passion, down Dolphin Lane, and so out of sight. 

Then I heard the old woman say these words. I went home 
and pondered over them, as y6t ignorant how love can so seize 
upon a man that there shall be for him no woman but one in all 
the world, and if he cannot get that woman for himself, he will 
go mad. 

" 'Tis man's madness, child. So men are made. Thee must 
he have, and none other will content him. If thou still wilt say 
him nay, I doubt he will do some mischief either to himself or 
else to thee. He is mad, child. He is mad with love." 

There are men so cold by nature that love itself can hardly 
quicken their pulses ; there are women who attract so little that 
no man — ^not even the most fiery — could go mad after them. 
But there are men, by nature impetuous, headlong, masterful, 
strong of brain as well as of limb — men to whom a wish be- 
comes a law, and an inclination becomes a rope that drags them 
on. These are the men whom Love makes slaves, ruling them 
by means of their own masterful natures, subduing them by 
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allurements of conquest and possession. And there are women 
who drive such men mad, even though they are ignorant of their 
own charms and unconscious of their own powers; it is by a 
kind of instinct inspired by Queen Venus that they play off their 
arts and graces, luring a man on, making him (they think) a 
slave, until he suddenly springs up and becomes a lord and mas- 
ter ; all this without meaning mischief, without knowing aught, 
or suspecting aught, of the vehemence — the overwhelming ve- 
hemence — of the passion they have created and fed and fostered 
till it has become a great and mighty giant. How can they un- 
derstand a passion which they cannot feel, save in a far differ- 
ent form, and for the most part in far feebler force ? The love 
of the maiden is at first but a gentle affection — a stream flowing 
softly on, growing broader and deeper perhaps, but insensibly, 
warmed by the sun, beautified with fiowery banks and hanging 
woods, its bright surface and clear waters strewn with water- 
lilies. It may in time become a great and mighty river, but it 
always lacks the foaming rush and headlong, tumultuous vio- 
lence of. the man's passion. 

If it be objected that it may be dangerous to place this his- 
tory in the hands of the young, because all kinds of frenzy 
are infectious — witness the religious enthusiasm of the people 
called Methodist-~I reply that this indeed may be the cause and 
yet the book he in no way harmful, partly because it shows how 
love carried to an excess may wotk mischief incalculable, partly 
because there are few natures (happily) so constituted as to be 
able to feel so strong a passion, and partly because (also hap- 
pily) a British maiden has generally a heart so tender that she 
will not suffer a young man to fall into despair, but rather, be- 
holding his sufferings with eyes of compassion, and moved by 
sweet sympathy, will suffer love to awaken in her own breast, and 
so make him happy and herself as well. But as for this story, 
and as for the man of whom I write — as the old woman said — 

** He is mad, child. He is mad with love." 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE BEGINNING OF IT. 

*' I WONDER over what latitude George's ship sails this even- 
ing," I said, for want of anything else to say. 

" Oh ! George — George — " Sylviil, who had been sitting in 
silence, started and shivered. " George ! Oh, what matters ?" 
she asked impatiently. I had never before known her to show 
impatience when George's name was mentioned. "He is on 
board his ship. The ship is at sea." 

" He must be homeward bound. He may be even now ofE 
the Nore ; his ship may be sailing up the river ; he may be with 
us to-morrow. Think of that, Sylvia." 

Sylvia caught her breath, and shivered as if cold or in pain. 

" Are you cold, sister 'F 

" No — ^no. I am not cold. Never mind." 

"I say that we know not when the ship may come back. Her 
owners expect her daily." 

Again she caught her breath, and again a look of pain crossed 
her face. 

" What is the matter, Sylvia ?" 

" Nothing. Yesterday and to-day I have felt it. Oh, it is 
nothing. Go on. He will come home, perhaps, to-morrow. 
Yes — he will come home. Nevill, I cannot understand it." 

" What, Sylvia ?" 

" I feel so strange. It is as if — as if — oh ! — as if — I did not 
want him to come home." 

** Oho ! That is your little joke, sister. Not want George to 
come home !" 

"Megrims, Nevill," she replied, with an attempt at gayety. 
" Oh ! It will pass. Go on talking of him. It is not natural 
for me to feel like this." 
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I thought nothing of her megrims, and went on talking. 

"He is sailing over a smooth sea, with a fair wind aft; 
all sails set — ringtails, studdin'- sails, t'gallants, and sky- 
scrapers." 

"Brother, you are not a sailor. You need not pretend to 
know all the sails of a ship." ; 

" Oh ! I know their names. The ship iSi flying under a cloud 
of canvas, and that is the only cloud visible. The dolphins play 
about the bows ;*the sailors dance the hornpipe in the fo*k'sle to 
the scraping of the fiddle, and the watch are yawning over the 
bulwarks. As for George — what is it, again, Sylvia ?" 

For again she made as if something pained her. 

" It is — I don't know. I felt as if it was his name, which 
seemed to pierce me like a knife. What is it ?" 

"Nay» It is nothing. What should it be? His face is 
homeward bound ; the Precinct is his lodestar ; he is thinking 
— what does a sailor think about when he is homeward bound ? 
He is thinking of his sweetheart." 

Something ailed George's sweetheart that evening, for she 
closed her eyes, turned pale, and clenched her hands just like 
one who is struggling against some internal pain. Again I 
thought nothing of a passing pain. One often has a pain some- 
where, which comes and goes again, one knows not why. 

" The ship may fall in with the enemy. That is what I chiefly 
fear. A small privateer she could fight, and to a French man- 
o'-war she might show a clean pair of heels. 'Twould be hard 
indeed, if the first news of the war should be followed by being 
clapped into a French prison. The war has begun, however, in 
earnest. There has been an action off Scilly between a British 
brig and a French privateer. Of course British valor won the 
day. But, Sylvia, it is an unnatural war." 

" Brother !" She held up her finger, and looked around. " Be 
careful what you say." 

"An unnatural war. What? One free nation fight another 
nation only because it has recovered its freedom ? Why, we set 
them the example. They have copied us who went before. I 
cannot believe that it will last. We must make peace ; the 
government cannot know how strong are the friends of liberty 
in this country — ^" 

" Brother ! Hush ! Talk to me rather of— Oh !" Here 
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she shuddered again. " Why cannot I think of him this even- 
ing — why cannot I utter his name without a pang ?" 

" "lis toothache, maybe. Well. The sooner he comes home 
the better. There will be a great surpriise for him." 

There was to be a surprise for him, indeed. Yet not what we 
expected and meant. 

^< From being third mate in an £ast-Indiaman he will be a man 
of substance ; he may call himself a gentleman if he likes, I sup- 
pose. There are many city merchants, with not half his income, 
esteem themselves gentlemen, and even esquires. Instead of 
the rolling deck, he will stand on the terra firma of his own 
dock ; in place of the bo's'n's whistle, he will have the bell that 
calls his men to work ; instead of the lapping and dashing of 
waters, he will hear the tapping of the hammers ; and instead 
of walking the quarter-deck, he shall sit in his counting-house 
and reckon up his money." 

" Yes." But on her face there was a look of pain. " I hope," 
she said, with an effort, " that he will not be changed as well." 

" Changed ? Not he. George has always been good enough 
for us. He will be bigger and stronger, if possible. He will be 
more tender with those he loves. I am sure he will be more 
masterful with those he commands ; and more terrible with those 
he corrects. But George is one of those who can only change 
for the better." 

The place where we were talking was the drawing-room of the 
Master's House in the Hospital of St. Katherine by the Tower. 
It is a long, low room, panelled with cedar, so old that it has be- 
come like a mirror for brightness when the light falls upon it ; 
it would be a dark room but for the coats-of-arms in red and 
blae and gold which are painted on the walls and over the fire- 
place, and for the portraits which hang round it. The shields 
and the portraits belong to former masters, brethren, commis- 
saries, and distinguished men who have shed lustre upon this 
ancient and religious foundation. Here are the efSgies of Sir 
Julius Csesar, made master in the year 1596. He was the son 
of Caesar Adelmar, physician to queens Mary and Elizabeth. 
Here are those of Sir Charles Csesar, his son, whilom commis- 
sary to the hospital ; of Lord Bruncker ; of George and Henry 
Montague ; of George Berkeley — all masters ; of the great anti- 
quarian Dr. Ducarel, commissary ; of the Earl of Dorset, some- 
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time steward; and of the learned Verstegan, a native of the 
Precinct, who wrote the " Restitution of Decayed Intelligence." 
Others there were, of lesser note. This room stretches across 
the whole north side of the quadrangle called the Brothers' 
Close. Its ceiling is painted, and divided into lozenges of wood 
inlaid, painted red and blue, by which the appearance of the 
room is greatly brightened. There are brass sconces on the 
wall, each for four candles, and if all were lit there would be 
forty or more to light up the room, but so many have I never 
seen. At most we generally had but four, or for cards six, 
which made a strong light immediately around, and threw the 
rest of the room into deeper darkness, with flickerings of the 
light on the gold and colors of the coats-of-arms. 

This evening the card-table was set out, provided with two 
silver candlesticks and the snufEers in a silver tray. Two more 
candles stood on the table before the fire, and on the mantel- 
shelf there were two more. The long room was thus lit up in 
the middle, and the two ends were left in obscurity. But the 
flickering light of the fire fell upon the gilded coats-of-arms and 
the gold frames of the portraits, and the candlelight caught first 
one face upon the wall and then another as one looked round 
the room. 

Beside the table sat my mother and Sister E^atherine. They 
were talking of conserves, distilled waters, the brewing of beer, 
the making of wine, and such household topics. At the harp- 
sichord sat my sister, Sylvia. She had been playing^ but not 
from music, and now sat with her elbow on the closed lid of the 
keys, and her face towards the fire. I sat beside her, and we 
talked, as you have heard, whispering low. 

At the card-table sat the four players. One of them was 
dealing ; all their faces indicated the rapture which carries whist- 
players so much out of themselves that I suppose, if I had arisen 
and delivered an oration on the Rights of Man, even the preben- 
dary himself, to whom the Rights of Man were as odious as the 
doctrines of the Baptists, would not have heard or heeded what 
was said. 

The four players were — first, the Rev. Robert Nevill Lorry- 
more, who among his many titles, preferments, and ofSces held 
that of Brother in St. Katherine's Hospital. Unlike some of 
the brothers before him and after him, he not only took an oc- 
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casional turn in the services of the Church, but also came into 
residence every year for a month or six weeks, choosing that 
time of the year when the hospital is at its best with the spring 
of the year, and the blossoms on the trees in the orchard, the 
early gillyflowers, polyanthus, tulip, and lily in the garden. We 
have had many learned and illustrious Brothers of the Founda- 
tion, but none more learned than this divine, who indeed shed 
lustre upon the hospital. His sermons composed and delivered 
for various occasions ; his Dissertation on the Language called 
Aramaic ; his Observations on the Druidical Religion ; these 
things alone (among many others) keep his memory green. He 
was, so to speak, the especial patron of our family. He was 
godfather to my sister Sylvia, to whom he made many rich 
and valuable presents ; and upon me he had recently bestowed 
a great mark of favor in purchasing for me (it cost him no less 
than £300) a post as clerk in the Admiralty OflBce. This pre- 
ferment, as you will presently learn, I afterwards forfeited. Yet 
the obligation and the gratitude remain. He was a man who 
looked and spoke as one accustomed to authority — a. tall* and 
corpulent man, with a large head and a great wig upon it, one 
who flUed up a great space in whatever room he found himself. 
And a man with a full, rich voice, loud, yet musical. 

The lieutenant, his partner in the game, a tall, lean man of 
fifty-five — all four players were about that age — sat as upright 
in his chair as a pike. He had served many years in the gallant 
corps of Royal Marines, but, as he lacked family influence, he 
rose no higher than simple lieutenant. He wore his majesty's 
scarlet. He showed signs of hard service in his face, which had 
a great scar straight down his left cheek. This was received in 
the action between the American frigate Raleigh and H.M.S. 
Druid. His right hand had also lost the two middle fingers — 
lost in a certain attack upon the coast of Rhode Island. Had 
he been backed by interest, the lieutenant might have proved a 
great general. He possessed at least undoubted courage, and he 
had what we are accustomed to consider the external attributes 
of a general — an aquiline nose, sharp and piercing eyes, a firm 
mouth, and a strong chin. He lived with his unmarried sister, 
Katherine Bayssallance, of the Sisters' Close, and it was of her 
son George that we were talking. 

The third player was a Frenchman — the Marquis de Rosnay. 
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He came over to England in the first batch of emigres — he was 
old ; he was poor ; and he lived in St. Katherine's Square, where 
he had a lodging of a single room. At this time there were so 
many thousand emigres scattered all over England that they had 
ceased to attract attention or to excite suspicion. They lived 
among us, and except among barbers, cooks, and valets, to whom 
the emigres of the baser sort were formidable rivals, no one now 
minded them. The marquis, though old, was a man of fine 
and courtly manners ; he spoke English well ; and he preserved, 
though with reserve, the philosophic habit of thought and free- 
dom of speech which, according to some, assisted powerfully to 
bring on the Revolution. 

The fourth player was my father, Mr. Edward. Comines, whom 
the people of the Precinct called Mr. Cummins. He was high 
bailiff of the hospital, and by virtue of this oflSce, the master 
having been for many generations non-resident, he occupied the 
Master's House. Every one, on observing him for the first time, 
would have remarked that he was one of those who magnify 
their office. This, however, is a praiseworthy disposition, from 
an archbishop to a barber, if only that it leads to the zealous 
discharge of duty. He was of dignified and lofty appearance ; 
he wore his hair frizzed in front, and dressed in plaits at the 
side, tied with a broad black ribbon, and carefully powdered. 
His cravat was of the finest white cambric, his coat of black silk, 
and his ruffles of old lace. His waistcoat and his stockings were 
of white silk. At the first aspect of him strangers were re- 
minded of some person unknown. On second thoughts the 
likeness vanished ; on the third it reappeared, especially in tak- 
ing a side view of his face. The person whom he resembled 
was none other than the unfortunate monarch, Louis the Six- 
teenth of France, whose murder, with that of his unhappy and 
virtuous consort, and the other brutal murders, so disgusted and 
terrified the world, and ruined the previously fair prospects of 
the British friends of freedom. He had the Bourbon face — I 
know not how — nor has either of his children inherited that 
face from him. He resembled both Louis the Sixteenth and 
his predecessor, but the former especially in his high but reced- 
ing forehead and the lofty arch of his nose. 

After the taking of Calais, Hammes, and Guines by the French 
in the reign of Queen Mary, it is well known that many of the 
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inhabitants came away with the English and settled in the vicin- 
ity of St. Katherine's, where they have lived ever since. Nay, 
one of the streets in the Precinct, formerly called after the town 
of Hammes or Guines, has now the two names run together, 
and is called Hangman's Gains. Among those who were thus 
brought to England were two families named respectively De 
Comines and Bayssallance. My father, and consequently I my- 
self, was descended from the former ; the lieutenant, and there- 
fore George, from the latter. It was also maintained by my 
father that the former family was noble and the latter was not. 
This distinction naturally pleased us to remember, and greatly 
displeased the lieutenant to hear it recalled. We who have the 
great privilege to ^e bom of an ancient family do well to be 
proud of it; on the other hand, it is at all times becoming to 
ourselves and considerate towards the lowly bom to disguise or 
to conceal this pride, and I confess that my father did not al- 
ways observe this consideration. As for that other tradition 
which my father nourished and carefully preserved, that our 
own ancestor, who came over with the English garrison, bore 
the title of the Vidame de Guisnes, while the ancestral Bayssal- 
lance arrived in the capacity of valet to that nobleman, I have 
always believed that it wanted confirmation, and I should now 
be willing to let it be forgotten. Nor, indeed, would I press 
my father's contention that while the De Comines (now Cum- 
mins) were always regarded as belonging to the gentry or qual- 
ity of the Precinct, and resided from father to son in St. Kathe- 
rine's Square without any soiling of their fingers by trade, the 
Bayssallances, on the other hand, took up their quarters in the 
obscurity of Hangman's Gains, and by trade and even base me- 
chanical handicrafts gradually pushed themselves forward. 

It was to the latter family that George belonged, his father 
being the lieutenant who now sat at cards with the prebendary 
and the marquis. The boy was, like ourselves, a native of the 
Precinct, and for some years knew no other part of the world. 
His father's sister, and therefore his own aunt, was Sister Kathe- 
rine of the Foundation. He was born in the Precinct, brought 
up in the Precinct, taught at the hospital school ; he played with 
us while we were all children together about the Cloisters and 
the Close, the gardens and the orchard of the venerable place ; 
he sat on Sunday in the ancient church gazing upon the carved 
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woodwork of the stall, the tracery of the great Catherine Wheel 
in the east, the old pulpit with its pictures carved on the six 
sides, and the ancient monuments in the chancel, while the 
preacher read the discourse, which was far too learned for chil- 
dren to comprehend, and far too closely reasoned for the rude 
people, who knew no other argument than a command, and no 
other reason than the stick. These children played about the 
ancient place, quiet and secluded amid houses and streets filled 
with the baser sort — about its cloisters the pigeons fiew and 
walked, tame and not afraid — in its burial-ground cawed the 
rooks and built their nests — ^the sailors and watermen came 
never, not even on Sundays, within its sacred enclosure — the 
venerable church rose in the midst, worn and gnawed by the 
tooth of time, gray and black ; a church far too large and ample 
for its little congregation — where daily prayers were read to a ' 
few schoolboys and bedeswomen — ^the eflSciency of daily prayer 
must not be measured by the number of the worshippers. With- 
in the hospital dwelt dignity, peace, learning, piety, and good 
manners. Outside . . . Those who live and are brought up 
by the riverside east of the tower have to become very early in- 
ured to the rude and rough manners, the profligacy, the horrid 
blasphemies, and the wretchedness of the people. Here Arcadia 
becomes Alsatia — it is a very sink of all iniquities. At first 
sight it would seem as if the long, narrow strip of land covered 
with houses which begins at the iron gate and ceases not until 
you reach Limehouse Dock is filled with nothing but rogues 
and villains. This, indeed, is not the case. There are righteous 
men even among the Wappingers. There are honest tradesmen 
and manufacturers, boat-builders, mast-makers, rope-makers, sail- 
makers; there are here and there, as at Ratcliffe Cross and in 
the fields between Whitechapel and Wapping, substantial mer- 
chants' houses, with large gardens, built here for the benefit of 
the air, which is keen and yet sweet, and free from the smoke 
of London. But there is also a vast multitude who live openly 
by plunder ; they make no secret that they are rogues, and the 
friends of rogues. Some steal, some carry, some receive, buy, 
and sell. You may here buy tea for three shillings a pound 
which you cannot get in the city for ten. You naay drink Span- 
ish wines and French brandy at a price lower than that for which 
it was sold at the vineyard. Why go on? All are rogues! 
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The women match the men, and are rogues as well. The very 
boys glory in the title of mudlarks and light horsemen (that is, 
plunderers by night) ; the men take pride in being known as 
dexterous scuffle-hunters; that is, laborers engaged in lading 
and unlading, and in stealing all they can. They live by robbing 
the ships. Sometimes they call themselves rat-catchers, under 
cover of their business thieving all day long. Or they are day- 
plunderers, called heavy horsemen ; the tradesmen are copemen 
or receivers ; the very officers, who should protect the property, 
join in the conspiracy, and are called gamemen. The general 
quarry, I say, is the shipping. It lies in the river to be the 
prey of all these villains, who are all day and all night engaged 
in stealing. And such a quarry as no pirates or buccaneers ever 
dreamed of ; a quarry lying ready to hand ; no occasion to vent- 
ure forth in a crazy bottom across an unknown ocean. No, these 
happy robbers have but to put on a waistcoat filled with pockets 
and a big apron lined with pockets, and to go on board as lump- 
ers, dockers, coopers, holders, glut-officers, coalheavers, lighter- 
men, and journeymen, there to find their plunder ready to hand, 
while the watermen and mudlarks are under the ports waiting 
to receive it. And nobody is ever the richer by these robberies, 
because all is drunk up at the mughouse or the tavern. 

Wherever ships lie, there will such boys as George be found 
whenever they are not at school. They cannot keep away from 
the ships, even though to get among them they must needs en- 
counter such gentry as these. I suppose there never was any 
danger that the son of one who bore the king's commission 
could be led into the ways we witnessed daily. But for such a 
boy the way of safety lies through apprenticeship. George was 
apprenticed at fourteen. By two-and-twenty he was already 
third mate on board an East-Indiaman. He was now, having 
been away three years, engaged in what is called the Country 
Trade, homeward bound, his ship overdue. 

Three years is a long time with the young. Sylvia, who was 
sixteen and little more than a girl when George kissed her and 
said good-bye, was now nineteen, and a tall young woman. There 
was no doubt that, when he should return, he would with the 
greatest eagerness press forward his suit, and be married with 
what speed he might. There was an additional reason, apart 
from the natural impatience of a lover ; and this was, that on his 
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return he would find himself the possessor of a noble dock — Oak 
Apple Dock — at Rotherhithe, a little down the river. He would 
be a solid and substantial merchant. He would, as I have said, 
exchange the rolling deck for his own snug counting-house. 
This inheritance had come to him during his absence from his 
mother's brother, a great merchant, whose town-house was in 
Cold Harbor Lane, over against All-Hallows the Great. He left 
a great fortune in money and lands among his nephews and 
nieces, and to George he bequeathed the dock. It seemed to 
us purblind mortals as if this good-fortune would be the making 
of him. Alas ! It only proved, but by ways that we would not 
expect, the undoing of him, as you shall learn. 

" Can you one ?" asked the prebendary. 

" I can," replied the lieutenant. 

" Treble, single, and the rub," said his reverence, laying his 
hand upon the counters. 

" Who," asked the marquis, taking up his snuff-box, " can 
contend against the Church of England on the one side " — ^here 
he bowed to the prebendary — "and the armies of King George 
on the other?" Here he bowed to the lieutenant. 

Sylvia sprang to her feet and left the room. 

In five minutes she returned, before the gentlemen who had 
now risen and were talking over their game had walked from 
the card-table to the fireplace. She bore in her hands a bowl of 
steaming punch, the ladle lying in it ready for use. The bowl 
was of silver, and was that which tradition assigned to Sir Julius 
Caesar, formerly master here. It was acquired and presented to 
the hospital by the learned antiquarian, Dr. Ducarel, commissary 
of the hospital. Molly, the maid, came after, bearing a tray with 
glasses. 

My father began to ladle out the punch — Sylvia carried round 
the glasses to the company. 

" After labor," he said, " refreshment. Prebendary, you have 
always held that milk punch, made with care and taken in modera- 
tion, is sovereign against many evils." 

"The creature called rum," said his reverence, "hath the 
strength of an elephant — his madness too, unless he is curbed 
and made gentle by the addition of milk, water, spices, lemon, 
and sugar. Mrs, Comines, you have, I always maintain, a light 
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and skilful hand. Nowhere, not even at Cambridge, do I taste 
better punch. Let us drink — madam, you will permit me ? — let 
us drink confusion to all revolutionists, enemies of the country, 
radicals, corresponding circles, and preachers of a fond and vain 
equality." 

All raised their glasses. As for me, I hesitated. Sylvia came 
to my aid. " I must taste from your glass, brother," she said, 
and so I escaped. If I drank the punch, I did not, as the oth- 
ers, drink it to the confusion of my friends. 

"There is," said the divine, " an equality among scholars, as 
of those pursuing a common object ; as among gentlemen, as all 
knowing and obeying the laws of politeness ; as among private 
soldiers, the rank and file, mechanics and tradesmen, as being 
all expected to fulfil certain duties and to obey authority. There 
is equality among all men in respect that we have all one life, 
one soul, and one salvation. There is equality among those in 
high oflBce, as in the Bench of Bishops all may be called equal. 
So the cherubim are equal with each other, and the seraphim 
each with each, and as servants of the throne all are equal, yet, 
as hath been fully demonstrated by Hooker, one of our Eng- 
lish fathers, there are degrees and ranks in high heaven itself. 
Wherefore why not on this earth, which we should strive more 
and more to make the humble counterpart of heaven ?" 

What more he would have said I know not, because at this 
moment we heard a manly footstep on the stair, the door flew 
open, and before us stood none other than the sailor himself— 
George Bayssallance — home again. 

We all cried out. We should have rushed to welcome him. 
The words of welcome and of joy were on our lips, when . . . 
'Twas the most surprising thing — the most unexpected — it is 
still the most mystericms — Sylvia shrieked aloud, as in deadly 
alarm, put out her arms as if to ward off an evil spirit, and fell 
headlong on the floor. 
2 
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CHAPTER II. 
the hapless lover. 

This is how George was received on his return. It was at 
night — at ten o'clock — when he came. He returned unexpect- 
edly ; we were talking and thinking of other things ; suddenly 
he threw open the door and stood before us — and at the sight 
of him Sylvia sprang to her feet with a terrified cry ; the color 
forsook her cheek — she fell to the ground upon her face. 

The poor lad got not so much as a grip of the hand, or a 
" Welcome home !" even from his father or Sister Katherine ; 
we all crowded together round the girl in a swoon— one was for 
sending for a surgeon to bleed her ; one wanted to bum feath- 
ers at her nose ; one wanted to lay her upon her back ; one 
called for brandy ; one for smelling-salts ; one would bathe her 
forehead with cold water — and, as always happens when girls 
faint away, she presently came round without the exhibition of 
any remedy. But then another remarkable thing happened. 
George it was who supported her head — ^no one had a better 
right. She opened her eyes and looked about with the be- 
wildered eyes of one who slowly recovers from a swoon, and 
wonders what has happened. She saw us all standing around 
her ; then she lifted her eyes and saw George bending over her. 
Instantly she started to her feet with another cry, and once 
more she fell fainting at our feet. 

Again she recovered consciousness;^^ again she saw George 
standing over her; again she screamed as if in fear, and 
pushed him from her violently with both her hands. Then she 
covered her face as if she could not bear so much as to look at 
him. 

At first we thought that excess of joy had produced this 
swoon; the sudden and unexpected appearance of her lover 
turned her head — but what did this second phenomenon be- 
token? We looked from one to the other perplexed and dis- 
mayed. Why did she push George from her? Why did she 
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cover her face with her hands as if she conld not bear the sight 
of him? 

** She is in some grievous pain," said my mother. " Let us 
take her quickly to her own room." 

We partly carried, partly led, her to her own chamber, where 
we left her with her mother. But as we closed the door we 
heard her burst into crying and sobbing in a manner most piti- 
ful to hear. 

All that night she lay awake, ceasing not for a moment to 
wail and to weep, wring her hands, and at times crying out that 
she was lost and abandoned by God, and asking what she had 
done that this heavy punishment should fall upon her, and, when 
she was quieter, moaning and turning her head from side to 
side, so that my mother, who sat with her, and Sister Katherine, 
who would not go home, but sat also by the bedside, knew not 
what to do or to think, the thing being altogether beyond their 
experience. * 

In the morning, when day broke, she ceased to cry, being 
now clean exhausted, and able to do no more, not even able to 
feel her misery — so, they say, that the wretch who receives two 
hundred lashes feels nothing after the first fifty. She fell 
asleep, therefore, and into so deep asleep that she did not awak- 
en till midday. 

When she awoke at length, she seemed, at first, to be re- 
turned to her right mind. She lay peacefully, her eyes open, 
her breathing quiet and regular, to all appearance in health. 

"My dear," said her mother, "you are awake at last; you 
have had a long sleep ; you are feeling well, I hope. You are 
in no more pain." 

" I am not ill," she replied. " Nothing is the matter with me. 
I have no pain. I wish I had. I wish," she added, with strange 
vehemence, "that I was torn with red-hot pincers rather than 
suffer what I have suffered." 

" It is over now, my child. You have slept well ; you hardly 
moved in your sleep from four o'clock this morning till now — 
and it is noon ; you have had a long and refreshing sleep. You 
shall have some breakfast — a little hot milk and bread in it — or 
an eggj perhaps, if you would fancy it — or, indeed, my child, 
whatever you can eat. And then you shall get up and dress. 
And we will take care of you for a day or two, my dear. Yes— 
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we will take care of you. And you shall do no work — I will do 
it for you. You must get well again." 

Sylvia replied, " I cannot eat. I want nothing but to lie here 
till I die." 

Tlien her mother ordered her to get up and dress without any 
more words. And this she did obediently. Yet she trembled 
and shook. 

" Now, my dear," said her mother — " Oh ! child, it is for your 
own good that I have taken you from your bed — come down- 
stairs to the parlor and take a little food, and I will tell George 
that he may now come to see you, but that he must be gentle 
and forbearing — and child ! child ! In the name of God, what 
is the matter ?" ■ For Sylvia fell on her knees before her, and 
with cries — even shrieks — and lamentations ^nd tears, besought 
her not to call George, nor to suffer him to come in her presence. 

So that you see what the night had done for her. She was 
all the more confirmed in that strange condition into which his 
appearance had thrown her. And in this frame of mind she 
continued. 

To return to George. You may well understand that this 
strange welcome dashed and confounded him. Never was there 
a more sudden transformation from the confidence of the happy 
lover, joyful over his own return and expectant of a tender wel- 
come, and his crestfallen, rueful visage after the event. Well, I 
hastened to tell him while he looked from one to the other, ask- 
ing what this might mean, that Sylvia had been seized with some 
sudden disorder, the like of which we had never seen, and at the 
very moment of his arrival. It was, therefore, caused doubtless 
by excess of joy. This everybody was agreed upon. It was 
the sudden and excessive joy that caused it. 

" But," said George, " it was not joy that I saw in her face." 

To-morrow, everybody assured him, he would find all changed 
— ^his mistress in her right mind. He should have been con- 
siderate ; he should have prepared her mind — all our minds. 

" I suppose," said George, incredulous, " it was all to show her 
love that she pushed me from her with both hands and turned 
her face from me." 

" There are cases on record," said Dr. Lorrymore, " where 
men have been driven mad by sudden joy ; or by an unexpected 
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accession of wealth ; or by receiving some honor, civic or mili- 
tary; or by attaining suddenly to the object of their ambition. 
The thing which we have just witnessed is remarkable, and hap- 
pens but seldom, even among women, who are more prone to 
passion than men, and therefore the more readily lose the equi- 
librium or exact balance of the mind. Yet it is not impossible, 
as is proved by the cases in history." He then proceeded to 
enumerate certain cases gathered from the pages of Plutarch 
and other writers. As is the way with scholars, this learned 
person considered that the Romans and Greeks were the only 
people worthy of consideration, except it might be the nation of 
the Jews, whose privilege it has always been to practise back- 
sUdings so numerous as to afford texts for the instruction and 
toaining of the common people ever after. I am no great 
scholar ; and I have now, I confess, forgotten the examples ad- 
duced by this divine. He concluded, however, with certain 
words of hope: " As for this poor child, George Bayssallance, 
rest easy. A night's sleep, a day's rest, the kind remonstrance 
of her mother will calm her fluttered spirit. What? She is 
but young. Maidens are easily terrified at the sight of their 
lovers. Give her time. Nevertheless, Mr. Comines, this is a 
case which should be laid before some learned physician if we 
do not find her in the morning suflBciently recovered. There 
are many forms of ecstasy. Some are easy to cure, and of short 
duration ; others are more obstinate, and resist medicines. And 
now, my friend, this, which should be a house of joy, because 
the wanderer has returned — no prodigal son, George ; no need 
to kill the fatted calf — has become a house of sorrow. Let us 
therefore finish the punch and t&ke our leave. Sailor George, I 
drink thy health, and a speedy recovery to thy lovely mistress 
and my sweet goddaughter, Sylvia." 

Next morning, which was Sunday, George came early, before 
the house was roused and opened, and waited outside, coming 
in with the barber, whose business it was to dress my father's 
hair. Sylvia was then sleeping. That was all we could tell 
him. After a night of tears and agitation she was now asleep. 
She was still asleep when the bell ceased, and all of us, except 
my mother, who still sat by Sylvia, walked across the court to 
church, where Dr. Lorrymore not only read the service, but also 
preached. The prayers of the congregation were asked for one 
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grievously sick — ^that I remember very well. But of the learned 
discourse which followed I remember nothing. 

Sylvia was awake when the service was over. But, my mother 
said, George could on no account be admitted, nor must he ex- 
pect to see her that day. She did not tell him how, when she 
mentioned his name, the girl instantly fell into another kind of 
fit, crying and trembling, and beseeching that her lover might 
still be kept out of her presence. 

In the afternoon we walked in the garden and orchard, George 
dumpish and heavy, as might be expected, considering what had 
happened. For he could not be persuaded nor made to under- 
stand that this untoward event was as unexpected by his mis- 
tress as by himself. She no longer loved him, he said ; nor 
could anything tear out of his mind that persuasion. He asked 
nothing more, he declared, than to hear from her own lips what 
had changed her mind. If there was another man, he should 
like to fight that man with any weapons he should choose, from 
a blunderbuss to a cudgel — but he would refrain for Sylvia's 
sake. If it was because he was a rough tarpaulin kind of man 
— why — ^there was no more to be said, and he would go to sea 
again, and the sooner the ship was cast away the better. 

I endeavored to make him talk about his voyages and the 
things he had seen. He was commonly fond of relating his 
adventures, especially when they had in them some spice of 
danger. He would spin a yarn, as sailors call it, against any 
one, and could entertain a company by the hour, making them 
laugh, though he never smiled, and imitating the actions and 
voice of those of whom he was speaking to the life. But this 
afternoon he was quite dumb ; he would tell none of his advent- 
ures. And yet he had sailed in the far East, over Chinese wa- 
ters beyond the Spice Islands ; and he had fought with pirates, 
not only the Chinese devils, who come out in junks, but also 
those others who put forth from the river-mouths of the nar- 
row seas with stinkpots, and must be shot down before they 
draw too near the ship, or it is all over with that ship's com- 
pany. No, he would tell us nothing. 

There was also much to tell him that had happened since his 
departure, especially the events in France, and I greatly longed 
to tell him of a certain society to which I now belonged, and 
with what great hopes we looked forward to the advance of hu- 
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manity. But I could not make him listen, or show any inter- 
est in what I told him. My father presently joined us. 

" I am truly grieved, George," he said, with dignity, " that 
your return has been marred. But fear not. To-morrow all 
will be well." He offered his snuff-box, which George declined. 

" Ay, sir, 'tis a bolus to swallow." 

" You have heard, I hope, of your good-fortune." 

" My father has told me. I need go no more voyages. In- 
stead of mate in an East-Indiaman, I am now the master of a 
dock. At your service, Mr. Comines." 

"Truly, when this storm blow^ over, George, you will be en- 
vied by everybody. It is now nearly two hundred and fifty 
years since our two families " — here my father drew himself up, 
and so closely resembled the murdered king, Louis the Sixteenth, 
that he seemed like one of his portraits stepped out of a Louis 
d'Or — "crossed the Channel together on board the same ship, 
flying from the death which awaited all those who remained. 
The De Comines who represented that noble house in his gen- 
eration came over with that Bayssallance who represented your 
— your — your stock, George. We have since lived from father 
to son in this same Precinct. I am happy to think that, from 
father to son, we have maintained our gentility — our hands have 
not been soiled by trade. If we chose to resume the title, which 
would be incongruous in the Precinct, there would be once more 
a Vidame de Guisnes. But of that we need not speak. The 
family of Bayssallance has been steadily rising during the same 
interval ; your father has held the king's commission, you have 
been in the merchant-service, and are now in the rank and station 
of a substantial merchant. The time has at length come when 
a De Comines may without derogation marry a Bayssallance." 

" I hope so, sir, if this storm blows over." 

My father walked away, and I breathed again, because I did 
not think that George was in a mood to be reminded that on 
board that ship, which brought the emigrants from Calais and 
Guisnes to Dover, the valet of M. de Comines was a plain Sieur 
Bayssallance. 

" Why, Gleorge," I said, " never hang a head because a girl 
has got a fever upon her, Sylvia is strong, and will recover. 
It will pass away. You should rejoice, man. You looked, in 
church, as miserable as a condemned criminal." 
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" Did you mark, lad, when the organist — is it that black-a-vised 
fellow, Archer ? — ^played us out, how the organ rolled and thun- 
dered in the roof ? It seemed to threaten me. - Why, I am of 
all men, I hope, the least given to superstition. like Captain 
Cook, I would sail on Friday. I would sit down thirteen to a 
table. I would whistle in a gale of wind but that the crew would 
mutiny and murder me. But now I feel as if- something were 
hanging over me. Something will happen. Sylvia will not re- 
turn to what you call her right mind. She no longer loves me 
— something, I say, will certainly happen." 

" Nonsense ! you will think 'differently when Sylvia holds out 
her arms once more. Besides, you must think of your goodly 
dock. Who would not be' owner of Oak-Apple Dock, Eother- 
hithe ? You can put off your sailor's jacket and go to church 
in broadcloth and silver buckles. And some day we shall see 
you church- warden of your parish." 

Alas ! the promise of this preferment gave him no joy. He 
would give his dock, he sard, to any one who should restore Syl- 
via to his arms, sound in mind and body, as loving and tender 
as when he bade her farewell at St. Katherine's Stairs. 

" Tom," he groaned, " it wa3 not for love that she pushed me 
from her. I could get over the fainting. That may happen to 
any girl. They are delicate creatures at best. But to push me 
away — ^that is what sticks — ^to push me away from her with both 
her hands. Sylvia — my Sylvia — to push me from her — ^with her 
own hands — her pretty hands — ^that I have kissed a thousand 
times. Was that to prove her love ?" 

" Nay," I said, repeating this assurance for the tenth time. 
"But, her mind being disordered for the time, what matter, 
lad, for what she said or did ? Make allowance for a sick girl's 
delirium." 

He shook his head. Still he could not understand how his 
mistress, even with the most disordered condition of mind, could 
push him from her. It was useless to assure him that she was 
like a mad woman. " Why," he said, " her eyes were not mad. 
She knew me. She knew what she was doing and saying. You 
cannot persuade me that she was mad. Yet, if she was not mad, 
how could she do such a thing? My Sylvia — ^my Sylvia — ^to 
push me from her !" 

He began to look for reasons ; because there was no denying 
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tliat he had been thus treated, whether by a girl in her right 
mind or no. 

" She can no longer love me," he said. " Of that I am per- 
suaded. But I must hear it from her own lips, when I am alone 
with her. In three years I suppose a woman may change her 
mind — any woman may ! — ^more especially a girl so lovely as 
Sylvia, who must have a hundred suitors," 

" Whence should they come, George- — these hundred suitors?" 

" She must have found another lover. Nevill, why not tell a 
man at once what has happened, and so make an end ?" 

" Truly, George, I would tell if aught had happened. But 
there has been within our doors not a single man since your de- 
parture younger than Dr. Lorrymore. Are you jealous of his 
reverence ?" 

He shook his head. 

"You know how we live — in what retirement — among y^hat 
people. Should Sylvia — should my sister find a lover among 
the mast-makers of the Precinct, or among the scuffle-hunters 
of St. Katherine's Stairs ? Nay — ^George ! — ^to think thus of her 
is unworthy. Would she make friends, think you, in Hang- 
man's Gains or Cat's Hole ?" 

" If she no longer loves me, she must love another. I ought 
to have known that such a divine nature was too good for a 
simple suitor." 

" There is no other. Put that suspicion out of your mind, 
George. I believe that Sylvia has not spoken to a man, except 
to those you know, since you went away. More, she has not 
thought of any other man. More again, George, I do assure 
you that every day, until the last few days, since your depart- 
ure, she has spoken of you, and always with the same afEection 
— every day we have talked about you ; now it would be your 
picture, which hangs up in her room ; now a book given her by 
you, in which she would still be reading, though she knew it by 
heart, because to read in it seemed to be hearing your voice ; 
now she would walk in the orchard, saying, * Here George used 
to sit — here George talked to me before he went away ' — Oh ! 
here I confess, thinking of her present condition, the tears come 
into my eyes. 'Twas always the most loving heart — the most 
afEectionate soul, George." 

He was moved at this, and said nothing for a while. Then 
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he began again : << Since there is no other lover in the way, yet 
reason there must be for her scorn and wrath — what think yon? 
Has some one said something concerning me ? Women, even 
the best, are apt to believe all they hear." 

" I know of no one who is your enemy. Why — who should 
be your enemy? Some of the Wapping lads whom you have 
fought and pounded in the old days? These are not the fel- 
lows to bear malice for a bloody nose — ^who else ? Find me 
any man who is your enemy. No, George, it is not backbiting 
that has done this mischief." 

" Then, find me a reason, if you can. Why did she regard 
me with looks of hatred and push me from her — twice, not once 
— with both her hands ? Why, it is no use telling you the same 
thing over and over again. She was not in her right mind. 
When people become demented, whether for an hour or two, or 
whether for a whole life, they begin to hate what they previously 
loved, and to love what they previously hated. I have heard 
that the mouths of persons, once pious and virtuous, may thus 
become filled with foulness and blasphemy, and that those who 
were formerly the greatest sinners, may become new, to outward 
appearance, most religious." 

Certainly Sylvia had not returned as yet to her right mind, 
nor unhappily did she come back to her right mind for a great 
while. Yet, not like some poor lunatic people who are happy 
in their madness, and know not that they are thus afflicted. My 
unhappy sister remembered what had happened, and was con- 
scious of her own unhappiness. She refused at first tp take any 
food ; she would not get up ; she would not leave her room ; 
and if the name of George was so much as mentioned, she fell 
into another fit of crying and weeping, with less violence than 
at first, yet with greater sorrow, so that no one dared so much 
as to speak of him. Nay, she would even pray aloud, and that 
with the greatest fervency, that she might die and so forget her 
misery. In all times of trouble we think of death as bringing 
not only oblivion, but also rest, and, therefore, consciousness, be- 
cause rest that is only the repose of a stone is not a thing to be 
desired except at the last extremity. Yet, in spite of her mis- 
ery, she never for a moment changed her mind concerning her 
lover, or desisted from speaking or thinking of him without the 
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greatest pain or suffering. Never in the history of lovers was it 
heard that a woman should so change, in the twinkling of an 
eye, and at the mere aspect of her lover. But that she who was 
thus changed should think of the change as a miserable thing, so 
miserable that she now desired nothing but death, is a stranger 
thing still. Most women, when they dismiss a lover, think of 
him no longer, and regard his sufferings not at all. Perhaps it 
was her conscience that accused her of broken faith and per- 
jured vows — yet the conscience in matters of love is not too 
tender. Perhaps it was pity for him that moved her — ^pity to 
think that he who had come home, thinking to find his mistresses 
arms outstretched in welcome and in love, should be so cruelly 
and rudely treated. 

Well, if it was pity she felt — pity is nigh unto love — why 
could she not even now hold out her arms ? Her lover would 
fly into them. Or, if it was conscience that ^upbraided her, 
there is always room for repentance — why should she not repent 
and go back to constancy and faith? Why, seeing that she 
wept so much over what had happened, could she not send for 
George, make her peace, and so go on as before ? 

I ask these questions in order to show how we thought and 
how we talked at this time. Nay, we talked of nothing else, we 
discussed these questions all day long. But, seeing how great 
were Sylvia's sufferings when we pressed upon her to see George, 
if only for once, for very pity, we were forced to abstain, and, 
in a day or two, we ceased altogether to mention his name. 
Then her tears ceased, but still she sat in languor, doing noth- 
ing all day long and going nowhere, not even to church — refus- 
ing even to walk in the garden. 

Twice only did Sylvia see her lover after that night until the 
great catastrophe that followed. 

The first of these occasions took place a week after his re- 
turn. Every day George hung about the house, sometimes sit- 
ting with my mother, inquiring over and over again what might 
be the cause, what the cure, how the patient found herself, 
whether she had asked for him, and so forth. One morning, 
however, he found no one in the house. Yet he knew that his 
mistress sat in the room upon the ground floor, looking into the 
Brothers' Close. It was the blue room, but we called it the 
parlor, using it for a living or keeping room. He knew, I say. 
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that Sylvia "was there. He knew also very well that she would 
not see him or speak to him, or send him any message. He 
was, therefore, bound not to force himself upon her. But pas- 
sion proved too much for the laws of honor — which are, besides, 
unwritten things, and change from man to man. He, therefore, 
very gently pushed the door open, and stepped into the parlor 
as softly as if he went on velvet. 

Sylvia was alone ; she sat in an arm-chair beside the fire, with 
a pillow to support her back. Her attitude was feeble and lan- 
guishing; she was pale; her cheek was thin; her eyes were 
hollow. Her hands lay crossed in her lap ; she had no work to 
do ; there was no work-basket on the table ; there was no book 
in her lap or on the table ; during this time she never worked 
with the needle, or read, or did anything for the house. She 
could do nothing but sit beside the fire, silent and motionless, 
wrapped in her sorrow, while from time to time a tear stole 
down her cheek. Her sorrow had passed into despair. 

" Nevill," cried George, telling me of this, his visit, " what do 
these things mean ? What have I done ? Am I changed into a 
blackamoor ? Am I grown humpbacked ? Is there some altera- 
tion in my face ?" 

" Nay, George," I replied, " there is no change in you but for 
the better. Your face is larger and broader ; but it is the same 
face. No change in you that can account for the change in her." 

He opened the door of the parlor very gently, so as not to 
disturb her. He opened it, and he stepped into the room so 
quietly that she heard him not. He stood beside her before 
she moved or lifted her eyes from the fire. He stooped and, 
murmuring " Sylvia ! Oh ! my love !" he kissed her forehead. 

Then she sprang to her feet with a shriek, putting out her 
hands again to push him from her, and would have iled from 
the room, but that he stood in the way. 

" Sylvia !" he cried. " What is this ? What does it mean ? 
What have I done ? What is in your mind ?" 

" Go out of my sight !" she cried, wildly. " Go away. Leave 
me. I cannot bear even to look upon you." 

He went on his knees to her, and caught her by the sleeve of 
her frock, because she would not suffer him to take her hands. 




' ' She tat in an arm-ekair bedde the fire, with a pillow to support her back." 



ST. EATHERINe's BY THE TOWER. 29 

« 

" Sylvia !" he prayed to her, " in the name of God tell me 
what I have done that you should thus treat me. Nay, my dear 
—tell me for your own sake. You are weak. You suffer ; the 
thing that is in your mind is killing you. Tell me — tell me 
what it is. If there is anything real in it, we will bear it to- 
gether, or I will lighten your load and bear it all myself. If 
there is nothing real, I will chase it away for you. If you will 
not let me love you, my dear — my dear — that I love so much — 
you will let me share your suffering. Nay — 'tis not you your- 
self, Sylvia — 'tis some one else who has taken possession of 
your soul. Those are not thine eyes. Since when have they 
looked with terror upon those who love you? Nay, then" — he 
let her go, and rose to his feet — " have your own way. Poor 
child! Poor child!" She fled into the corner of the room, 
where she crouched, gazing upon him as a hunted mouse gazes 
upon the cat before the last spring. " I will not touch thee. 
No, child — ^have no fear. I will stand here by the door. Com^ 
from the comer and sit down. I will not stir. Nay— I prom- 
ise." 

It seemed as if she could not even trust his promise, for she 
remained in the corner, but she rose up and stood upright, her 
eyes fixed upon him. 

"I will not move from this spot, Sylvia," he repeated. But 
still she made no reply, but stood in the corner, shrinking like a 
hunted animal. 

" Speak to me ! Tell me something, if it is only that you 
hate me ! But how can you hate me ? What have I done to 
work this dreadful change? I will stay here till you speak. 
Why do you order me out of your sight ?" 

" Because," she made reply, slowly and deliberately. " Be- 
cause you are loathsome to me — loathsome to look upon — loath- 
some — oh!" she shivered and trembled, "most loathsome to 
touch." 

When he heard these words he said no more, but bowed his 
head and turned and left the room. 

In the evening I saw him. He was in the Sisters' Close, on 
the flagstones, walking backward and forward as a sailor walks 
a deck. His hair was loose about his neck, his coat was soiled, 
his shoes were muddy ; he looked as if he took no thought or 
care about himself. 
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Now when I look back upon that time I wonder not so mncb 
at what did happen as at what might have happened. For in 
the house sat one who was visibly pining away for grief — ^and 
that of a kind which no one suspected or understood— -and out- 
side the house was one who grew daily more desperate and reck- 
less. You shall hear presently what he did ; if you knew how 
desperate he had become you would wonder at his waiting so 
long. 

He told me what had passed in the morning. 

" She raves, George," I said, " she raves. Bear with the poor 
girl." 

" Doth she rave ?" he replied. " Why, I have seen a mad 
woman. One such we were bringing home from India. She 
was a gentlewoman, and the wife of a nabob, but she had a sun- 
stroke and a fever, and so went raving mad. She was chained 
on the main deck, but one day she slipped her chain and ran up 
the companion and leaped overboard, and so was drowned. I 
remember her wild eyes. But Sylvia has no such look. She is 
in her sober senses, if looks say anything." 

" Yet she raves, George." 

He made no reply for a while. I kept him company, and so 
for an hour and more we walked up and down in silence. 

<< It is no madness," he said again, after this space. <' She 
knows very well what she says and what she means. It is no 
madness. And I cannot understand it. Why, we have always 
loved each other, from the very first when she was a little tod- 
dling child who could hardly walk — I remember her pretty coax- 
ing ways — always we have loved each other. And who so happy 
as I — homeward bound — -thinking how she would fall into my 
arms and I should kiss her pretty cheeks and her rosy lips? 
Why, the time would be come when we should speak of mar- 
riage. What? we might be married before I sailed away again." 
He heaved a deep sigh. " We had a fair-weather voyage all the 
way home. That promised good-luck ; every day I considered 
how two people could live on the pay of a third mate — ^'twould 
be a narrow thing, and when one is married there may be more 
mouths. Yet I had saved my pay for three years, and that was 
something. Saving is easy work when one saves for Sylvia. 
Everything is easy that is done or endured for her. And now 
—what is left ?" 
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** Nevill " — he laid his hand upon my shoulder — " if she dies 
in this mood, I will die too — if it is only to follow her to the 
place where dead men live, and ask her there what it means. I 
am resolved. I cannot live without her. If there were another 
man, I would kill him rather than suffer him to possess my girl." 

** There is no other man, George." 

Then I began again — but it was weary work — ^to assure him 
once more that this change was as sudden and as unexpected as 
it was full of mystery. For until the last few days she would 
ever be talking about him ; not a day but she talked about him, 
and never with the least prejudice to him or to the love which 
she bore to him. It was a sudden change. I said again an un- 
expected change, and it was, as he knew, accompanied by such 
torrents of tears and so much sorrow as left no room for doubt 
that it was a disorder of the brain which would presently and of 
its own accord vanish away, and, with it, all the terror of his 
presence and her touch. 

^' But she loathes me. She loathes me who once loved me, and 
whom still I love, God knows, with all my heart and with all my 
soul and with all my strength." 

And to this he returned again and again. 

^< She loathes me — sight and touch of me she loathes — she 
who loved me." 



CHAPTER III. 

THE GRAVE PHYSICIAN. 



The Sunday having brought no improvement, and, on Monday 
morning, the unhappy girl showing no signs of returning to he; 
right mind, it was resolved to seek the advice of a physician. 
The learned person recommended was one Samuel Ambrose, 
M.D., who resided in Harp Lane, next door to the Baker's Hall 
in that street. He was at that time already advanced in years, 
although he lived to become very ancient indeed, and past his 
faculties. No physician in the city enjoyed a greater reputation, 
or had a larger practice, among the rich merchants and their 
families ; this was shown when he died, leaving a vast fortune 
behind him, wholly created by the fees which he received. He 
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still wore the old-fashioned full wig which the younger brethren 
of the profession were beginning to exchange, like the younger 
clergy, for powdered hair and bag, and he still carried the gold- 
headed cane with the pomander-box, an emblem and outward 
token of his profession ; his coat was of black velvet, his stock- 
ings of white silk, and the buckles of his shoes were of gold. 
His face and carriage showed the gravity of his profession. In- 
deed, a laughing or a comic physician would be as incongruous 
as a bishop grinning through a horse-collar or a Tom Fool at a 
fair exhorting the crowd to piety. He came, this learned doc- 
tor, in his great coach, rumbling through the narrow streets of 
the "Precinct — we learned afterwards that it was out of friend- 
ship towards Dr. Lorrymore that he condescended to give so 
much time to a case from which he wotild gain so little profit. 

He first conferred privately with my mother, and learned from 
her the history of the case — namely, the unexpected return of 
the girl's sweetheart and her sudden seizure or fit, with the cry- 
ing and weeping which had followed it, and the dejection in 
which she was now plunged. Unfortunately, my mother knew 
nothing of certain symptoms, monitory and warning, which I had 
observed, but neglected, so that the physician was led to believe 
that the thing came upon the patient without the least warning 
— a thing which was not wholly true. Had he known the real 
truth of the case, it is possible that he would have effected 
something. 

When he had quite arrived at an understanding of the facts, 
and had inquired into the general health and habits of the pa- 
tient, he requested to be conducted to her. He then sat down 
beside her, felt her pulse, and looked at her tongue. 

"Tou believe, my dear child," he said, "that one who has 
been beloved by you has now become an object of disgust ?" 

She bowed her head. 

" You cannot for a moment think of him without pain — it 
hurts you, I say, to think of him ?" 

" It is worse than a knife plunged into me," she said. 

"Your dreams are terrifying, and by day your thoughts are 
to the full as uneasy as your dreams ?" 

"Yes." 

" You have tried to say your prayers, but your heart does not 
go up to the throne with your words ?" 
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" Alas !— no." 

"You are, therefore, in terror lest you have become a cast- 
away, and, in losing your earthly love, have also lost your heav- 
enly love as well ?" 

She assented, the tears rolling down her cheeks. 
"All this is sad, my dear," he went on. "Yet there have 
been many such cases, and they have ended well. You are now 
passing through an attack which will most certainly pass away, 
and leave you-^-given a little time for recovery — ^no worse 
than before. Courage, therefore. At the worst, if there should 
come anything worse than what you have already felt, say to 
yourself, *This is part of the disorder. This will wear itself 
out and pass away.' Be of good hope. To preserve hope is by 
itself to encourage and to assist in recovery. Be cheerful, there- 
fore, and hopeful. Soon this disgust at your lover, which now 
fills your heart, will fade away and be forgotten. Be of good 
cheer, I say, and be obedient to your physician, and do exactly 
what he shall order." He then left her and returned to my 
mother, who was waiting anxiously for his opinion. 

" This," he said, speaking with great deliberation, " is a case 
of extreme rarity. The patient is a girl whose imagination is 
easily affected and qnickly awakened. She is also one whom 
sudden agitation, unexpected fortune^ whether of depression or 
elevation, might easily disturb from that equal balance of the 
soal, neither inclining to this direction nor to that, which we call 
the exercise of right reason and true judgment. I should also 
prognosticate, from such diagnosis as I have been enabled in 
this brief space to conduct, that she is a girl easily moved by 
the affections, and capable of strong affection." 

" Indeed, sir," said my mother, " you could not speak more 
truly." 

He bowed gravely, as if he knew the fact, but acknowledged 
the appreciation of the speaker. 

" Therefore," he went on, " when tie heart suddenly called 
into violent action by an unexpected event, appealing strongly to 
her affections and her imagination, there occurred a determina- 
tion of the vital fluid to the brain. That, madam, is the cause, 
and that the explanation." 

He paused. Then he went on, still more slowly. 
" The foundation of life has been driven violently to the seat 
3 
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or native residence of tbe imagination or fancy. The brain is, 
therefore, crowded with images, terrifying, grotesque, and un- 
natural. For instance, the name of the young man she loves, 
and to whom she is betrothed, causes her to shudder — she is 
afraid of the very name. Further, the sight of him has pro- 
duced upon her an effect exactly opposite to what would natu- 
rally be expected. Instead of love, her disordered mind can 
only entertain the feeling of loathing. Your daughter, madam, 
is at this moment very strongly seized by these delusions. I 
have seldom seen a more obstinate case." 

" Is my daughter mad, sir ?" 

" Heaven forbid, madam, that I should call her mad. Though 
many unhappy persons are chained up in lunatic asylums who 
began by being no more mad. But courage, madam " — for the 
tears began to flow — "you have not lost your daughter yet. 
Medicine is strong. We shall do something for her. She is 
also young ; nature will do more. You are pious. I need not, 
therefore, recommend you to help which is stronger than science, 
and quicker in operation than nature." 

" Oh ! sir," murmured my mother, " you are surely all good- 
ness." 

" Nay, madam, we can do much ; but we cannot do every- 
thing. * Some trust, as I have said, may be placed in us ; but 
not alls I will now leave you ; but I will return in the after- 
noon. In order to cope with this disturbance, and to restore 
equivalency, or the balance of contending humors, it will be 
necessary to remove blood. I will bring with me, madam, a 
surgeon — a skilful member of the lower branch of my profes- 
sion — who will carry out this little operation of the lancet under 
my own directions." 

When one considers, the information conveyed by this learned 
person amounted to no more than we knew already. For 
whether one says that the poor child fainted, or whether one 
says that the vital fluid was driven to the head, and the foun- 
tain of life was forced to the mainspring of fancy, surely makes 
very little difference ; and between calling in an apothecary to 
let blood, or inviting a skilful surgeon to come with a learned 
physician in order to restore equivalency with the lancet, 
there seems very little difference. However, our hearts were 
lightened merely by having our own knowledge translated for 
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US, so to speak, into the language of medicine. Our patient, if 
she was no better, was at least no worse for the visit of the 
doctor. 

In the afternoon he returned, bringing with him the surgeon. 
My sister was sitting up, now partly dressed, in her bed, sup- 
ported by pillows. Heavens ! Was this poor, wan creature, her 
eyes heavy, her cheek white, her look like that of one in de- 
spair, my sister Sylvia — the most sprightly, the most cheerful of 
girls? 

" The main seat of congestion, madam," Dr. Ambrose began, 
while the surgeon was arranging his tools, " is the neck. But 
since even the prick of a lancet may leave a slight scar, we pre- 
fer in the case of a young gentlewoman to bleed the arm. I 
shall require the left arm to be bared — so. Young gentleman, 
you will support your sister. Sit beside her, and lay one arm 
about her waist, let her left arm rest on yours — so. The sur- 
geon will now bind a ligature tightly — but he will not hurt you, 
young lady — about her arm above the elbow. That is right. 
We are now ready — and because the sight of blood does some- 
times cause by itself a fainting or defection we will drop a hand- 
kerchief or napkin over your head to cover your eyes. That 
will do. Take now this ball of worsted in your hand and 
squeeze it witb your fingers. Keep on squeezing it — so." The 
veins in the arm swelled up. The physician took a basin, and 
held it. The surgeon with his lancet just touched one blue 
vein, and a fountain — a veritable fountain — started^out in a 
single jet, which the physician dexterously caught in his basin 
so that not one drop should be spilled. "^ 

" We bleed your daughter, madam, ad plenum rivum, as we 
say," he went on talking, while these things were done. " Eight 
ounces we take from her — namely, two ounces and a half for 
health, and five and a half for fever. We bleed her ad defec- 
tionem, until the loss of blood cause her — cause her — yes — she 
is weakened by the attack. We have now finished." 

Sylvia's head fell back. She had now fainted from loss of 
blood. 

" We shall administer, for the expulsion of evil humors," he 
went on, while the surgeon tied up the arm and removed the 
ligatures, 'Haraxacum tea — or tea made, as your housewives very 
well understand, of the dandelion root. For the comforting of 
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the nerves and the removal of melancholy I shall order broth 
with borage, and Rhenish wine in which borage hath been 
steeped. And so, madam, for the present, I leave you. Your 
daughter will continue in her chamber for two or three days. I 
will again visit her, and mark the action of the taraxacum and 
the effect of the blood-letting." 

He came again, in fact, two days afterwards. Our patient, 
always docile and obedient, had done everj^hing that she was 
told. Yet she was no better in her mind ; her melancholy was 
settled ; her delusion held her obstinately, and in her body she 
was weaker. Yet the physician said that he was satisfied, so 
far. And he came no more. He was satisfied with little. For, 
alas ! what a change had fallen upon the poor child in three or 
four short days ! She was now weak and trembling in her 
steps ; she was pale and thin ; her eyes were filled with a kind 
of terror ; she burst into tears if one but looked at her. The 
most cheerful of girls had become the most melancholy — the 
most sprightly girl in the world had become the most silent. 
And all this, as appeared to most of us, quite suddenly and with- 
out the least warning. For my own part, I presently remem- 
bered certain signs which I had observed in her before her seiz- 
ure — signs which might have given an alarm, except that at the 
time I was fully occupied, as you shall learn, with my own 
thoughts. These signs, I remember, were certain fits, or peri- 
ods, of silence, most uncommon in a girl who talked as much 
as most of her sex. Then I remembered how she seemed to be 
from time to time lost in her thought, as if perplexed with 
something. And she had been easily put out,'though commonly 
a girl of the sweetest temper. I know very well, now, what 
these things meant. They were signs of warning. I should 
have observed them. Had I questioned her at the outset, all 
might have been prevented ; but at the time I was full of my 
own importance, and with my friends — ^fine friends they proved 
to me ! — I was going to reform the world and make all mankind 
happy. But it helps us not to remember things too late. 

Again, the most candid and most truthful girl in the world 
had become the most reserved. She concealed something. She 
would tell no one, not even her own mother, what ailed her. 
If the questions were put to her, she either answered them so 
as to tell nothing or she put them aside. And this with eyes 
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so full of sorrow that it cut me to the heart only to look at her. 
Once my father commanded her, by his paternal authority, to 
confess — if she had aught to confess — the cause of her contin- 
ued disorder and her refusal to see her lover. Then she fell 
into such a passion of tears that we thought her grief would 
well-nigh rend her asunder. 

" For my own part," said Sister Katherine, " I cannot see that 
the physician has done any good to the child at all." 

" None that I can discover," said my mother. 

" Let us then," said Sister Katherine, " consult the wise wom- 
an. Oh ! we need not tell the men what we are going to do. 
My brother would cry out upon me for an encourager of witch- 
craft. Mr. Comines would think it beneath his dignity that his 
daughter should be seen by the old woman who ministers to 
Poll and Doll and Moll. And the prebendary would order that 
nothing of the kind should be so much as thought of, I know. 
Yet, my dear soul, there is the child — you see in what condi- 
tion she is — and there is Margery Habbijam, and we know how 
wise she is. Nevill shall fetch her, and no one shall know any- 
thing about it. Witch or no witch, if she can cure the child, 
let us call her in." 



CHAPTER IV. 

the wise WOliTAN. 



Everybody who remembers St. Katherine's in the year 1793 
remembers Margery Habbijam. She is now dead, and is bur- 
ied in the ground behind the church without a headstone, al- 
though in her lifetime her fame extended far beyond the Pre- 
cinct. Even the wisest of wise women cannot keep herself alive. 
She was not a native of our parts, having been born at a small 
village called, I believe, Rowner, near the town of Gosport, in 
Hampshire — her mother and her grandmother and her great- 
grandmother (who was burned for a witch) having been wise 
women before her. But she left her native place, and, for a 
very good reason, which you shall hear, removed to St. Kathe- 
rine's, where she set up in business as a professed wise woman. 

In course of years — whether she herself let out the story, 
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which I doubt, or whether, as is more probable, some of her old 
friends of the B^g's navy found her out at St. Katherine's — 
a very strange history began to be told about Margery's earlier 
years. 

Many women there are, especially among our people of the 
river-bank, whose husbands have been hanged. That is no un- 
common accident. Nor did I ever perceive that they concerned 
themselves greatly about this calamity and disgrace. It happens 
to so many in this place, and of their station in life, that it seems 
like one of the ordinary perils which surround mankind — in a 
certain station of life it may be reckoned upon as much as fever, 
putrid throat, or imposthumes, for carrying off a husband. But 
Margery was the only woman I ever heard of who was made a 
widow through her husband escaping death by the rope. It 
happened in this manner. Her husband was an able seaman 
on board his majesty's ship Shannon^ in the year 1740. The 
ship was commanded by a certain captain, the Hon. Stephen 
Bullace, second son of Lord Aldeburgh — he afterwards succeed- 
ed to the title. It was said that the captain was harsh in disci- 
pline and cruel in punishment. However that may have been, 
the unfortunate John Habbijam, able seaman, fell one day into 
sudden wrath and mutiny, and actually knocked him — his own 
captain ! — ^senseless on his own quarter-deck. This was at Spit- 
head — the fleet being then under sailing orders. For such an 
offence death was certain. The mutineer was tried, found guilty, 
and sentenced to death. Then an unexpected thing happened. 
For the man escaped. How he escaped no one could discover. 
Perhaps he got out of a port and swam ashore. But he escaped, 
and was no more seen. 

They searched his wife's cottage, which was at Gosport, and 
watched the place for a while in the hope that he would be found 
lurking near his friends* But the man was not caught, and pres- 
ently the woman sold her things and went quite away, and no one 
at Gosport knew whither she went. Nor do I know how the 
story of her husband came to be known in the Precinct, where 
she took up her abode — a widow, yet not a widow. 

When one spoke of Margery Habbijam he always related this 
story first, because anything strange or unusual seems to confer 
some kind of distinction upon a place. He then, with greater 
pride, told how she was reckoned the wisest woman to be found 
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anywhere. Since there are in London and on its herders a great 
many wise women who live hy the exercise of their wisdom, 
Dame Margery should he very wise indeed. To hegin with, she 
cured all diseases, having herhs good against every one. She 
also sold childrens' cauls, charms against lead, steel, fire, and 
water, fortified with which the greatest coward might venture 
into the hottest fight hy sea or land. She also made and sold 
spells, love potions, philtres, and amulets, hy means of which 
girls could hring the falsest of lovers hack to their arms ; and she 
knew secrets hy which they could preserve their good looks, re- 
move hlemishes, and restore — it was pretended — lost youth. 
Bid the hair hegin to turn gray. Dame Margery restored it to 
its proper color. Did the >hair fall off, the dame repaired the 
disaster. Now, as Moll and Bet, of Shadwell, are every whit as 
anxious to preserve their good looks — and therefore their lovers 
— as any fine lady in^Bond Street, Margery Hahhijam was much 
sought after. She was, in short, full of knowledge, especially 
the kind of knowledge most desired hy her own sex. Besides 
her skill in herhs and in the making of charms, she knew how 
to foretell the future, whether hy cards or hy coffee-grounds, or 
by spilling heer on the ground, or by the lines of the hand. It 
was not only Moll of Shadwell, I promise you, that came after 
Margery Hahhijam, hut many a fine city madam, disguised as a 
countrv wench or a river-side wife. 

'Prentices went to seek her advice ; sailors for the charms I 
have spoken of ; young men of all kinds for advice in love itiat- 
ters. Why, if it were known and certain that the future could 
he truly divined and foretold, or that things otherwise unattain- 
able could be attained by witchcraft, sorcery, and other means 
such as these, forbidden and contrary to divine law, there would 
be a flocking of thousands to the wise woman, not to be de- 
terred by any threatening or promise of future consequences, 
to hear and learn for themselves. With one consent all the uni- 
verse would sell their souls, or wilfully throw them away, could 
they thus secure wealth, ease, and immunity from labor for a 
lifetime. We suffer the witch to remain in our midst only be- 
cause the better sort no longer believe in her power. She is not 
imiversally and openly consulted, even among the baser sort, be- 
cause those who secretly believe, openly laugh at her pretensions. 
Moreover, she no longer professes to be in communication with 
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the devil, and no longer pretends to be able to cause, as well as 
to cure, disease. She plays tricks with cards, she reads signs 
in the coffee-grounds, and finds the history of a life written in 
the palm of the hand. The devil has nothing to do with these 
things. They are done by rule of thumb, and any one may learn 
how to do them. 

This is very true ; any one may learn rule of thumb. But in 
these matters there is more than a mere rule of thumb. We 
might as well say that any one may learn how to write poetry. 
So he may — the rules of scansion and of rhyme. Or that any 
one may learn tricks of conjuring or sleight-of-hand. It is, 
however, very well known that, though any scholar may learn 
the structure of verse, it is given to few to become poets. Also 
that, though any one may learn how a trick is performed, few 
can ever achieve the swiftness of hand and eye, and the dexter- 
ity which must be acquired before the trick can be successfully 
performed. So in the trade or profession — I may not say the 
calling — of witch or fortune-teller there requires a certain rare 
quality of insight, so that the person who possesses it can ob- 
serve from the face, voice, eyes, manner, and appearance of any 
one his character, disposition, and inclinations. These things 
once known, I say that it would be very easy to predict what 
will happen supposing that these inclinations are indulged and 
these dispositions encouraged. Nay, we may consider with what 
certainty the future of a boy can be read by those who watch 
and observe him, and are not led by undue affection to under- 
value the dangers. I believe that the only witchcraft — as well 
as the only power of prophecy — lies in knowledge, and the mys- 
teries of the wise woman are nothing more than the idle, rat- 
tling words with which the conjurer carries off his tricks. 

The wise woman was prosperous. Her clients were numer- 
ous, and paid her well ; she lived in a two-roomed house or cot- 
tage (one room below and one above) in Helmet Court, where 
only the better sort of tradesmen and mechanics live; not the 
common lumpers and deckers, but the skilled men employed in 
mast-making yards, boat-building, rope-making, and so forth — 
men who have a trade and get good wages. She was so well off 
that she could afford a coal-fire all the year round, and sat at night 
with the light <jf a good, solid tallow-candle, while her neighbors 
sometimes had to go to bed because there was no fire, and not 
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even a farthing rushlight. And everybody knew that she fared 
every day off the best ; not even the gentry of the hospital fared 
better. She lived alone ; no one ever got farther than the first 
room. Yet it was whispered that voices had been heard there 
late at night. No doubt voices of dead people who came to talk 
with the witch. 

She was a little old woman, shrivelled up and shrunk within 
her own skin ; her face was fresh-colored still, of the kind which 
has often been compared to a withered apple in the winter ; her 
white teeth showed behind her shrunken lips ; her nose had the 
sharpness of age ; her hair was white, and covered with a thrum 
cap ; she always sat all day long in a great arm-chair between 
the table and the fire, with a wrapper over her shoulders ; but 
she was not decrepit ; on occasions she was active ; and though 
so small and withered, she was strong. As for her mind, that 
was known to be keen and vigorous by the brightness and eager- 
ness of her eyes. She could neither read nor write, and I know 
not where she learned her wisdom. She took tobacco, not in 
the polite form of snuff, but in that nauseous way practised by 
mechanics and the lower class, namely, by means of a short 
clay pipe. She generally had this, either lit or ready to be lit, 
at her elbow, and when she was not divining or answering ques- 
tionSy she would still be smoking this pipe all day long, so that 
her room was always foul with the smell of the tobacco, which she 
affirmed to be the best preventive that exists against fever and 
sore throats. In a word, when one talked with her, one per- 
ceived that she was a woman of very uncommon parts and of 
quick understanding. She used language of a style above the 
rudeness of the people to whom she belonged ; she spoke — 
though, as I have said, she could neither read nor write — like 
one who had read many books ; she had arrived at the choice 
and knowledge of words by mother-wit and the necessity for 
finding language in which to describe and speak about the vari- 
ous diseases she cured, the remedies she ordered, and the fort- 
unes she told. When one heard her talk, and marked the bright- 
. ness of her eyes, one perceived that she was indeed a very wise 
woman. 

If we got little help from the physician we got less from the 
wise woman, as you shall see. I went to her house (or cottage) 
with orders from these two ladies, my mother and Sister Kathe- 
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rine, to bring her with me. It was in the morning, because at 
that time Dame Margery was most easy of access, and her com- 
ing and going were less liable to observation than in the even- 
ing. It was also a convenient time for her to come to the house 
when my father was engaged upon his business. 

I found her in her room, her pipe rea&y to her hand, practis- 
ing some of her tricks with the pack of cards. There was no 
ceremony of introduction necessary, because she knew me and I 
knew her, very well indeed ; when we were boys we often vent- 
ured a penny upon the hazard of the cards to learn our fort- 
unes, which we speedily forgot again as fast as the old lady re- 
vealed them. As they changed, and were different every time 
we inquired of the oracle, that mattered little. 

She was sitting, then, at her table, her pipe between her lips, 
intent upon her greasy pack of cards, when I exposed to her the 
trouble we were in, and the nature of the service we required of 
her. When she had heard me out, which she did with a strange 
impatience, she dropped the pipe from her lips, so that it broke 
to pieces on the floor, and began to shiver and to shake, crying, 

'^ Oh, Lord ! If I had but known ! If I had but guessed ! I 
thought it was some common wench ! Does he dare ? Does he 
dare ?" — gazing upon me all that time with searching eyes. 

" Dame," I said, " it is of no use putting questions to me, be- 
cause I know nothing." 

" I have heard talk of it," she said. " But I paid little heed, 
because the people must still be talking. Some say one thing, 
and soi^e another. They say the young lady arose, and cursed 
her lover, praying that the vengeance of the Lord might fall 
upon him, as happened to Captain Easterbrook, of Deptford, 
thirty years ago." 

" Nonsense. What matter what silly folk say ? Cursed her 
lover? Why should my sister curse her lover? She swooned 
away, I say, at sight of him, and she has not yet recovered her 
right mind." 

" She swooned away ! Why should girls swoon at the sight 
of their lovers? Young gentleman, I can do nothing in this 



case." 



" You must come with me, nevertheless." 

" How if I will not come ?" 

" Then, dame, I shall carry you." 
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" I will afflict your arms with weakness, so that you shall drop 
me ; and your legs, so that you shall totter and fall ; and your 
head, so that it shall reel, and you shall stagger — " 

" Come, dame," I repeated, " or I shall carry you." 

" What ! You are not afraid of me ?" 

" Not a bit. Will you come ? or shall I carry you ?" 

" Well, Nevill Comines, you are a bold lad not to be afraid of 
the witch. I will go with you." 

So she locked her door carefully, and we walked along to- 
gether, she muttering to herself on the way, as old women, wise 
as well as ignorant, often use. One must not, however, call an 
old woman a witch because she mumbles and mutters as she goes 
along. 

"Now, dame," said my mother, sharply, "you have often 
been called a wise woman. Here is my daughter. What is the 
matter with her ?" 

The old woman took Sylvia's hand and looked into the palm ; 
but that, I apprehend, was only part of her pretence. Then she 
lifted her head and looked upon her face ; then she bade her lift 
her eyes and look into her own. All this I suppose to have been 
the mere outward tricks of her trade. 

" She is bewitched," said the wise woman, when all this pre- 
tence had been accomplished. 

" She was startled out of her five senses," said my mother. 
" No other witchcraft has been used upon my girl. That I dare 
swear." 

" She is bewitched, I say," the wise woman repeated. 

" Then, in the name of the Lord," said Sister Katherine, " if 
she is bewitched, take off the spell." 

"Those who caused may cure. Those who gave may take 
away." 

"Nay, dame," Sister Katherine persisted, "you are, every- 
body knows, a very wise woman indeed. People talk of your 
wonderful cures for miles round. There is old Nan, the bedes- 
woman — you cured her rheumatism last winter when she could 
hardly crawl — " 

"Ay, ay. Many have I cured, and many more I hope to 
cure." 

' " Why, then, we will cross your hand with a golden guinea, 
dame. A guinea you shall have to begin with, and another 
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when the child is well. Consider, 'tis a delicate child, and in 
sad case." 

" Ay, ay. Guineas are guineas ; and yet, what can I do ?" 

" Why — you know spells and charms, as well as drugs. If it 
is witchcraft, drive it out." 

" Witchcraft it is, and that sure enough." 

" Then drive it out. And all the world shall know what a 
wise woman you are." 

"It is done, then, by some one stronger than me. What a 
wise woman can do I can do. My mother was a wise woman 
and my grandmother^ and her grandmother, who was burned for 
a witch. We have all been wise women, mother to daughter, I 
know not how long. But we cannot cure everything. When 
a man is going to die, he must die, spite of all. When one 
stronger is in the field, what can we do ? No, no. In this case, 
those who caused may cure. . I can do nothing." 

" Then," said my mother, impatiently, " why come here at all ?" 

" Because I was bidden. I was told that if I refused to come 
I should be carried. Yet I knew before I came what had hap- 
pened. She is bewitched. But courage, pretty.' Be not too 
much cast down. This witchcraft shall not destroy thee. It will 
presently pass clean away and be forgotten. Pray that it pass 
quickly before more mischief happens." 

" What witch is there who would overlook this innocent 
child ?" asked Sister Katherine. 

" Witch ! witchcraft !" cried my mother, angrily. " What 
stuff is this for Christian folk to hear ? We know, without any 
wise woman to tell us, that the Lord will cure what the Lord 
hath caused. Since you cannot help us more, you may as well 

go." 

" Stay a moment," said Sister Katherine. " Do not anger her. 
See, dame, the girl is weak. Can you give her nothing that 
may strengthen her body until it shall please the Lord to re- 
store her mind ?" 

• " One may be as wise as the Queen of Sheba," said the old 
woman, " and yet not be able to help in such a case. How long 
this disorder may last I know not — " Here Sylvia lifted her 
head and raised her eyes, as if in hope. " Yes, pretty, cheer up, 
it will go away — whether in time or not, I cannot say. It will ^ 
work itself out and vanish. If you must needs try herbs, throw 
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away the borage" — thus will physicians still contradict each 
other — " it is rank poison to her. Marigold is your only herb. 
Give her marigold and tea of hops. But as to her mind, what 
can we do ? Those who gave may take away ; those who caused 
may cure." 

So she departed, and we were left as wise as before. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE VOICE OF THE CHURCH. 



Seeing, then, how little profit we took from the physician or 
from the wise woman, it was natural that we should proceed to 
lay the matter before the church. And if we asked the counsel 
of the church, to whom should we go, except to the Reverend 
Prebendary Lorrymore, not only because he was a most learned 
divine, but also because he was a brother of our Ancient and 
Religious Foundation, and godfather to Sylvia, and the private 
friend and well-wisher to us all ? 

Apart from these considerations we could go to no person of 
greater repute. No one, even on the Bench of Bishops, enjoyed 
a higher reputation for scholarship and divinity. This is proved 
by the many offices which he held. I cannot enumerate them 
all. But I remember that of honorary offices, such as are be- 
stowed upon men as a mark of distinction, he was a Doctor of 
Divinity ; a Fellow of the Royal Society ; a Fellow of the Soci- 
ety of Antiquaries ; Professor of Sacred History at the Royal 
Academy ; and one of the Chaplains in Ordinary to His Majesty 
the King. Of the laore solid rewards open to churchmen, he 
had also received many. For example, he was Prebendary of 
St. Paul's ; he was Rector of St. Ben'et, Walbrook, commonly 
called St. Ben'et Sherehog ; he was vicar of the united parishes 
of Milton-cum-Wanborough, in Suffolk; he was rector of the 
village of West Hayling, in Hampshire ; and he held the living 
of Ashendene, in Nottinghamshire ; he had also a living pre- 
sented to him by his college, but, indeed, I forget where this was. 
He was also chaplain to the Worshipful Company of Tallow- 
Chandlers ; Professor of Rhetoric in Gresham College ; and one 
of the brothers of St. Katherine's by the Tower. Other ap- 
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pointments he held, bat these were the most important. He had 
enriched the controversial literature of his time by many solid 
and weighty volames, and by sermons delivered on various great 
occasions. It has been charged against him that he took every- 
thing greedily, and still held out his hands. That is not true. 
He accepted each gift as it devolved upon him, not in the spirit 
of rapacity or greed sometimes char&:ed upon pluralists, but as a 
proper tribute to his learning and his great deserte. Conscious 
worth approved each successive honor. When, indeed, a man 
of good birth and undoubted learning accepts the responsibili- 
ties of the cloth, the least that he can expect is that the prizes of 
the church should fall to his share. Prebendary Lorrymore, 
therefore, took all that was offered him, and waited for more. 
The crowning reward of the mitre never, however, came to him, 
though, as each vacancy occurred, he looked for the news of his 
approaching consecration. Men of obscure origin, and of learn- 
ing certainly not greater than his own, were always preferred to 
him. He died before reaching his grand climacteric, while as 
yet this ambition, laudable and natural in so great a scholar and 
divine, had not been gratified. 

He was never one of those fat and lazy shepherds who hand 
over their flocks to the care of hirelings. Therefore he did not 
suffer the duties of his sacred oflSce to be wholly discharged by 
the inferior order of clergy. Conscience ruled all his actions. 
He spent a week or two every year either at his benefice in 
Hampshire or at that of Suffolk or at that of Huntingdon, giv- 
ing once in three years, at least, to the rustics of those villages 
the advantage of his presence, with an excellent discourse, such 
as might have been pronounced before the lord mayor and cor- 
poration of the city of London. He was tender, also, towards 
his curates, apprenticed their boys in the city, and for their girls 
found places suitable to their station and their abilities. He also 
set apart every year a certain sum to be apportioned among the 
sick and the aged of the poor in his various parishes. In the 
months of August and September, when the air of the city is 
close, and its heats are oppressive, he exchanged the narrow 
streets of Walbrook for the open courts and gardens of St. 
Katherine's. Here the air blown up the river from the German 
Ocean is fresh and wholesome ; north, south, and east are broad 
spaces of garden ground or open fields, and although the lanes 
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of the Precinct are narrow and its people for the most part rude', 
one living in the hospital need not visit these narrow lanes or 
see their people ; while the fields beyond are open for those who 
desire to enjoy the country air and the gardens, in the hospital 
are places for those who wish for moderate exercise and medita- 
tion. 

At this time he was at a period of life when, even if the pow- 
ers of the body begin to show some signs of fatigue, those of 
the mind are in their full vigor — ^happy is it for man that the 
strength of his mind doth not always correspond to the strength 
of his body, and the stores of learning and wisdom are still ac- 
cumulating. That is to say, he was between fifty and sixty. 
Like most scholars who contract sedentary habits, he was a man 
of a full habit, corpulent, but of a good stature ; his person and 
his carriage were imposing ; his face was full, his cheeks red, 
his chin dquble ; he wore a full wig ; his voice was loud but 
musical, and he spoke with authority, as one who loves not dis- 
cussion ; and, indeed, he was seldom angry, except when some 
person, ill-advised, ventured to dispute with him, or to contest 
his opinion. 

Since a scholar and a divine can nowhere be better consulted 
than in his own library, it was there that I repaired to confer 
with him and to ask his advice. 

His library was an upper room of his rectory, looking out 
upon the court where stands the church of St. Ben'et Sheerhog, 
Walbrook. The streets outside may be noisy, but the court is 
quiet, and there are trees standing among the crowded graves in 
the churchyard, so that in spring and summer the sight of green 
leaves is grateful to the eye. The books covered the walls from 
top to bottom, having a space only for windows, for fireplace, 
and for door. All else was covered up and hidden by books. 
I suppose that they were books of learning, and were principal- 
ly concerned with Greeks and Romans and Hebrews, and all the 
things they did and wrote. Well, for my own part, I confess 
that the histories of these latter days seem to me as full of in- 
struction as any told by the historians Livy and Thucydides, 
What, for example, shows the danger of mob government more 
than the history of the French Revolution — its dreadful massa- 
cres, its horrid mur4ers, and the vengeance which fell upon every 
one of its leaders ? Where is there any story more full of pity 
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and indignation than the treatment by the French nation — call 
it rather the mob arrogating to itself the reason of nation — of 
that most unhappy lady, Queen Marie Antoinette ? Where in 
ancient history is there a more dreadful wickedness to be found 
than in their treatment of that poor child, her son ? Yet, again, 
where is there found, apart from the crimes of the leaders, a 
more noble uprising of a whole people? But scholars think 
otherwise. According to their judgment, it is not in the events 
of this day and in the lives of the men around us that we are to 
look for lessons and warnings in the conduct of life, but in the 
history of Athens or of Rome, and in the lives of those who be- 
longed to those cities. 

Well, I laid the whole matter before this learned divine : the 
opinion of the physician; the obstinacy of the disorder; the 
unhappiness of the patient ; the despair of her lover ; and the 
sayings of the wise woman. As for the fact itself, the passion 
into which the poor child fell at the sight of her lover, that he 
had himself witnessed. t 

" Sir," I said, " it is the very life of my sister that is at stake. 
She wastes visibly. She is growing weaker in body, and still 
remains under the strange delusion of her brain. '^ 

" The case is serious. Let us, therefore, talk it over serious- 
ly. It may be that in considering it from many points of view 
we shall arrive at some clue by which we may explain it. For 
to understand the cause of a malady may suggest the remedy. 

" You have laid the case," he went on, " before a physician. 
And apparently to no purpose. Yet a wise physician. Well, 
physicians are useful only when they can discover the nature of 
the disease. In disorders of the mind they have hitherto dis- 
covered nothing but the external signs and symptoms. It may 
be that, as knowledge advances, many things now hidden will be 
laid open, and many remedies now unknown will be discovered. 
In this case, however, a physician can do nothing. You have 
also called in your wise woman — ^your Margery Habbijam, of 
whom I have heard. 'Tis a superstitious custom, but one must 
not expect to uproot superstitions suddenly even from the minds 
of the better sort. She has also proved useless. That was to 
be expected. As for her dictum or opinion concerning witch- 
craft, we will consider it presently. What to do next ?" 

" Indeed, sir, we know not what next, and are at our wits' 
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end« And still my an fortunate sister grows worse, instead of 
better." 

** I have been married three times," said his reverence. " Each 
of my wives was of a difEerent complexion and disposition. One, 
bom nnder Saturn, was dark of skin, prone to silence and soli- 
tude ; the second, born under the influence of Mars, was quick 
of temper and of tongue, fond of company, and inclined to strive 
for the mastery — ^in which," he added, " I may affirm, without 
boastf ulness, that she did never succeed. The third, born under 
Venus, was affectionate, disposed to merriment, loved music, 
would willingly go to the play, and was of a lively, sweet, and 
pleasing temper, though sometimes lighter in her conversation 
than is becoming to the wife of such a man as myself, so placed, 
and of such a reputation. I have, therefore, enjoyed more than 
the usual chance of studying and observing the ways of women. 
More than this, I have read, I believe, all thdt has been written 
by the ancients on the subject, which has constantly engaged 
the attention of scholars froifi the time when men first treated 
of love, and of its cause — namely, women. 

" This premised for your satisfaction, let us proceed to the 
matter in hand. 

" And, firstly, it is a case in which love has been violently^ and 
against the will of the patient, disturbed or ejected. I say the 
first, because the girl's repugnance to the man is so manifest 
that it cannot be doubted. She now feels for the man she once 
loved a loathing so violent that she cannot endure even his pres- 
ence. This may be a passing disorder, or it may affect her for 
the rest of her life, which, in that case, will be but short. These 
repugnances and loathings are not uncommon. As, for instance, 
there was formerly a woman — she is mentioned in Athenseus — 
who could not endure the sight or the smell of a flower. Where- 
fore her husband caused the ground about his house to be plant- 
ed with turf, and so made a trim lawn, carefully kept free from 
daisies, buttercups, primroses, or violets, in which his wife might 
take the air without offence to her dainty nose. And with re- 
gard to food and drink, nothing is more common than for one 
person to feel sick at the very smell of what to another is his 
dearest food. In this case, there is no doubt that love — even 
love of the most tender kind possible — that of a maiden for a 
young man whom she has known all her life, has been changed 
4 
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into loathing. Next, it is a case where this change has hap- 
pened against the will, and greatly to the sorrow of the woman 
in question. This is abundantly clear by the tears and the dis- 
tress which she shows, and by the melancholy which is now 
causing her to waste away. It remains, then, for us to consider 
some of the causes which may produce this change.'* 

I waited while he reflected for a moment. 

" A most potent cause of the translation of friendship into 
hatred is the passion of envy. ' Wrath is cruel,' says the wise 
man, ' and anger is outrageous, but who is able to stand before 
envy V For example, Paul envied David and loathed him. Wom- 
en, it is well known, in their endeavors to attract the admiration 
and the affection of men, do continually envy each other — ^yea, 
and will stick at no evil word or wicked deed to spite another 
woman who may be accounted more beautiful. There was once 
an Athenian maid who was murdered by her companions for no 
other reason than that her beauty did quite outshine their own, 
and made them look ugly. Agaiif, women are more prone than 
men to this passion of envy ; first, because they think more of 
themselves and their beauty ; next, because they are always in 
extremes — nihil est tertium — and if they are injured they are 
implacable ; they know not how to forgive." 

" Sylvia," I said, " has never been disturbed — not for a mo- 
ment — ^by the passion of envy. She knows not what it means." 

''I said not that she did. I am considering, in turn, the 
causes which may bring about her present grievous condition. 
Next to envy in the destruction of friendship— before envy in 
the destruction of love — ^may be taken jealousy. No more cruel 
passion can assail the heart of one who loves. It is true that 
King Solomon says little or nothing on jealousy ; because I ap- 
prehend, the Eastern custom of a harem or seraglio removes 
many of the causes of jealousy. Yet Montesquieu, in his " Per- 
sian Letters," represents the passion of jealousy as prevalent even 
in the sacred recesses of the gynsBceum. The Book of Ecclesi- 
astes, however, contains a clear reference to this passion, where 
it is written, ^ More bitter than death is the woman whose heart 
is snares and nets, and her hands are bands.' Now, if Sylvia 
had cause to doubt the faithfulness of her lover, that alone would 
be sufficient to account for alL Nay, this is a truth which you, 
my son, who are young, cannot understand — that in proportion 
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to the innocence of the woman would be her horror and indig- 
nation at the crime, as thinking that to be as impossible for her 
lover as it would be for herself. So, to compare things human 
with things infinite, only one* who is himself free from sin can 
understand the dreadful nature of sin — a reflection which should 
make every man humble. Your sister, therefore, a young woman 
of a sweet and virtuous disposition, and brought up by pious 
parents, would be even more likely than one of a more worldly 
mind to fall into that kind of jealousy. Therefore let us ask if 
she has, or fancies she has, any cause for jealousy." 

" But, sir," I told him, " there is not, I assure you, and could 
not be, the least cause for jealousy." 

" That there is not, I am ready to allow ; that there cannot 
be, I am disposed to doubt. Let us, then, pass on. Another 
cause which may have brought about this sudden disorder is the 
discovery and the secret consciousness of some bodily vice or 
defect which may have made the girl ashamed." 

" That," I said, " her mother would know — had such been 
the case — but, indeed, I am certain it is not. My sister is as' 
perfectly formed as any woman, and as free from any deformity 
or defect. A more healthy girl never stepped, nor one of a 
more healthy constitution." 

" I mention all the causes, possible or not. My pretty god- 
daughter, I am certain, possesses every charm that may attract 
and fix the affections of her lover. Let us set this point aside. 
As for jealousy, I am not convinced. However, there is a fourth 
cause, of which instances have been recorded by some histori- 
ans. I mean the repugnance to marriage itself — ^to the holy 
state of wedlock, rather than to the person of a lover." 

" How, sir, with submission, should man or woman be loath to 
enter into marriage, which is commanded by our Creator and 
hallowed by the church ?" 

*' In many ways. Thus : a woman may be piously inclined by 
nature. Sylvia herself is so inclined. She obeys the rules of 
the church ; she attends the service on Sundays and holy days 
— she fasts in Lent and feasts at Easter; she reads devout books, 
as well as the Bible ; she converses willingly on grave and relig- 
ious subjects, and her life is wholly in conformity with her pro- 
fession. She is virtuous, she is truthful, she is not given to 
slander, she is not envious, she is charitable ; in a word, Sylvia 
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is a young woman who leads the Christian life as ordered by 
the Chnrch of England. What more? Snch a woman is nat- 
urally anxious — ^who would not be so? — not so much for the 
salvation of her own soul— of Which i she may be reasonably 
assured — as for the salvation of others' souls, and especially for 
those who are near akin and are dear to her. Now there is a 
case recorded, I think hj^ Thuanus, of a woman in Germany 
who, because she could not endure the thought of bringing into 
the world children whose souls might perish everlastingly, re- 
fused to marry at all. And there is another, that of a woman 
who, to prevent her tender ofiEspring from such a fate, did her- 
self, with her own hand, slay them while they were yet little 
more than babies. Every clergyman is a kind of confessor, 
though not after the Roman manner. For to him men and 
women of all kinds come with doubts and questions which 
torment them. I can very well assure you, from my own ex- 
perience, that this fear is common. And I am also well as- 
sured that while few indeed — even among sinners — have any 
doubt as to the mercy they themselves shall obtain, being con- 
vinced that their place is kept for them in heaven, each thinks 
the case of the other doubtful and dangerous. So that I have 
had wives asking me what may be done for their husbands, 
husbands for their wives, sisters for their brothers, mothers for 
their children, and children for their parents. This anxiety is 
natural, and will continue as long as the Protestant religion — 
that is, until the Last Day. It is natural that each should feel 
the mercy of God extended unto himself, and should mark what 
is dangerous in his brother's walk. Think of these things, 
Nevill. Do we not see here a solution of the difficult problem 
before us ?" 

Well, one thing was certain. Sylvia was always religiously 
disposed. That could not lie denied. At the same time, had 
she entertained these fears on George's account, I think she 
would have told me ; and, as few girls before marriage think 
much upon, the children as yet unborn, I could not believe that 
Sylvia was in any doubt or anxiety on that score. And so I 
told my learned adviser. 

" Yet," he said, " it may be so. You yourself know only 
what she told you. Have you held with her of late any close 
and confidential conversation on the subjeqt of religion ?" 
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No-— I had not. But remembering how my time and my 
thoughts had been lately occupied (of which you will have to 
hear presently), and the disapprobation — nay, the condemnation 
— which the learned divine would pronounce upon that occupa- 
tion, I hung my head. 

" K, then," he continued, " there has been no envy, no jeal- 
ousy, or no religious terror, and since we may take it that there 
exists no vitiuniy or radical bodily defect, we must consider some 
other cause. It may be, for instance, that without knowing or 
feeling it, this girl has been gradually changing her mind dur- 
ing the absence of her lover, so that, when he returned unex- 
pectedly, his appearance caused her to understand, too suddenly 
for her equal balance of her mind, that she would no longer 
regard him with the affection which he expected. This may 
have happened without her perception of the fact, seeing that 
the object of her thoughts was distant from her ; and it may 
have been due to causes which we need inquire into-— or early 
familiarity, which might make him a brother indeed, but not a 
lover ; or the perception of certain habits or faults which might 
deprive him of attraction, t'or, look you, young man, in mar- 
riage there must be likenesses in many things, and also unlike- 
nesses, as a wife, for instance, likes her husband to show a 
manly^ and not a womanly, spirit in all things ; and there must 
be what we call physical attraction, it being quite certain that 
some persons attract each other, and some repel, as the magnet 
may drive some things away while it attracts others. And if 
anything happen to destroy this attraction, love may easily and 
suddenly turn into disgust. Witness the story of that crusader 
—it is related by a contemporary chronicler — who carried with 
him to the Holy Wars a lovely mistress to whom he was fondly 
attached. But learning that she was a Jewess — a thing which 
she had always concealed from him-— he was so violently turned 
from love to hatred that he gave her over to the church, and 
even witnessed without a pang the cruel burning by fire of that 
lovely figure — ^that sweet woman — whom he had so long wor- 
shipped — ^a case which proves clearly that such violent trans- 
formations as those which we are now considering have already 
happened, and stand on record for our edification." 

" Sir," I said, " we have talked so often of George, and my 
sister has so constantly spoken of him as one who had her whole 
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heart — ^without any concealment — and has so constantly betrayed 
her thoughts, namely^ that they were at sea and with him — ^that 
I cannot believe such a change as you suppose." 

" But it is not impossible. Woman is a variable thing — * Fol 
qui iy fit '—even the best — she knows not her own mind — she 
will and she will not — she is like a weathercock. However, 
we suppose that Sylvia has been constant in her thoughts. We 
may, therefore, pass on to the next possible cause ; and this, I 
take it, is the voice of slander. ' The words of a talebearer are 
as wounds,' and again, ^He that hateth, dissembleth with his 
lips, and layeth up deceit within him.' A calumny is started : 
it passes from lip to lip, growing as it flies ; it becomes exag- 
gerated, monstrous, horrible, amorpheus. Has aujrthing, think 
you, been repeated to the disadvantage of George ?" 

" Nothing, that I have heard." 

" Something may have been written. He may have — ^he must 
have — enemies. What honest lad can get to two-and-twenty 
without having enemies — some active, who would bite like a 
serpent did they but get the chance ; some passive, who only 
lie and wait and watch, and hope to see his discomfiture and 
downfall I know for a truth, and have learned in my office as 
a humble minister of the Church of England, that there is no 
man in any place of honor or dignity who has not a hundred 
enemies, and that though he be of the greatest integrity, of the 
most generous disposition, and the highest benevolence. No 
virtue is safe against the voice of calunmy or the tooth of the 
backbiter. Find me, then, these enemies." 

" I have never heard that George had any enemies at alL" 

"Why, some woman in the Precinct itself — Gteorge was 
brought up in the hospital — may think herself passed over in 
favor of Sylvia. That would be quite enough to create a slan- 
derer and talebearer of the first water ; or some one may have 
expected a share in that inheritance of the dock at BedrifE. No 
one so bitter as your disappointed expecter of inheritance. Cal- 
umny naturally springs full-grown from the brain — I shall not 
be satisfied that calumny is not at the bottom of this mischief 
Until I am also satisfied that George has no enemies. What? 
and he a ship's officer! Think of the mutinous dogs he has 
knocked down, the lazy skulks he has smartened with a rope's- 
end, the fellows he has flogged — even his brother officers over 
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whose heads he has risen — ^no enemies^ for such a man ? And 
think of liis comeliness, his strength, his jolly face ! Think you 
no other woman covets that jolly face and envies Sylvia? Go 
to ! And now, young man," he concluded, rising from his chair, 
^* I here make an end. We know what has happened, we have 
considered what may be the cause or reason of this unhappy 
event. We have arrived at no conclusion, but we have cleared 
the groilind. In all such deliberations, the first thing is to limit 
the area or field of controversy. The next thing is to keep 
within it. I propose now, with the permission of your parents, 
to visit this poor girl myself. It may be that in conversation 
with me, whom she has always regarded with more than the 
respect due to my cloth and to my years, she may open out her^ 
heart and make a confession or exposure of all that has happened." 

He walked with me — it is no more than half a mile — to St. 
Katherine's, and after a short colloquy with my mother he sought 
the patient, while we waited expectant. 

He remained with her, the door shut, for the best part of an 
hour. 

When he returned, his conversation finished, his eyes were 
full of tears, and his face was greatly troubled. At sight of him 
my mother began to weep. 

" Oh, sir !" she cried, " let us know the worst. Is my daugh- 
ter mad ?" 

He sat down and heaved a deep sigh. Then he uttered these 
terrible words, laying his hand upon the table, 

<< I have this day, and for the first time, conversed with a soul 
in despair." 

Why should Sylvia be in despair ? 

" I say," he repeated, " that this poor girl, whom we love — 
this unfortunate child— -hath fallen into a state of despair which 
is as terrible as it is inexplicable." 

"Oh I sir — sir — what have we done? What has my poor 
child done ?" 

He went on without answering this question. 

« Were I not assured that it is an innocent soul and precious 
in the sight of its Maker, and a soul which is as pure and good 
as that of any mortal now breathing these upper airs, I should 
even be shaken in my faith by the sight of so much despair and 
so much suflEering;" 
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"Sir," said my mother, weeping, "your words cut into my 
heart like a knife." 

"Madam, yonr daughter's case is serioas, indeed, and most 
grievons. It is so grievous that I hesitated not to read for her, 
without calling you into the room, the service ordered by the 
church for those in sickness and peril. I cannot pretend — ^I 
wish I could — ^that she prayed with me, or that the gracious 
words of Mother Church were of avail to soften her soSL She 
suffered me to read, but the prayers touched her not. In a word, 
she is convinced that she is under some curse or heavy sentence 
— she thinks that she is abandoned by God. Many such cases 
have been recorded. Nay, rules have been laid down, for the 
treatment and cure of despairing souls — such as resignation, 
confession of sins, repentance, prayer, bodily medicine, and 
faith. Yet this poor child hath no sins to confess, save the 
light and venial sins of youth. What are they? Bebellious 
thoughts, impatience, a hasty temper, an undutiful word — ^" 

" No — ^no," cried my motJier. " Never an undutiful word — 
never a hasty temper. My girl was always the most obedient 
and the most loving daughter possible." 

" Would to God my own heart was as free from sin P' said 
his reverence. " Why, then, should her faith fail f None of 
the causes which we have been considering will meet this case. 
There is here no room for envy or jealousy — ^there is no fear as 
regards her children to come. There has been, I am convinced, 
no slander. What is it, then f How to prescribe for such a con- 
dition which we cannot even put into words f No rules will meet 
such a case. Prayers? Well, we must pray without ceasing. 
Repentance ? Yes ; there is still room even with the most inno- 
cent for repentance. Bodily medicine ? Yes ; if such can be 
found where the body is enfeebled by the tortures of the mind 
rather than by disease. Against such a condition as this where 
shall we seek the true alezipharmacum — ^where find the sovereign 
remedy ? When all is told, we can but pray, and put our trust 
in the Lord." 

We sat in silence and in sorrow. 

" She has grown thin and weak to a degree which I should 
have thought impossible in so short a time. If she does not 
shake off her despair she will grow weaker — she will fall into a 
wasting away. Our child, who is already lost to us, will be 
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wholly taken from us. Madam — my sister and my friend — weep 
not to think that yonr child will be better with her Saviour when 
she has passed through the narrow gate of death than living 
this death in life, under this — this — what can I call it but an 
accursed, diabolical possession ? I know not what else to call 
it" 

I had never seen Dr. Lorrymore more deeply moved. The 
tears rolled down his face while he«spoke. Truly this was be- 
come a house of lamentation and of sorrow, which, but a week 
or two before, had been a house of joy and peace. 

Then I ventured to ask him if he had asked her anything con- 
cerning Gteorge. 

'' I told her, remembering what I had heard — I mean her tears 
and distress when his name was mentioned— that there was one 
who had been greatly loved by her, and who still loved her, and 
desired nothing more than to visit her and console her. She 
wept at this, saying, *• Sir, it is the chief mark of my wretched- 
ness that I must not sufEer that person near me — no, not so much 
as in the same room.' I asked her why, but she would tell me no 
more. Wherefore, my reading of the case is this. It is one of 
Teligious despair. For some reason, which she probably does 
not now remember, this poor girl has conceived the notion that 
she is abandoned by Heaven. Perhaps, therefore, or perhaps 
from some other cause, I know not, she cannot endure to hear of 
love or her lover — she cannot bear even his presence. She thinks 
herself perhaps unworthy to be touched by him ; a kiss mad- 
dens her, so great is her shame and abasement. Yet she loves 
him still. Of this I am well assured, though she will not con- 
fess the fact. Nay, this obsession of hers closes her speech, 
while it hardens her heart and blinds her eyes. She is as one in 
a rage. When she returns to her right mind she will return to a 
right feeling towards her lover." 
" What — oh ! — what shall we do for her ?" 
" Truly, I think you can do nothing. I will think and medi- 
tate upon the matter. The question of diabolical possession, 
whether it is still possible in these latter days, has been much 
debated. For my own part, with such an example as this before 
. my eyes, I cannot doubt that, for some wise purpose, of which 
you must uever doubt — " 
" Nay, I doubt not," said my mother. " But I wish it had 
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pleased the Lord to manifest this wisdom in some other woman's 
daughter !" 

<^ I say that I cannot doubt it is still permitted. Nay, how are 
great crimes possible but for diabolical possession ? However, 
with great criminals the devil has been long courted and invited. 
What can you do? In old times I should have exorcised the 
spirit Even now — ^but I doubt whether my bishop would ap- 
prove. Rather let us trust 4;o prayers, and in your prayers when 
she is present dwell largely on mercies promised and bestowed. 
As for things physical, give her such food and wine as she can 
be persuaded to take ; preserve in her sight a countenance of 
hope and cheerfulness. Persuade her to play a little upon the 
harpsichord — music has great power over the souL She should 
be taken to walk abroad, or in the orchard, now that the spring 
is advancing and the sun is warm. Even let us show in our 
faces the faith that should be in our hearts. What ? Augustine 
— even Augustine, accounted by all a saint — was once nigh unto 
despair, but he, too, came safely out in the end." 

" Must George be still kept from her f ' 

'* Assuredly. Let him not so much as look upon her. Let 
him leave her alone. It would be best for that young man to go 
clean away. Let him go, and that quickly ; while he remains, 
there is tlie chance of more mischief. When he is gone she 
will have a better chance to recover. And as for him, the longer 
he remains near his mistress, the more he will be tortured by 
pity and by love. There is no remedy against the melancholy 
and the despair of love better than to go away. He is a sailor. 
Let him quickly go abroad again and sail to some distant port, 
and not return for two years and more. If in that space she 
hath returned to her right mind, she will have had time to re- 
cover her strength and cheerfulness. If in that space she hath 
not recovered — her soul, I foresee very well, will have returned 
to the Lord who made it. The sequel of this history will then 
be known. I hear that he now rages against Fate, and is con* 
sumed by a burning furnace of love. If I know anything of 
history, mischief will come of it unless he go away. Sister 
Katherine, he is your nephew. Have a care. Send him back 
to sea again, lest such a madness fall upon him as all the helle- 
bore of the Anticyra cannot cure, with such mischief as neither 
physician nor divine can remedy." 
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CHAPTER VL 

IN THE PRECINCT. 

Meantime the bruit and rumor of this strange thing had gone 
about among the streets and courts which lie around the old 
hospital of St. Katherine's. 

They are a rude and rough people, who live in these streets — 
scarce any above the station of mechanic. They are boat-build- 
ersy mast and block makers, lightermen, watermen, curriers, 
chandlers, ballast-men, carmen, rope-makers, hoymen, stevedores, 
laborers, and the like. They are for the most part, however, 
honest people, because the society will not tolerate within the 
Precinct any who are notorious drunkards, thieves, or evil-livers. 
The men, we may well suppose, took but small interest in a mere 
love-story — ^were half the- maids in England crossed in love, they 
would care nothing ; it is their trade which fills their thoughts, 
and drink with tobacco occupies their leisure. This kind of 
people when they are not at work for the greater part do not, I 
believe, think at alL 

Among their wives and daughters, however, these events 
caused the greatest excitement and interest. In every street, 
lane, and court, wherever two or three were gathered together, 
they talked of Sylvia's misfortune ; from door to door, along the 
court, on the flags of the court, from window to window across 
the court, they asked for news, and imparted the latest they had 
heard or imagined. Never before or since have I heard of such 
exaggerations, distortions, and inventions. Nothing was too 
foolish to be believed. Nay, a ballad was written on it, I know 
not by whom, and printed with a rude and horrid woodcut, be- 
longing to fixe time of Queen Anne, at latest, representing a 
woman lying on her back, apparently murdered. This kind 
of woodcut, we know, serves for every sort of ballad, any 
connection between the picture and the verses being in 
no way necessary. Scansion and rhyme are also unneces- 
sary. 
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**• St Katherine's Plrecmct is all of a blaie; 
What do 70a think is the cause of the root? 
A sailor has ctnne home finm the seas ; 
And they say that his troe lore he hath f otmd ooL 
Smg hey for the loter, and hey for his girif 

There were twenty verses of this filthy doggerel, the nature of 
which may be gaessed by those who will, from the above sam- 
ple. They bawled it in St Katherine's Lane, and as far east as 
Limehonse. 

There was also a chap-book, bnt that came later, when there 
was more to telL What most stmck the imagination of the 
people was the fact of the sadden appearance of her sweetheart 
causing a girl to fall into a disorder of the brain, from which 
she could not be recovered by any means. That, the capital or 
cardinal fact, conld in no way be denied. No one could under- 
stand how such a thing conld possibly happen. Many explana- 
tions were proposed ; it was said that my unfortunate sister was 
struck with the blow while denying some infidelity charged upon 
her by her lover. This again was contradicted by others, who 
maintained that, on the otiier hand, it was the lady who, while 
imprecating the wrath of Heaven upon her lover, was herself 
struck down. The very words of her curse were reported and 
believed, and the consternation of her lover was described in de- 
tail To be sure, George was as well known in St. Katherine's 
as Sylvia. The public sympathy, it must be confessed, was 
mostly given to him, because in lovers' quarrels, where the men 
are connected with the following of the sea, if it is only as 
watermen or stevedores, a greater license is felt necessary than 
is accorded to those who work on terra firma. Told any way, 
however, the history should have pointed a useful moral to the 
ladies of Nightingale Walk or Shepherd's Row. 

It matters nothing what those people said or reported ; but I 
must needs set down the fact that one and all believed — ^what- 
ever might be the truth as regards the young lady— that some- 
thing dreadful was bound to happen to her lover.^ This belief 
may have been due to the desire for justice inherent in the people 
— a desire which sometimes swells up into madness. Or it may 
have been due to the feeling that witchcraft was at the bottom 
of the business. 

During the time of the trouble the church was crowded with 
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those who never came at any other time. The pews, which gen- 
erally stood in empty rows, were now filled, and the aisle was 
Med with those who could not find a seat. They came to gaze 
upon the girl thus struck down by the hand of the Lord, or by 
^witchcraft. They did not see her, because she came not to 
church. They could see her lover, however, who sat in the pew 
^th Sister Eatherine and the lieutenant. When the service 
was over they made a lane outside, through which he passed. 
It was like the passage made for the mourners at a funeral. 

The wise woman it was who chiefly told me these things, be- 
cause one would not commonly care for what was said in the 
streets of the Precinct. My mother consulted her no more, but, 
hecause one was accustomed to regard her wisdom as a thing 
proved and assured, I sometimes went and sat with her, talking 
over this strange thing. She was anxious about it. She asked 
ns much concerning George and Sylvia. She seemed always ex- 
pecting something more. What made me go oftener was her 
manifest anxiety. She was afraid of something — I knew not 
what. Indeed, the anxiety was felt by all alike. One feels the 
thunder coming before it breaks. It was a time of fearful ex- 
pectancy. 

"They say there has been witchcraft," she told me once. 
" The young lady is bewitched. They come to me asking why 
I do not remove the spell. Alas ! I cannot. I would if I could. 
When the worst has happened, things will mend." 

" They mostly do," I said. " Otherwise things could not be 
at their worst." 

" The folk are uncertain what has been done. They have a 
thousand rumors and reports, which are contradicted every day 
and replaced by others. But they are certain it is witchcraft. 
But whether she has bewitched him, or he has bewitched her, 
or some one has bewitched both, they cannot learn. Tell me all. 
Master Nevill — come and tell me all. As for me, I wouldn't 
hurt a hair of her head " — she protested this with strong oaths 
unnecessary to repeat. " Well, what must come, will come. The 
enemy can injure, but he cannot destroy. Let it come quickly, 
and so be over. And whatever happens, that shall fall upon his 
head as well. He knows it. He is warned. Let him beware." 

I knew not then what she meant, though now I understand 
very well. 



I 
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Ton have heard the opinions of the physician, of the chnrch- 
man, and of the wise woman. They advanced us a very little way 
beyond what we know before. You shall hear now the opin- 
ions of one of our own society — I mean those of Mrs. Eatherine 
Bayssallance, Sister of our Foundation, and one who had known 
Sylvia from infancy. 

She lived, having been one of the sisters for more than twenty 
years, in the third or last house of the Sisters' Close ; at that 
end of it, namely, which overlooks the entrance of St. Eatherine's 
Stairs — a place all day long thronged with watermen, sailors, 
lightermen, and lumpers. One may sit up-stairs, and, with the 
window open, not only gaze upon this delectable company, but 
hear their choice and polite conversation, which consists of little 
else than cursing and swearing. Strange it is that men should 
so little regard the uses of language as to seek thus to reduce it 
to a few words and half a dozen oaths. Three hundred words, 
it has been computed, make up the whole language of such 
men as these. One could also, beyond the stairs, catch a glimpse 
of the Pool, crow4ed with ships, loading and unloading, amid 
the swarms of barges. No one can say that the house was 
dull And, as for the people and their talk — why, one who 
lives in the Precinct expects what he hears, and becomes used 
to it, and ceases to regard it. Besides, we of the Foundation 
must never forget that the place is not for the rich and wealthy, 
but for the poor, and for the poor of this part of London, which 
lies without and east of the city — ^to stand forever as a light 
and beacon to them, their own church, in the midst of them, 
teaching, showing an example, and leading as well as pointing 
the way. St. Katherine's, above and more than any other 
church or college, belongs to the poor of London east of the 
Tower. It is their inheritance, conferred on them by two good 
queens, whose memory shall never be lost, nor their hospital 
taken from the place and the people to whom it was given. It 
was not to hear the language of the polite that Sister Katherine 
lived in the Sisters' Close. 

The sisters were formerly, perhaps, nuns of some kind. Sister 
Eatherine Bayssallance was no nun, except that she was still, at 
forty-five or fifty, in a state of celibacy. One thinks of a nun, 
despite the horrid stories sometimes told of convents, as of a 
woman saintly in appeamnce as well as by profession — she should 
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be pale, aastere, and thin ; Sister Katherine, on the other hand, 
\?as plump of figure and rosy-cheeked, fonder of mirth than of 
tears, and of a cheerful piety. In all respects she was the exact 
opposite of the nun as we are apt to think of her. She was also 
voluble exceedingly. Yet not foolish like most voluble persons 
who, so long as they can still be talking, care not greatly what 
they say or who listens. In every respect she was unlike her 
brother, the lieutenant, who lived with her. For while she was 
easy, he was stiff; while she was plump, he was thin; while 
iShe was merry, he was grave ; while she was voluble, he was 
sparing of his words. But such opposites are common in fam- 
ilies. George, for his part, took after his father's sister rather 
than his father. 

The good lady, espying me one day: — 'twas on a Sunday, after 
dinner — ^wandering in melancholy mood about the place— there 
was little joy at home during those days — opened her ^indow 
and hemmed, and bade me come in. 

" I am alone," she said, when I obeyed. " Come in and let 
us have a comfortable cry — ^that is, I will cry. I am alone. 
The lieutenant has gone to the Crown and Anchor for his- pipe 
and his glass. George — poor lad ! — has taken sculls across the 
river, and is now, I take it, sitting glum, all alone, in the dock ; 
and even that brings him no comfort, though he ought to think 
that it is worth — ay I — ^a good six hundred pounds a year. Think 
upon that ! Six hundred pounds a year for him, who was yester- 
day but a mate of an East-Indiaman. And yet no happiness to 
go with it ! What is fortune without happiness ? His case is 
like a text for a sermon. Yesterday but a poor unconsidered 
swab of a third mate, whom nobody regards ; and to-day the 
rich and prosperous owner of a dock ! 'Tis a change such as 
one may dream and fortune-tellers prophesy. He could wish 
for nothing better, and with it comes also this great misfortune. 
Poor boy ! my heart bleeds for him. You will take a glass of 
my ginger, Nevill — you were always fond of a glass of good 
wine— The pity of it ! The pity of it I" 

" The pity of it !" I repeated. 

** Sit down, Nevill. This bottle of ginger wine of my own 
making — I offer my friends nothing less — ^longs to have the cork 
oat. Wait a little. It is a twelvemonth old — ^ginger takes a 
whole twelvemonth to mellow." She bustled about, and pres- 
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ently set on the table the bottle, a coaple of glasses, and a plate 
of dried Smyrna figs. " There, Nevill — and I only wish that 
Sylvia was here too. The good wine — it is heady for a girl's 
drinking — would cheer her heart and loosen h<3r tongue, and 
help her to tell us what she now conceals. Drink it, my dear. 
To Sylvia's better health and George's better luck !" 

I drank the toast, sipping the wine slowly. One must not 
gulp ginger wine, or it will bum the throat and bring the tears 
into the eyes. Taken in sips, it is an excellent stomachic. 

^^ Your mother's raisin is good, I admit, and in cowslip shS 
has no equal," said Sister Katherine, " but think of this for gin- 
ger ! And yet men must be yearning after port, and sighing 
because the war will keep claret oflE their tables !" 

The Sisters' houses are not so commodious as those of the 
Brothers, nor are they placed round a court or quadrangle. Yet 
they are comfortable, the rooms wainscoted, and the stairs 
ample. Sister Katherine's parlor was large enough for her 
purposes, but low, as happens with ancient houses. The win- 
dows were of the old-fashioned kind used before the invention of 
the modem sash ; unsightly compared with the breadth and the 
neatness of the modem window, fiat with the wall, and affording 
abundance of light. On the wall hung an old plan or map of 
Calais, the town and fort, drawn two hundred years ago, and 
more in a color now brown and faded, by some one of the Eng- 
lish garrison in that place before the French took possession of 
it. There was also an engraving, very fine, of Hogarth's Gate 
of Calais. A portrait of the great French commander and 
Protestant hero, Coligny, also hung upon the wall. These things, 
with two or three old books in shabby leather bindings, such 
as Clement Marot's Psalms in French, a treatise on the Trae 
Doctrine, published at Geneva, showed the origin of the family 
and their religious opinions when they left their country. Prob- 
ably they thought it pmdent to conceal the latter, until the death 
of Queen Mary happily set Protestant tongues wagging again. 
There were other decorations on the wall, such as worked sam- 
plers, figures and landscapes cut out of black paper, and framed, 
and the drawing in pencil, beautifully colored, of a ship in 
full sail. On the mantelshelf beside the lieutenant's tobacco 
jar was a model of a ship's launch filled with marines standing 
together, the sailors rowing them ashore for the attack. 
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" Take another glass, Nevill. It won't hurt you. Now, what 
have you got to say about it ?" 

" She mostly sits in her own chamber," I said, " unless my 
mother calls her down-stairs. At meals she eats nothing. She 
is pale and trembling ; but she says she is not ill. I know noth- 
ing more. And you already know this. As for her work, she 
seems to have forgotten how to do any. She sits with her 
needle in her sewing, as if she knew not what she was to do. If 
she is asked to make a cake or a pudding, she bursts into tears. 
"She cannot be torn out of her sorrow. Truly, Sister Eatherine, 
we know not what it means." 

" I found her yesterday morning," said Sister Eatherine, " in 
the orchard, wandering slowly up and down. She would have 
run away ; but it was too late, and she is too feeble to run. * Syl- 
via, my child,' I said, * if a body may not speak to an old friend, 
better say so.' She began to cry. Well, crying does no harm 
that I ever heard of. A girl cannot cry her eyes out, or cry 
away her good looks. * Go on crying, my dear,' I said ; * I can 
wait your time. Cry as long as you please.' So I sat down on 
the garden bench. * When you have done I am ready to talk,' 
I said, * or I am ready to listen.' Of course, if you put it to a 
girl like that she gets ashamed after a bit — she can't go on cry- 
ing when she keeps people waiting for her. So Sylvia left off, 
but she looked so miserable that I was very near beginning on 
my own account. Dear heart! how pale she is, and how wan 
are her pretty eyes ! Surely something has happened which we 
suspect not. * Child,' I said, * we must talk over this. George ' 
— but when I mentioned his name she shuddered — * is well-nigh 
distracted with love and disappointment. You can't send him 
away without telling some of us — if not George himself — why ? 
Come over with me, my dear, and tell me everything. George 
won't be there. Don't be afraid. I've got a kidney stewing 
with onions. It will be done to a cow's thumb, as they say, by 
one o'clock. Come over. We will talk first and eat our dinner 
afterwards.' But, no ; she couldn't eat — she wouldn't come. 
* Well, child,' I said, * I can't make you eat ; that's very certain. 
You may tie your horse's head in his nosebag, but that won't 
make him eat. But consider. You won't marry George, who 
loves you with all his soul. Why? Nobody knows. Then 
what troubles you ? Is it pity for George ? Then why not marry 
5 
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him ? If it isn't pity for George, it must be pity for yourself. 
Then, still, why not marry him V She shook her head at this, 
but made no reply. * Well, but,' I said, * there's a reason for 
everything, if it's only for sucking eggs. If you want to marry 
him you can. He bears no malice. Take him and make him 
happy. If you don't want to marry him nobody can force you, 
so what's the good of crying f There was the whole question 
in a nutshell, Nevill. A doctor of divinity couldn't have put 
it better, though I say it myself. * Whatever you want done,* 
I said, * say it out, and so an end, and no more crying. What's 
the sense in crying ?' " 

" And what did Sylvia reply ?" 

" I sometimes think if we could imitate the swallows we should 
be happy. When the winter begins they go and lie at the bottom 
of the ponds, and sleep till spring. When trouble begins for 
us we ought to lie down and sleep till it is all over. Troubles 
are like storms — they blow over and are gone. Very soon 
Sylvia will be laughing and singing as before, as merry and as 
light-hdarted. But at present — pity she isn't asleep. Troubles 
are all around her. She is in a hagoe of trouble — 

*A8 mighty mountains huge and large 
Jerusalem about do close.* 

If I had my will with her I would put her to bed and to sleep 
in the turning of a pork griskin, and so keep her snug and warm 
till the fit left her. Sleep is the best remedy for all the troubles 
that assail us. So all spices do grow on the same tree. Well, 
what did Sylvia reply ? She shook her pretty head — oh ! the 
nonsense in it ! And at last she said, * I want ' — it seemed as if 
she couldn't say the words without a struggle — * I want to make 
him happy if I can, but I cannot.' * Why not?' I asked. *I 
cannot,' she replied, * and yet I would.' * Sylvia, my dear,' I 
told her, * you are now talking, as they say, like an apothecary, 
whom no one can understand. You would and you would not 
— you can and you cannot. What sense or reason is here?' 
She began to cry again. Lord knows, Nevill, I am sorry indeed 
for the girl, because I love her purely, and she is in such trouble. 
Yet was I angry because I can see no reason for the trouble. 
When you have known a girl all her life you may be angry with 
her and yet love her all the time, as mothers love their children 
though they whip them. If Sylvia was a child again, and could 
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have a good whipping, 'twould doubtless do more than all the 
talking in the world. No more could I get out of her ; so I left 
her in the garden and I came away. Well, Nevill, what have 
you got to say to that ?" 

I had nothing to say. 

" Sylvia is not like one of those giddy girls who will have half 
a hundred beaux after them, and send them all away without a 
thought for any. Otherwise, one might think she was playing 
a game. But no. That won't do. And again, she isn't a girl 
who could take up with another man while her old lover was 
sailing over the sea. Not so." 

" Sylvia knows no other man," I said. 

"Of course she doesn't. Don't interrupt, boy. It's little, 
indeed, that I have to say, and I must collect my thoughts as I 
go along." 

She paused for a few moments, thinking how to arrange what 
was in her mind. When I came to think of it, what she said 
was mighty like what his reverence said. 

" If Sylvia," she went on, " was one of a troop of romping 
girls — if she had many friends — we might know where to seek 
for the cause, because, Nevill, though you suspect it not, girls 
still follow each other. If one has a toothache, all teeth must 
ache. I have heard that in convents if one of the nuns has fits, 
they all get fits, and if one has visions, nothing will serve but all 
must have visions. They run the same way — like Tantony pigs. 
So that if one of her friends had got a bee in her bonnet we 
would find it out and look in Sylvia's bonnet for that and per- 
haps some other bee. But she has no friends at alL There isn't 
a young woman in the whole Precinct she can consort with. 
Yet her head is filled with some whim or another, and for the 
life of me I can't find it out. If she won't tell, what use asking 
her? What matters talking, says the exciseman, when you 
mean pudding and I mean pork ? She might do worse than tell 
me, though I am an old maid and never had a sweetheart. Why, 
I was young once, and had my own whimsies like the rest, 
ready for the discomf orture of any poor wretch who might come 
a-courting. But no one came. Most young girls, before they 
know the world, must have a man made a purpose to suit their 
notions ; they would like to take the clay and make him with 
their own hands — a very proper young fellow he would be, the 
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girfs man. He mitst be taD — the j fike him tall ; he must have 
kige eyes and a soft Tmce ; he mntst make lore as g«itl j as a 
cat on Telret ; he must not be nide or rough about it ; his dis- 
eomse must be as gentle as his lore-making ; he must not swear; 
he must not drink ; he must not langh with other ToaD^ men ; 
nor must he plaj their rough sportSL He must not fight, either. 
The jonng girl lores a soldier who is a hox^ but not the man 
who will willinglT off coat and fight a watennan, a sulor, or a 
carter in the street ; nor one who will sit in a W^^ii^ tarem 
and sing a song and take his glass and his tobaeoo. Oh, no^ 
he must wait at the tea-table. In his beharior he must be as 
demure as a bride at church ; he must prefer the talk of the ^rls 
to that of the men ; and, abore alL he must not be in a hurry to 
get married. In a word, Xevill, if the girls had the making of a 
man, the j would make him exactly like themselres, only bigger. 
Oh ! — ^the sweet, big, pretty, strong, soft-cheeked, gentle, dunty 
Jemmy Jessamy of a man he would be ! WeD," she went on 
again, ** I don 't know — she won't say. Very likely Sylria, who 
is but a slip of a thing, almost a child yet, ignorant of the world, 
has found out that George isnH like a girl, and a good deal big- 
ger than herself, and she is frightened. Give her time, there- 
fore, and she may come round. 

^Or she may hare other ^Jicies. Lord! — there's no eskd to 
the fancies that get into girls' heads. One girl" — note how 
Sister Katherine followed in her own war, and of her own ac- 
cord, almost the same lines as the prebendary — ^^one girl I 
knew, long ago, who would not many her lorer for a long while, 
making a great fuss and to-do because a married .woman some- 
times has children, and children always have souls, and uidess 
they get election they perish everlastingly, poor things I Noth- 
ing, not even the admonitions of the minister, could make this 
girl consent to be the mother of a soul that might be damned. 
She said she would not bring into the worid any such poor 
miserable wretch. It was in vain that they pointed out to her 
that thus she might also keep some poor shivering soul out of 
the joys of heaveiL Well, she kept her lover off and on, until 
at last she consented, and became the mother of twelve, and now 
leaves the issue to the Lord. And another there was who would 
not for a long time consent because she could not truly promise 
to obey her husband. She knew her own masterful disposition 
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and her lover's meekness. Well, Nevill, a tender conscience 
ought to be respected, and in such a case the bishop might 
grant a license, because as for a woman obeying her husband it 
is half of one and half of the other, and most wives both give 
and take. * I love you,' says the girl, * and I will do all for you ; 
but you must do all for me.' One hand washes face, two hands 
wash each other. Certain it is that if the woman had drawn up 
the marriage service, which did not come down from heaven like 
the ten commandments — don't pretend it did — this promise 
would not have been required of them to the peril of their im- 
mortal souls. Well, this girl I speak of did at last consent, and 
gave tbe promise in a loud and clear voice, so that all who 
were in the church heard. But she kept it no further than the 
church door, and now rules her husband with strictness, and 
for the poor man's good. Well, Sylvia may be like these two 
girls. 

*< Another kind is she who does not understand the nature 
and the vehemence of love in man. They think it is a poor, weak 
sort of an inclination — as if one girl would serve them very 
nearly as well as another. So they take up with one man and 
then with another, and they will and they will not. And they 
encourage a man till they have kindled in his heart a raging fur- 
nace hotter than Daniel's, and then they wonder — oh I la ! — to 
see him storm and rave, and fight the other men with savage 
blows and the ferocity of a lion. Sylvia is young. Perhaps 
she knows not, and cannot suspect, the strength of love. Alas ! 
poor George ! for the inward fire consumes him. 

" Or, again, there are other girls who, seeing some wives 
neglected and forsaken by their husbands, tremble for them- 
selves, and, rather than fall into this misery, will never marry at 
all. This I have myself often considered ; for to see your hus- 
band's love die away, and be followed by nothing but neglect or 
contempt, must be a terrible thing. Yet we should all hope that 
this misfortune may not fall upon us, but rather the long con- 
tinuance of love to the very end, when youth and strength and 
beauty have long gone, and the man's skill of hand is forgotten, 
and he can only sit in the chimney-corner. There the two old 
folk should comfort each other ; and, I think, they might then 
bless the Lord for the institution of marriage. I speak not 
against wedlock. I — ^though I am an old maid whom no man 
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has ever wooed. What then? So much the worse for me — 
not so much the worse for wedlock. Shall I cry out that grapes 
are sour ? Not so. 

"Nay, and there are other girls — but these are rare — ^who 
look about them and consider the misfortunes of the world, the 
dreadful calamities which fall upon people : the wives made 
widows ; the mothers robbed of their children ; the husbands 
broken and bankrupt ; terrible diseases ; and rubs, jerks, flouts, 
and scorns of fortune. And these things they ponder over un- 
til they are unwilling to obey the voice of nature and to take a 
husband. What ? Are we not to venture out because it may 
rain ? These calamities do not happen to all, but only to some. 
The ships go forth to sea, and some get wrecked. Are the rest 
never to leave the port again ? Why, most of them go out and 
return again in safety, cargo and crew, all for the enrichment of 
the owners. We must take our chance. We cannot go into a 
nunnery and fly from fate. If it is the Lord's will that our 
children die, we are in the Lord's hands. Better to believe and 
die like the rest of the world, than to run away and hide. Be^ 
sid^s, who would live at home when the rest are gone? And 
what is the old maid — unless she is a sister of the Hospital of 
St. Eatherine — but a drudge, to mend the clothes and make the 
beds ? And what can a woman do better for herself than to 
make a man's life happy, and to bring up her children in the 
fear of the Lord ?" 

" I wish," I said, " that Sylvia had been here as well as my- 
self to hear this excellent discourse." 

" Oh, I am no fool. Though I have never been married, I 
have looked on and listened. Many things happen in the Pre- 
cinct. Human nature is much the same everywhere. Take off 
the duchess's satin petticoat and frock, and she is much the 
same, to look at, as the milkmaid. What is done in Hangman's 
Gains is done in St. James's. Even a princess may have her 
whims and fancies. I know a great deal more than you think. 

" Again, about Sylvia. What is in her head ? Mind you, she 
does not hate George. No, she loves him still ; yet, for some 
secret reason, she will not marry him. She loves him still, I 
say. I can see it in her looks ; she is crying herself to death 
for love of him. If a remedy be not found, she will die of love. 
She will die, Nevill, because she cannot endure the sight and the 
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thought of her lover's misery. Yet she will not have him. 
Why ?" 

" Then, if she loves him still, why cannot — " 

" Ta — ta — ta ! How you talk, you young men ! What do 
you know of a girl's heart? ' Tis a most delicate piece of work, 
let me tell you. Master Nevill ; not like your great clumsy man's 
heart. It is more delicate than the spring of a watch. Let a 
little speck of dust get into the spring, and the whole watch 
stops. It will not go. So if some fancy gets into a girl's heart 
— ^that stops, too ; or if it keeps on heating, her affections are 
choked and her hrain stands still. How to find out what it is 
when she will tell no one? Has some one heen maligning 
George ? She says no. Does she suspect him of some secret 
vice, as gambling or playing? She says no. Does she think 
him over-fond of strong drink ? She says that she is not afraid 
of him in that respect. Has he oflEended her by word of mouth 
or by any incivility? She says, again, no. Or has a secret 
enemy accused her of some fault — some lightness ? Many girls, 
you know, are slandered by other girls. Smoke still follows the 
fairest. And when girls are jealous of girls, their tongues, for 
inventions, hints, and suggestions are always ready, like the Old 
woman's tripe. But Sylvia knows of no such accusations. 
Well, boy, the end is that I know not what bee hath stung ^the 
child, nor what fancies have seized her pretty head ; and as for* 
asking her questions and expecting to get an answer, you might 
as well expect to talk the leg off an iron pot." 

She stopped, not tired, but out of breath. 

" Nevill," she went on after a while, and now more earnestly, 
" there is only one way to explain it. Oh ! I know very well I 
We laugh at it when we are not in trouble. It is when the 
trouble is actually upon us that we feel it ; and I've seen a wom- 
an swim for it before now. I have, indeed, till she was more 
dead than alive. Nevill — it^s witchcraft/ The girl's bewitched ! 
Margery was right. Don't tell me ! Nothing else will account 
for it. Why a girl should love a man and yet refuse him ; why 
she cannot take him though it costs her pains untold to say him 
nay, is only to be accounted for by witchcraft. We think there 
are no more witches? I know better. There are witches as 
sure as there is a devil going about seeking whom he may de- 
vour. It is witchcraft, pure witchcraft. Who is the witch ? I 
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do not know. Where is the woman who would do mn injoiy to 
Sylvia f I do not know. Perhaps it is the injniy done to Geoige. 
A man can hardly be a ship^s office withont making enemies. 
WeVe one witch in the Precinct — Maigery Habbijam, I mean. 
But that good old soul wonld never do a mischief to any one. 
And there's no other witch within oar bounds. Therefore we 
most look further afield, and how to seaix^h London through and 
through I know not. Yesterday, when I came home, thinking 
that it must be witchcraft, I broke an egg-shell for protection. 
IVe got a horse-shoe over my door, and a hare's foot in my 
pocket. The poor girl is welcome to the hare's foot, if it will 
do her any good. But, Lord ! when the mischief is done, you 
may just as well take a pig's pettitoe as a hare's foot for all the 
good it will do. And where is the witch ! Who is she ! Why 
has she overlooked our girl ! How can we find out, as the say- 
ing is, the thief that gnawed the cheese ! Horseshoe and hare's 
foot, Good Friday bun and Christmas candle, broken egg-shell 
and salt water — the child may have all my charms, if only we 
can find out, but — when the boat capsizes, what good, says the 
sailor, is the caul in my pocket f 



CHAPTER Vn. 

WAS SHE FAITHLESS ? 



I AM bound by every tie of affection and of nature to become 
the advocate of my own sister. I am well aware that much 
blame has been cast upon her, and that there are still many who 
speak of her with words of reproach, thinking her to be the 
guilty cause, by her wilful and whimsical ways, of all the trouble 
that followed. One unhappy woman there was, who until the 
day of her death never ceased to upbraid her, and (though cause- 
lessly) to curse her and to wish her ilL But excuses can be made 
for that poor woman. 

If I am the advocate for my sister, I am happy in having no 
more to do than to represent the facts of the case — ^the bare, 
plain, unvarnished facts, without suppression of any point, and 
without exaggeration. I ask for nothing but simple justice. 
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Pity, I am sure, will be freely given to her, as unto one innocent 
and sorely tried. Wonder, also, that such things should be per- 
mitted ; but then we know not, even the wisest of us, so ignorant 
are we, any sound and solid reasons by which we may vindicate 
tlie Wisdom which conducts the world. 

We were all three, as I have said, brought up together ; we 
were as two brothers and one sister ; George and I sat on the 
same bench at school, and were flogged for the came ofEences ; 
we played together in the gardens and in the cloisters ; we sat 
in the church together, and gazed upon the monuments of an- 
tiquity ; we stood together in St. Katherine's Square, and mar- 
velled at the language of the sailors and the watermen ; when 
we grew older we ventured out in a boat among the crowds of 
barges and lighters in the Pool. 

George was apprenticed at fourteen. Sylvia was then about 
ten. He went away proud and joyful to go to sea. When he 
came home, three years later, he was a tall and handsome lad of 
seventeen ; Sylvia was still little better than a child. 

Again, three years later, he returned, twenty years of age, 
now already a man — ^much more manly than most young city 
beaux at the same age. He brought home, I remember, many 
pretty presents for Sylvia ; things picked up in foreign ports— 
I think he had spent all his money on gifts for Sylvia. This 
shows that his affection for her did never waver or cease. He 
was always her lover, from the beginning. This I acknowledge 
in reply to those who charge Sylvia with fickleness and incon- 
stancy. Yet no puling lover, who thought of his mistress when 
he should have been thinking of his work. She was always in 
his heart ; he was filled with her idea ; she was dimidium animcBy 
half his soul, and that always. But it was not until his last re- 
turn, when she rejected and refused him, that he perceived this 
fact. While he was assured of her, he was calm and easy ; 
when he thought that she was lost to him he fell into fury ; he 
raged ; he became, as you have seen, little better than a madman. 
Now, since you have heard what was said and thought of this 
unhappy event by others, so that you know how it appeared to 
all of us, I would now ask you to read what my sister herself told 
me. This, you will perceive, throws a very different complexion 
upon the business. Most unfortunately, this confession or rev- 
elation was made to me the evening before the most disastrous 
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day in my whole life, when I was deprived of all power to con- 
trol what followed, even though my knowledge of what had hap- 
pened gave me such power. Had it not been for this disaster, 
I should have laid the whole business before the prebendary in 
the first place. The schoolmaster would have been cited before 
the Chapter House of the Foundation ; the wise woman would 
have been made to confess what she knew ; George would have 
been told the whole truth ; and we should have seen then what 
would have happened next. 

I take it as unwise of me — ^though, Heaven knows, I acted 
for the best — to have delayed speaking to my sister for so long. 
I suffered a fortnight and more to pass by, hoping every day to 
see a change for the better. Finally, when there came no change, 
I resolved to appeal to her sisterly affection, and to pray her to 
tell me all that was in her mind. It was an evening late in the 
month of April when I found my opportunity. The evening 
was soft and calm, the air was warm, though the season was as 
yet but little advanced. There was a gentle breeze from the 
west ; the sky was clear. Sylvia had been sitting all day long 
in her chair, inanimate and pallid ; there I found her, and pro- 
posed to her that she should come out with me to breathe for a 
littie the freshness of the evening. Always docile, she rose and 
consented to go with me. So I wrapped her in her hood, and 
led her forth, walking slowly, because she was now feeble. 

Outside she breathed with pleasure the fresh and fragrant air 
of the garden. " Alas !" she sighed, " what things have fallen 
upon me since last I stood here !" 

The moon was already up, and now shone in great splendor 
upon the east end of the church, lighting up the broad and lofty 
window, and showing the tracery of the great Katherine-wheel, 
emblem of the saint and martyr, patron of this place, which 
stands in the upper part. The narrow windows below glowed 
like burnished silver ; the two towers of the north and south 
angles stood out against the clear sky in distinct outline ; the 
whole north side of the church was in blackness. The Gothic 
pile, venerable always, but especially in the moonlight, filled the 
soul with admiration and awe ; it has been a holy place from the 
days of King Stephen to our own time. For six hundred years 
and more the living have flocked hither for worship, and have 
brought their dead for burial ; here queens have knelt to offer 
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gifts, and princes have been buried. What matter for queens 
and princes ? All the dead of six hundred years lie around and 
within this sacred pile. Save the cathedral churches of St. Pe- 
ter's and St. Paul's, there is no more venerable or sacred spot than 
the ancient and beautiful church of St. Katherine's by the Tower, 

We were standing in the master's orchard, beside the mas- 
ter's house, and behind the burying-ground of the Precinct. 
'Tis a pleasant place in summer, and at all times when one can 
walk abroad and enjoy the warmth of the sun in a fenced gar- 
den sheltered from the wind. There are old fruit-trees in the 
orchard— everything is old— apples and pears, cherries, and med- 
lars, and mulberries; peaches and vines are trained against the. 
high walls at the back, which has a southern aspect — it is said 
that, before the Reformation, the brothers made wine from their 
own grapes ; there is a bowling-green on that side nearest the 
house. Here, from the time of King Stephen downwards, has 
that ancient game been played. There is a garden-house, with 
glass windows and a glass door, where one may sit snug even in 
winter ; and there are, also, on the side near the house, beds 
fiUed in summer with most kinds of sweet flowers. On this 
night the trees were white with spring-blossoms, and the air 
was fragrant with their delicate breath. 

It is in a garden — a garden of fruit-trees as well as of vegeta- 
bles and flowers — ^that we may most profitably meditate on the 
course of life and its meaning. This has been often set forth 
by wise men. Here, in spring, we see the earth awakening 
from its sleep, which is the type of death. A new year — a new 
life is begun. Thus life ever follows death, and after death life 
begins anew. It is as if there were but one man, and he every 
night lying down and every morning again uprising. He does 
his work— between the morning and the evening— and he dies. 
Then a new man— who is the same— is bom again, with condi- 
tions of life ^11 the better if the last man has done his work well. 
He, too, in his turn, advances the work a little. And so on ; 
now falling back a little, now advancing a little, until, in time to 
come, man shall be so strong, so long-lived, that he will look 
back with wonder even upon the polite age of George the Third, 
and ask himself how, being exposed to so many perils, he could 
ever have been happy even for one single moment. Can heaven 
itself, by the divine assistance, thus be reached ? 
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To this spot we were wont to repair by long use and costom. 
Naturally our feet turned towards the garden and the orchard. 
Here, as children, we conld play, being both of an age, and here, 
when we grew older, we conld walk and talk. It is one of those 
places in which, however great may be the noise outside, it seems 
always qniet. The lanes and narrow alleys of the Precinct were 
fall of people who sang and laughed, quarrelled and reviled each 
other, shouted and fought, and made all the noises that delight 
a rude folk. Yet the noise came not into any part of the 
hospital From the river there still arose, from some belated 
ship, a yo-hoing and bawling, but we seemed to hear nothing 
— ^not even the firing of the ordnance from the Tower or the 
salutes of the ships which arrived at Deptford Yard or sailed 
away. 

We walked there hand-in-hand without speech, but each knew 
very well what was in the heart of the other. 

Presently Sylvia stopped at the little door which opened upon 
the burying-ground. 

'* Let us leave the garden,^' she said. ^^ Let us go into the 
burying-ground — ^here is spring, and that means love and hope. 
I have nothing more to do with spring. There are graves — and 
they mean dust and death.'^ 

She lifted the latch and we stepped out into the crowded 
graveyard behind the church. Here the stones, standing thick 
together, gray by day, were now silvery white in the moonlight 
or black in shadow. The grass grows long in summer, but it 
was now still short, and underfoot it was soft and damp. Among 
the graves Sylvia told me for the first time the truth of what had 
happened to her. 

Sylvia sat down on one of the tombs and threw back her 
hood. The evening breeze played in her light-brown curls, and 
the moon made her blue eyes shine large and ghostly. It might 
have been a ghost among the graves. I believe it is not lucky 
to sit on a grave, but nobody, surely, could be more unlucky 
than my sister at that period. 

<< Brother," she said, holding my hand, '' I am, indeed, the 
most miserable creature in the whole world." 

'* It will pass, my dear. Everybody is agreed that it will go 
away. You will awake some morning and find yourself in your 
right mind." 
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*' Never — my mind is not disordered. I know very well what 
I am saying, and what has befallen me." 

" That," I said, " is what no one can understand." 

"Everybody blames me — I know that everybody calls out 
upon me for a wicked wretch thus to throw over the bravest 
lover ever woman had." 

I could not say her nay. I blamed her myself. I thought 
that if she even now were to resist this devil, he would flee 
from her. 

"My father looks upon me with reproach, though he says 
nothing. My mother rates me morning, noon, and night. These 
reproaches sink into my very soul, brother, yet I can do noth- 
ing to escape them. What have I to say, she asks me, against 
that poor fellow ? Is he not my old companion — my old friend 
— ^my old playfellow ? Have I not known him all my life ? Is 
it not certain that he loves me fondly ? Do I want a man sent 
down from heaven direct ? What am I to do, Nevill ? What to 
say ? Oh ! What to do or to say ?" 

" If I were you, Sylvia, I would send for George and say yes, 
without more ado. You would thus make him happy and your- 
self too ; because, sure I am that you could not be happy unless 
he, too, shared in your joy." 

" I cannot— oh ! I cannot. For the very life of me, I can- 
not." 

"Why not? What is to prevent you? Why, sister, you 
were not wont to be so dainty and whimsical. You cannot ex- 
pect a man to be made on purpose for you. Besides, you were 
always so fond of him." 

At these words she fell to crying pitifully; but, for some 
time would say nothing to the purpose. So I waited, only beg- 
ging her to tell me all, if only to lighten her hearfr — which this 
kind of confession sometimes does wonderfully. 

"You call it a whim,. Nevill. When did you know me to 
have whims at all ?" 

No, nor any one else — no one ever knew her to have whims. 
A more honest girl never lived, nor a more candid soul. Sylvia 
was never whimsical. 

" I will try to tell you," she said, " what has befallen me. I 
will tell it as well as I can. You won't laugh at me, Nevill, be- 
cause it is as true as death, and more dreadful to me than death 
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itself. But I am afraid — I shall tell the story badly — ^yoa will 
not believe me — " 

" I shall believe you, sister. Be sure of that," 

" It began a month ago^" 

" What began ?" because here she stopped short. 

"Brother, I must tell you that every day I thought upon 
George. Never a day passed but he was in my mind. * Now,' 
I said to myself, *he is eighteen, and a tall lad; now he is 
twenty, and almost a young man ; and now he is twenty-two, 
and a strong and a proper man.' I followed him in my thoughts, 
seeing him grow, and thinking where he might be — what he was 
doing — what he was thinking. You know — I can surely tell mj 
own brother — I always loved him." 

" I know you did, my dear, which makes it the more wonder- 
ful—" 

" Wait. About a month ago my thoughts began to be dis- 
turbed — and that so strangely that I thought I must be dream- 
ing. You know there are dreams, sometimes, which last after 
a person wakes up." 

" What kind of dream was this ?" 

" A dream about George. I thought that he had come borne, 
strong and well — ^just such a handsome man as he is. I saw 
him open the door, and stand there for a moment; and then, 
just as he stepped forward with his eyes bright and his lips 
parted, and his hands outstretched — ^" 

" Well «" 

For here she stopped again. 

" It was a dream of the night, first of all," sbe repeated, as if 
trying to explain the thing to her own mind ; " only a dream at 
first — only a dream. I said to myself that it was nothing more ; 
but then it wouldn't go away. The dream grew bigger. I saw 
in my dream the ship sailing bome, with all her sails set, with 
a fair wind. Oh! and I saw George himself on the deck — 
handsome and strong. He was laughing and talking with his 
shipmates as is his way ; I saw his face quite plain. Oh, quite 
plain I His handsome, lovely face ! Oh, I loved it ! — I loved 
it!" 

" Why, there, there, Sylvia I" I cried, interrupting her ; " you 
see that you do love him still — you comfess it !" 

" Alas ! I have always loved him, and yet — But you shall 
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hear. I even seemed in my dream able to read his very heart, 
and it was fall of love— oh, full of love !" — here her voice choked 
— "t)f love of me! And then, as the ship came nearer and 
nearer to the port, there grew up in my mind a horrible, a 
dreadful feeling — unnatural. It makes me shiver and shudder 
only to think of it, and yet I could not put it from me. That 
was at first in the night only. But when I awoke in the morn- 
ing, though I kn^lt and prayed that it might be taken out of my 
mind, in my heart it never was, it remained. It stayed and it 
grew — it grew, it grew-»-yes, day and night it grew more and 
more, until my whole mind was full of it !" 

She shuddered and trembled, and caught my hand again. 

" But what feeling, Sylvia ? Tell me more." 

" I know not why, or for what cause — nay, there was no cause. 
God knows — Nevill — how will you believe me ? George became 
to me — what shall I say ? I came to tremble at the thought of 
him — ^to shudder and shiver — to think of him with a kind of 
sickness and disgust — why ? why ?" 

" To think of George — George — with disgust ?" 

" Yes. There is no other word. He whom I have always 
loved became in my mind, and against my will — against my 
prayers — though I strove against it with all my heart — ^became 
an object of loathing to me, so that — I say again, solemnly — to 
think of his face made me shudder, and to think of his touch 
caused me such shame and disgust that I cannot express it in 
any words at all. My soul is filled with loathing when I think 
of him — and that is day and night." 

You may believe that by this time I was amazed indeed. I 
knew not what to think, or what to say. At first I could only 
stare open-mouthed into the stars above us. 

" Oh ! But this," I presently told her, " is a case for a physi- 
cian. It is a disorder of the nerves, Sylvia. It is some disease 
which has fallen upon you." 

"Perhaps — but you have called in to me physicians of the 
soul as well as of the body, and they have availed nothing. Did 
one ever hear of a girl who loved yet loathed her lover ? I know 
not who put this thing into my mind, nor why. I know not why 
it will not leave me for all my prayers." 

" Well, but seeing it was like an evil dream, it should have 
vanished when George came home." 
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She died oat as if I bad strack her a Tioleiit blow. 

" Oh ! Toa saw — yoa saw. All of joa saw. Wben be stood 
at the open door, it was the Tent face which I bad seen ib my 
dream. Oh ! the same honest face, bright with joy. And then, 
when I sboold bare been moTed to tears of joy, I was seized 
with a loathing, worse — worse — far worse than I had erer feh 
before. My sool tamed sick only to look at him. And wben 
be wonld have taken my band — ^I — bat too were there — ^yoa 
know.'' 

** Yon swooned, aster. Yoa fell into a dead-funt, not once, 
bat twice." 

This was her story, and a very strange story it is. For yoa 
are to believe, if yoa can, that a girl of calm temper, good judg- 
ment, balanced mind ; not a whimsical girl ; not gi^en, as some 
girls, to hysterics, or to Tain imaginings, or, as I bare heard of 
some, to the invention of fables, lies, and false charges against 
innocent persons; sacb a girl as Sylvia, quite suddenly, and 
without cause or motive, conceived in her mind a deadly loath- 
ing of a man whom she had previously loved — such a loathing 
as is not hatred, but a natural shrinking back from contact, as 
one shrinks back from a snake — so that for him to touch her 
band filled her with disgust unutterable, and had he kissed ber 
she would have fallen sick. This is what you must believe. 
Why? For my own part, I am not a physician, and I pretend 
to no opinion at all except that I think there may be, perhaps, 
diseases of the mind which correspond to those of the body 
could one find them out. For instance, one falls suddenly into 
a fever, or boils and blains burst forth upon the flesh without 
apparent cause, or one falls into a fit without knowing why. So 
correspondent disorders may fall upon the mind, and if one 
could discover the correspondent treatment they might be dealt 
with just as their cognates or similitudes in the body. But I 
know not unto what disease of the body I would liken Sylvia's 
case. That is for a physician to consider. 

You may understand that this confession was not made with- 
out many pangs and tears and sighs, that seemed to tear the 
poor child asunder. When she had finished, and had somewhat 
recovered her composure, I told her she should sit no longer 
thus among the tombs, and I led her out of the burying-ground 
into the Sisters' Close. 
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Here a light in the window showed that the lieutenant and 
Sister Katherine were sitting together, doubtless talking over 
their trouble. I, for my own part, was too much astonished to 
attempt any judgment. Consider the strangeness of the case 
thus submitted to a young man of no experience, and that this 
was also the case of his only sister. What we had mistaken at 
first for disorder of the brain caused by sudden joy — or even 
for a girlish whim, coquetry, or skittishness — was nothing less 
than a dreadful possession overmastering the poor child's soul. 

We stopped for a few moments in the Close to rest her limbs. 
Then I asked her whether she had perhaps suffered her mind to 
dwell upon something unworthy of George. Because I had read 
of men being punished by their own evil thoughts becoming their 
masters. But, indeed, her pure soul was incapable of dwelling 
upon thoughts of wickedness. I asked her, further, if she had 
communicated this matter to any one — to her mother, for instance, 
or to her reverend godfather when he called upon her. 

She replied that she had not dared to speak of the thing to 
any one ; that she had not been able to speak of it ; that when 
she tried to tell Dr. Lorrymore she had been prevented by some 
means or other, so that she could only give him to understand that 
she felt as one abandoned by God himself, and therefore a lost, 
despairing soul ; but only this evening had she felt able to speak 
to me. 

" My dear," I said, ** this is a case for one much wiser than I. 
Shall I lay the whole matter before your godfather? Give me 
permission, and I will seek him to-morrow evening at his Eectory 
House, in Walbrook. I will tell him all, and ask his counsel. It 
may be that in a matter which belongs to the soul, a learned 
divine, when he knows the whole truth, may prove the better 
physician." 

She said I might do as I pleased * but that I was to tell no one 
else, for she feared greatly lest there should be idle gossip over 
her — and indeed there was already, as you have seen, plenty of 
talk, and everybody knew that George had come home full of 
love, and that his mistress scorned him. 

" Come, my dear," I said, " you have now told me all. Let 
us go home, and you shall rest. You will be happier for having 
told somebody. Nay — this evening may prove the beginning of 
betterment." 
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She took my band again, and we walked round the west end of 
the church, where the school is built against the wall. There 
is a place called the Queen's Close. It is a little court contain- 
ing certain houses, where reside some of the inferior officers of 
the Precinct — among them the schoolmaster, Eichard Archer. 
A light was in the window, and as we passed we beard him 
playing upon the violoncello. 

But, heavens ! — what playing, what music was that ! Heard 
one ever such music ? It was now like unto the cursing of a 
man in a rage ; now like the shrieking of one in torture ; now like 
the wailing and weeping of a woman in sorrow ; now it showed 
the desperate courage of one who leads a forlorn hope ; now the 
madness of fighting ; now the subdued whisper of one who plans 
revenge ; now repressed hatred. I know that this may seem in- 
credible — but to us the violoncello spoke this way, as clearly as 
with a voice human. The music seemed to me to be from unwill- 
ing strings, as if the instrument were compelled against its will. 

We stopped and listened. None had ever beard such music. 
Yet I remembered how once, seeing the church doors opened, I 
walked in and heard this same man playing upon the organ — 
he being at the time organist to the hospital — music which 
seemed half lamentation, half wrath. The music revealed all 
the passions conflicting together. I knew the man, we were at 
school together ; he was of my age ; man and boy, he was always 
the same in temper — morose, harsh, and gloomy. He lived in the 
house assigned to him with his mother; he consorted with no 
one, he had no friends or associates. 

" Why," I said, " it is the music of a man in a rage. Is the 
schoolmaster in a rage with all the world I" 

"Come away," cried Sylvia, dragging me. "Come quick. 
Oh ! — ^that music drives me mad." 

We stopped in the Brothers' Close to listen again. The 
sound was softened by the distance, and now the music seemed 
as if children were sobbing and weeping. 

" Let us stay here a moment," said Sylvia. " There is some- 
thing else that I must tell you." 

The Brothers' Close of St. Katherine's is a quadrangle running 
round three sides of a square. The Sisters' House is on the 
north side, an ancient timbered house with gables; on either 
eide are the Houses of the Brothers and the Commissary ; on 
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the south side, separated by an open flagged court, stands the 
church ; and on the east side, adjoining the Brothers' Houses, 
is the Chapter House of the Society, where the brothers and 
sisters meet to conduct the business of the hospital. A deep 
cloister, over which stand houses, runs round the three sides, 
and in the midst is a fair lawn. Here, but with other buildings, 
was the principal court when the place was a monastery, and 
the sisters were nuns, and the brothers monks, or at least clergy. 
The brothers have always wandered round and round these 
cloisters; it is a place venerable alike for its age and for the 
memory of the pious and learned men whose footsteps have 
lingered day after day under its shelter and in its sunshine. On 
such an evening as this, one may almost, methinks, hear their feet 
still softly treading the flags. When on this night the moon- 
light falls upon the place one may even see thin ghostly forms 
flitting about among the pillars and across the lawn. 

Such a place — so quiet, so ghostly, so retired — ^formed a fit- 
ting spot for what Sylvia had now to tell me. 

" Brother," she said, earnestly, " what have I to do with that 
man f " 

** You, Sylvia ? Nothing." 

" Have I ever associated with him ? Have I ever spoken to 
him?" 

" You, Sylvia ?" I repeated. " How should you know such 
a man ? His mother was a laundress : afterwards she became a 
dressmaker. She lived at first in the cheapest and vilest lane of 
the Precinct. As for his father— the Lord knows who he is. 
And as for the character of his mother — but that has been con- 
doned by her good conduct. He is no companion for you, my 
dear. Why do you ask I" 

"It is strange. How can I understand it?" 

" Tell me Sylvia — what more has happened ?" 

"This man — the schoolmaster — the man who now makes that 
music — " 

'* Well ?" 

" He can tell what is in people's minds." 

" Nonsense, Sylvia. You are dreaming." 

" No, I am not dreaming. He can read thoughts ; he knows 
what I am thinking about." 

" But, child, he is the schoolmaster and the organist only. He 
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IS not ereii a lemed flnM. How sboald be know jui jthii^ but 
what he has leaned in order to teach m sthocA T 

^ listen, then, brother; joid diea doobt me if jo« caau** 

'^Aie we all gone aiadr I replied. ^'SylTiay how should 
this man know anjlhii^ aboot yon at all f 

^ XeTill,^ she said, eamestiy, ^ that man knows what is in 
people's mindfi.^ 

"^Whatman! The schoolmaster T 

^ Yes. He has qpoken to me ; he knows what is in m j mind. 
How does he know T 

"^ Sister n repeated. ''Are we all mad! What does this 
mean I How should Archo' know what nobody knows except 
yoorself r 

""That I cannot teD yoo. Bat this is the f^t. When did 
Geofge come home f A fortnight ago. Well, it was on a Sat- 
urday erening. On the Sonday afternoon before that day this 
man qpoke to me and read my thoughts.^ 

''What! The schoolmaster ! TheoiganistT 

^ Yes — none other. He ^K>ke to me then.^ 

"' Go on SylTia,^ I said, with increasing wonder. " What did 
hesayr 

^\ was walking alone in the orchard after dinner. I was 
greatly disquieted, by reason of this dream, which never left me 
night or day, and because, though I most be continually think- 
ing about George, it was with pain and suffering indescribable.'' 

"WeUr 

''You know, Xefill, I never liked the man, though I have 
seldom spoken with hioL Besides, you never liked him. That 
set me agsunst him, perhaps. He has a hard, morose &u^ and 
he looks revengeful'' 

" He hates his father for the injury done to his mother, and 
he hates the world because of his own origin and his obscurity." 

" Promise me, Xevill, that you will not fall into a rage." 

" That, my dear, is as it may be." 

" Xay — ^promise^I have so much else to bear that I cannot 
endure to think of leading you into trouble." 

" Well, Sylvia, I will do my best There are some things — 
but go on." 

" I was walking alone there, in the orchard. And suddenly I 
pet him in the path before me. It was just as if he had dropped 
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from the skies. He did not offer to get out of my way; lie 
stood in front of me as if resolved not to let me pass. Then 
a very strange thing happened. When I saw him standing be- 
fore me in the path I felt for him the same— exactly the same 
loathing as in my day and night dreams I felt for George. 
Whyl For I have never thought of him except as the organist 
and the schoolmaster. He has been nothing to me — why should 
I feel anything about him — either to be drawn towards him or 
to shrink back from him?" 

'* Indeed, Sylvia, I cannot say that I understand anything at 
all in this business." 

'* He stood before me, I say, holding out his arms so that I 
could not pass. Then he smiled, and said, * A change has come 
upon your heart, and love has turned to hatred. Love will never 
come back when hatred has once occupied the heart.' * What 
do you mean, sir V I asked him. He smiled again. * Since,' he 
said, * you can no longer endure to think upon him, be content 
to put him out of your mind altogether. Then you will be 
happy again.' I asked him once more what he meant. * Surely,' 
he said, * you know what I mean. I know what is in your heart. 
It began about a week ago. It will grow and grow until it en- 
tirely occupies you.' How should he know this, Nevill ?" 

" Nay, do not ask me. I am bewildered." 

" But that was not all. He went on. He said, * Sylvia, when 
love is turned to loathing, all is done. The old love is dead. 
Time, then, to think of new love to be born in the ashes of the 
old. I am as yet only the schoolmaster and the organist. Wait 
a little. Give me time. Give me a chance. A splendid future 
opens out before me. You would like to be a great lady ? You 
shall. I have had my fortune told. You shall if you like.' 
More he would have said, but I pushed him from me, and turned 
and ran back home." 

" We are, indeed, all mad together. Richard Archer to read 
your thoughts ? But how ? Richard Archer to dare make love 
to you ? Why, Sylvia, if George knew this he would cudgel 
the man to a bag of broken bones. Archer offer to make you 
a great lady ?" 

" Brother," she replied, " I am possessed — I am sure I must 
be — possessed of the devil, and this man knows it« He is, 
perhaps, in league with the devil. For, indeed, what else can 
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this mean hot possession! For indeed, as yon know, I still 
love Greorge with all my heart, with all my soul, and with all my 
strength, yet I loathe to think of him — I cannot endure his pres- 
ence — I would rather be pierced with a sword than feel his hand 
in mine. And just in the same manner — exactly in the same 
manner — I loathe the schoolmaster. Oh! brother — who will 
save me? Who will help me?" 

I could neither help her nor save her, nor advise her, because 
I was wholly lost — I understood nothing. I could only promise 
that I would lay everything before her reverend godfather, and 
this promise I never performed on account of the trouble that 
befell myself the very day after. 

Sylvia wrung her hands and sobbed and cried. We wept to- 
gether for the pity of it and our helplessness. When I thought 
of it afterwards, I concluded that she must have been mad and 
dreamed these things. The schoolmaster had not, in truth, met 
her or spoken with her. She must be mad. 

" Let us go home, dear," I said, presently. " You shall sleep 
the better for telling me this. It will prove," I repeated, " the 
beginning of your recovery." 

Again we heard the music of the schoolmaster's violoncello 
plainly, as if he had opened his window so that we might hear 
the more clearly. The music was like the agonized shriek of a 
soul in torture. 

" Listen !" cried Sylvia. " Thus I cry aloud night and day. 
Thus am I torn with pain — ^thus am I abandoned to the tor- 
ments of devils. Oh, brother I it is my very soul that cries out, 
and not music made by man 1" 



CHAPTER VIIL 

EVIL EYE AND EVIL HEART. 



Now you have heard all — even Sylvia's own confession, or 
Narrative, of what happened to her. You have seen how this 
strange and mysterious event affected us all, from a reverend 
prebendary of St. Paul's to the simple inhabitants of the Pre- 
cinct. It was a thing to strike the imagination of all alike, be- 
cause there is no man or woman so humble or so rude but can 
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nnderstand such a story of love thus crossed. I have told you how 
their tongues wagged, inventing this and that reason ; how they 
recalled the fate of Captain Easterbrook, of Deptford, about 
thirty years before, and compared it with the mishap that had 
just befallen George Bayssallance. The former had grievously 
injured and deceived a woman, who most solemnly imprecated 
divine wrath upon her false lover ; but it was never pretended 
that George had injured any woman, least of all the woman 
he loved constantly. Upon Captain Easterbrook there was 
laid a curse for his deed; but upon George, as honest and 
god-fearing young man as could be found, there was never any 
curse. 

One thing remains to be told. I have kept it to the lasi be- 
cause I would not have my readers think that I attach too much 
importance to the fact. The things which followed, however, 
do seem strangely to fit in with the wise woman's words. At 
the same time, it was six years and more after the events that 
she unfolded to me the story which, according to her, explains 
and unravels the whole mystery. According to hier, there was 
witchcraft, and that of a very strange kind, most uncommon in 
this country, where even, if men or women possess such power 
diabolic, they are ignorant of it, and therefore practise it only 
unconsciously. 

Margery Habbijam, that Solomon of her sex, was sitting alone 
one evening in her arm-chair beside the fire, snug for the night, 
her pipe alight and between her lips, ready to receive any who 
might call. But this evening she expected no one, because the 
night was cold and wet, with a driving wind — a night when the 
most anxious inquirer into the future would willingly stay at 
home. Her greasy old pack of cards lay on the greasy table, 
stained with beer, rum, and I know not what. A box contain- 
ing herbs also stood upon the table, and she had some herbs in 
her lap. The outer shutter was up, and across the window within 
was nailed a blind which wanted washing. Truth to tell, the 
dame's room was none of the cleanest. The kettle was singing 
on the hob— but not for tea, I promise you. As some ladies 
love tea, so this good old lady loved another kind of infusion or 
mixture. The door was shut ; but a string tied to the latchet 
was conducted aroubd the room and hung within reach of her 
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hand. It was neari j nine oVlock ; the court was quiet ; most of 
the people were gone to bed. 

Suddenly she started and sat uptight, listening. She heard a 
step in the court — an uncertain step, as of <me who heatated, or 
knew not the war — perhaps a stealthy step. The old woman 
knew this kind of step well : it was that of one who came to 
seek her counsel, or to learn the future, but was ashamed of his 
desire, and anxious that no one should see him coming thus to 
consult a vulgar onurle. Many such steps she heard outade her 
door. Now it would be a young girl, to ask about her lover, if 
he truly loved her, if he would be constant, and what she should 
do to fix his affections. Now it would be a young man, asking 
similar questions about himself and his giiL Now, again, it 
would even be a solid merchant, asking about the safety of his 
ship or the prospects of his new venture. Most of her inquirers 
came after dark, walking slowly, hesitating, ashamed. But they 
all stopped at last before her door. 

Margery reached out her hand and pulled the string. The 
latchet was lifted, and the wind blew open the door. 

" Come in,^' said she. " Come in quickly, and shut the door.^ 

At the door stood a man wrapped in a cloak thrown over his 
shoulders ; his throat was muffled up, and over one eye was a 
black patch. There is nothing unusual in wearing a cloak on a 
winter evening, nor in muffling up the throat when the wind is 
cold and the sleet is driving. And, in these days of fighting in 
the streets with fists and cudgels, it is certainly not uncommon 
to see a man with a patch over his eye. Yet all these things to- 
gether suggest a desire for concealment. Dame Margery knew 
the signs. Those who came for the first time always endeavored 
to disguise themselves. 

^' Come in,^ she repeated. ^^ Shut the door and tell me what 
you want.** 

She glanced at him with seeming carelessness ; then she took 
up her pipe again, and puffed the smoke of it in clouds. 

" I came,** the man began ; " I came,** he repeated, and then 
stopped. 

" Why don't you say what you want ! There is no one here 
but me." 

"If you have the power which you pretend — ** But he 
stopped again. 




"S<"l"oalw:ummkl„,,ar,lmrm,^,ma,tiixk,M!h." 



ST. katherine's bt the tower. 89 

" Let me look at you again. Closer, closer. Stoop down." 
She clutched the candle, pushed back the man's hat, which fell 
upon the table, looked into his one eye and into his face. 

" I know," she said, presently, " why you have come here. I 
can tell you that, and I can tell you more." 

" If yon can only tell me what I know already, I may as well 
go away." 

" Very well. K you think you will get nothing more you can 
go away." 

The man hesitated. 

" What were you going to tell me ?" he asked. 

" I was going to tell you that you hate a man — perhaps more 
than one man — and that you love a woman. You hate the man 
partly on account of the woman, partly for other reasons. You 
hate many men — you are angry with fortune — ^you are discon- 
tented." 

" How did you find that out f" he asked, not apparently dis- 
pleased to hear these solid truths. 

" I read these things in your eye and in your face." 

" Well, suppose they are true ?" • 

" You would do one man, at least, a mischief, and you would 
make that woman love you if you could." 

" That is right, gammer ; quite right. You have guessed 
truly," he laughed, and rubbed his hands. "I would do both 
these things. Give me the power. I am not rich, but I will 
scrape some money together. Come." 

. " I don't sell those things," she said, taking up her pipe and 
leaning back in her chair. 

" Come. You can sell them, if you please, and nobody will 
know. I live" — he looked very cunning then — *' three miles 
away. Over there — Charing Cross way. No one will ever find 
out." 

" I will not sell you that power," she said ; " but give me five 
shillings and I will tell you something that you don't know. Oh ! 
if you are dissatisfied afterwards you shall have back your five 
shillings. Lay them on the table." 

The fellow lugged out his purse ; there was not much in it, 
and found the money, which he laid on the table between them. 

" Now," said he, " give me ray crown's worth." 

" Why," she said, " I think you will confess that you have got 
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more than your crown's worth. You come here for some charm 
or spell that will give you the power to do mischief to a certain 
man." 

" Yes ; and to get power over a woman." 

" Power you shall have. As for love, I cannot say. Maids^ 
hearts are fickle things. But as for power, that you shall have, 
and plenty." 

" How shall I have it ? Do you sell it ? Is it a charm, or a 
piece of paper, or a prayer read backwards ? Do you want me 
to sell my soul ?" 

*' No — no— it is none of these things. Man alive ! You have 
the power already, and you know it not." 

" How can I have it and not know it ?" 

" Did you never hear of the evil eye ?" 

" What is that ?" 

" I will tell you. Very few people in this country know about 
the evil eye — and it is rare to find it — ^though in foreign parts I 
have been told everybody knows of it, and it is common. The 
man who has the evil eye brings sorrow upon all he loves, dis- 
aster upon all his friends, misery upon all who trust him, bad 
luck to all who deal with him. It is a terrible misfortune to 
have the evil eye. Sometimes it happens to good and pious men. 
Then, it is said, the sorrow that follows in his footsteps becomes 
repentance for sin, and so his evil eye is turned into a blessing. 
When evil eye joins with evil heart, as is commonly the case, ' 
woe to the friends of such a man ! Woe to the woman who 
loves him !" 

" This is old wives' talk — I cannot part with a crown so easi- 
ly." He laid his hand upon the money, but he did not take 
it up. 

" Very well, master ; but I have not done yet. Your crown's 
worth is coming." 

" Let it come, then." 

" Why, then, what do you say to this ? You^ve got the evil 
eye yourself T^ 

He started, and changed color. 

" No — no," he said. " It is nonsense ; there is no such thing." 

" I will prove it to you. Consider : you are two-and-twenty 
years of age. By that time every man has been in love. What 
became of the girl who loved you a year ago ?** 
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He changed color, and made no reply. 

** What became of her ?" the old woman repeated. 

" She took small-pox," he replied, unwillingly. 

" The evil eye. Then thou deserted her." 

« What if I did ? She had lost her looks." 

" The evil eye. That brought her this misery. She drowned 
herself." 

" What if she did ?" 

" The evil eye. It followed her. Again, you had a friend 
once — only once — because most people shrink from you by in- 
stinct. One friend you had — where is he now ?" 

" He is in prison for debt. Did I put him there ?" 

"The evil eye. You have a mother. What happened to 
her when you were born ?" 

The man swore a deep oath for reply. 

" The evil eye. Never doubt it, man. Doubt what else you 
please, but never doubt that you have the evil eye." 

The man was staggered ; he had received more than he ex- 
pected. He came in the wicked hope of getting one of those 
charms which work mischief ; he did not get that, but he got 
more. He was staggered — he looked amazed. Then he tried 
to carry it off with a laugh. 

" Evil eye ! Evil eye !" he said. " What nonsense is this ? 
Why not the evil hand ?" 

"Why not?" the old woman repeated. "Why not? You 
have that as well, if you like." 

" Come, gammer ; we no more make our eyes than our legs. 
I can't afford five shillings for being told a cock-and-bull. Keep 
such tales for the women." 

" Nay," she said, " you know it is true ; you feel it. Well, 
master, that is all. A man who has the evil eye wants no witch. 
He is a wizard or warlock by birth. Why come to me then? 
You are more powerful than any poor old wise woman," 

" How ?" he asked, restlessly. 

" What do you want, I say, with a witch ? I can do nothing 
for you. All you want you can have if you choose. The evil 
eye, with one other thing, which I am sure you have as well — " 

" What is that ?" he interrupted, eagerly. 

" The evil heart, young man ; if you have the evil heart as 
well as the evil eye, you will go far.'' 
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The man opened his month and gasped. 

''Poison berries kill because it is the nature of the plant. 
Ton can scatter mischief abont because it is your nature. Be- 
ing such as you are, the power of doing mischief is in your 
hands— or in your eye." 

" If I thought that — ^but you talk wild," he said, irresolutely. 

" I never talk wild." 

" Then tell me more — ^tell me more. K I have this power, 
how am I to use it f ' 

He threw off his cloak, pulled the mufiSer from his neck, and 
tore the black patch from his eye, impatient of disguise or con- 
cealment. He now presented the appearance of a man still in 
early manhood. He had black hair, tied behind, but not 
powdered. His face was in no way remarkable, except that it 
was not at all the face of a common man, but might have been 
that of some great lord for the strange pride of it. He wore a 
plain brown coat, and waistcoat of drab cloth, sober and simple, 
without lace; his stockings were of worsted and his buckles 
steel. His eyes — those eyes in which the old woman thought 
she read that terrible quality called evil — were bright and 
piercing, they never rested for a moment, glancing about while 
the man stood, spoke, or listened. Never have I seen eyes 
stranger, more restless, or brighter. 

" Tell me how I may use the power," he repeated. " Tell me 
— ^teach me — and I will pay you handsomely, as soon as I get 
any money. I will scrape and save. I want all the power — all 
the power I can get. I am famishing for power." 

" Na — na — how the man talks ! Should I sell you this secret ? 
^^y> 7^^ ^"^y S^ murdering with it, and never be discovered. 
Not so, master. It is sufficient for me to know it. Find out 
for yourself." 

" Tell — me," he said, " I order you to tell me. If I truly have 
the evil eye and the evil heart — ^if I have this power — I will 
drag it from you." 

The wise woman lifted her face, and met his eyes. But be- 
fore them her own dropped. She bent her head. She was 
overcome. 

" I will tell you," she said, reluctantly. " If you want evil to 
happen, order it to happen. Order it in your own mind. No 
need of words. No one should hear; no one should suspect; 
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no one should ever know. If you will it — the thing shall hap- 
pen." 

" Yes — ^yes — if I will it — if I command it." 

" No man can have this power without a price." 

" What price ? What price great enough for power ? Why, 
old woman, I was born for power, and it was snatched away 
from me at the moment of my birth. Power? I have dreamed 
of power all my life. Give me power. Why, I am a slave, be- 
cause I am poor. No slave in the world more in slavery than 
myself. Give me power — give me power — at any price." 

" It is a terrible price to pay. It is this — whatsoever mischief 
you compass for another, that shall fall upon yourself, in equal 
measure. If it be murder, then shall you be murdered in your 
turn." 

" If I have a long rope — what matters how I die ?" 

" If it is a gaol, then shall you, too, be clapped in prison. If 
it be loss of fortune, then shall you be ruined ; if it be loss of 
love, then shall you, too, lose love ; if it be disgrace, then you, 
too, shall be disgraced." 

" Oh ! Price— the price ! What is all this stuff ? Sufficient 
for me if I have the power. As for the men I hate, they shall 
feel it. As for the woman I love — " 

" I said that you would do mischief." 

" It would be mischief enough if you are right, to cause any 
woman to love me." 

" Yet you cannot compel love or any good thing at all. All 
that you can do by means of your evil eye and your evil heart 
is mischief. But remember, there is the price to pay. Always 
the price. Never forget the price." 

" Ho, ho ! The price I As if I believed in the price !" 

Strange ! This man who was ready to believe in the evil eye 
and in the power of the evil heart and the evil eye would not 
believe in certain retribution which was to follow. Thus won- 
derfully are men made ! Thus are they suffered to run into their 
destruction ! 

The old woman when she told me all this said, further, that 
she could not choose but tell the man when he commanded her. 
Such was the force of his will, though he knew it not. She went 
on to maintain that this knowledge, and nothing else, was the 
cause of all that followed. For my own part, I think that the 
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supposed knowledge had nothing to do with it, that the evil eye 
does not, and cannot exist, and that such powers have never 
been conferred upon any mortal, even with such a price attached 
to them as a condition. 

When she had told him all, she lifted her head and faced him 
again. 

" I have nothing more to tell you," she said. " You made me 
speak. The man who has the evil eye, and the evil heart as 
well, should be taken away and hanged like a dog. He is a 
devil." 

" Oh ! It is good — it is sweet — to have power," he said. 
" To have power, I must plan and think. You have got nothing 
else to tell me ?" 

" Nothing else." 

"Very well," he picked up his cloak; "you can keep the 
money. What you have told me is a good crown's worth." 

She clutched the five shillings and placed them in her purse. 

" You tell fortunes," he said, pointing to the cards. " Read 
me my fortune. Oho ! It will be the fortune of a great and 
powerful man, able to kill and maim all he hates, and to cripple 
every one who offends him. ^ Read me fny fortune, I say." 

He sat down again. The old woman took up her pack of 
cards. "You are not afraid?" she asked. "After what you 
have heard, you are not afraid ?" 

" I afraid of fortune ! Why, fortune has done her worst. I 
defy her to do worse than she has done. I afraid of fortune ! 
I am no more afraid of fortune than I am afraid of you and your 
tricks." 

The old woman nodded her head and shuffled her cards. 
Then — but everybody knows exactly how a fortune-teller handles 
her cards. Sometimes she deals by nines. Then every combi- 
nation of nine yields part of the truth she is seeking. This 
learned, she makes other groups of nine. Then she makes com- 
binations of three cards, sometimes of seven cards, sometimes of 
the whole pack displayed in a certain order upon the table. 

For half an hour she played with the cards^ noting in silence 
this and that, nodding her head, pointing, but always in silence, 
with her forefinger. At last she picked out certain cards,, and 
reserved them in her hands, throwing the rest away. 

" This is you," she said, showing the king of spades. " That 
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is your card. Now I will tell you what I have learned from 
the cards. 

" You have been very unfortunate. Misfortune has pursued 
you from your birth. Your mother is married, yet not married ; 
she has a husband, yet is a widow. The man who should keep 
her in luxury leaves her in poverty. You are very poor, who 
should be rich. You fill a mean station, who should be exalted. 
You are ambitious, but you can see no way of raising. You are 
ingenious, and have great parts, but you have neither the edu- 
cation nor the manners for a higher place. You rail at your 
fate daily, but you are powerless to raise yourself. As for the 
power which you do possess, it is the> power of mischief, and 
cannot help you. And yet a day will come — the signs are clear 
— when you will possess wealth. It will come to you. There 
will be wealth and position ; and yet — yet a stranger fortune I 
never read." Here she stopped. 

" Well ? Go on. What did you see V 

" The signs are clear. They have never been clearer. But 
they may turn out wrong. Man ! I have seen terrible things. 
A more terrible fortune I have never read. Best go away and 
hear no more, and forget what you have learned." 

" Read on — I am not afraid." 

She held up the five of spades. " Do you see this card ? You 
must take it for a warning, all the things that follow will be 
caused by neglecting this caution. Avoid evil designs and plots 
against the happiness of others, or dreadful things — which I 
have seen in the cards — shall happen to you." 

"Are you a preacher, or a fortune-teller? Tell the fortune 
and leave the preaching to your betters." 

" Very well, I will tell you your fortune. What is this ?" 
She held up the four of diamonds. " It means a faithless friend 
and a secret betrayed. You are the traitor and the faithless 
friend. And this f" It was the ace of spades. " This means 
malice and misfortune — your malice and the misfortune of oth- 
ers. And this?" It was the tray of diamonds. "Misery 
hrought first upon others by you and next upon yourself, by 
yourself. And this ?" It was the ten of clubs. " This means 
crime, the prison, and the gibbet. And see — these two cards 
fall together — the ten of clubs and the ten of spades. The first 
I have told you. The second — it came with the first — interpret 
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it as yott please — the ten of spades with the ten of clubs — ^the 
second means wealth, sudden and unexpected. Interpret that 
as you please. Wealth with prison. Riches with the gallows. 
Remember — think of the five of spades. Avoid devilish wrongs 
and dark designs." 

She gathered up her cards and laid them aside. 

He got up and put on his cloak and muffler. 

" That power," he said, " will it get me money ?" 

" No. But money will come." 

" Will it get me love — station — authority ?" 

" No. But station will come ; it will get you nothing but 
mischief— revenge — and misery." 

He put on his hat. " Since," he said, " it will get the second 
I care not much about the rest." 

He opened the door, stepped out into the court, and was 
gone. 

When he was gone, the old woman got up hurriedly, and 
locked, bolted, and barred her door. 

" He is a devil," she said. " He is a born devil. And he 
shall hang." 

Then she went to the foot of the stairs and called out, but not 
very loudly, " Jack, it is half -past nine. You can come down 
now." 

Then slowly descended the narrow staircase an old man. He 
was older than the woman by ten years or so, being as much 
past eighty as she was past seventy. His hair was all gone, 
and his bald pate was covered with an old thrum cap ; he had 
on a thick flannel jacket such as sailors wear, and he had the 
loose leggings such as sailors wear; his feet were bare. His 
face was quite white, as if — which was the case — he never went 
outside the house. His step was feeble ; he sat down before 
the fire and shivered, spreading out his hands before the bars 
for warmth. In his face, in his carriage, you could clearly read 
the old sailor. It is a profession which can never be hidden. 
He looked like the ghost of a sailor — a ghost grown old on the 
other side of the Styx. 

" It's late, Jack. But I've had a visitor. Not a profitable 
visitor, but such a visitor as doesn't often come. There's some- 
thing about him you'd like to know, Jack." 

" Ay — ay ! Maybe — maybe," he replied, feebly. 
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" First, you shall have some grog. The kettle is boiling." 
She bustled about, got a bottle of rum out of her cupboard, a 
basin of sugar, and two glasses. Then she proceeded to brew, 
first for the old man and then for herself, two stifE glasses of 
liot rum and water. The old man drank oS. half the contents 
of the glass. Then he sat up in the chair and straightened his 
back. He drank half the remainder. Then he smacked his 
lips and nodded his head. 

"Ay — ay," he said. "You were saying, Margery — what 
might you be saying, now ?" 

His wife — ^it was his wife, and this was none other than the 
man who had escaped the gallows thirty years before — took 
her chair, and began to drink her grog, but more slowly. 

" The schoolmaster has been here — ^the man called Richard 
Archer. He thinks I don't know him ; he believes I never go 
outside the house. Ho ! — ho ! I knew him the moment he came 
in. Fve looked at him before and had my suspicions ; but I 
never knew before the whole truth. He's a devil. Jack. It 
was a devil that sat here and went away five minutes ago." 

" A devil, was it ? Don't bring devils here, Margery. We've 
had enough devils to last our lives — haven't we ?" 

" And whose son is he ? Aha, Jack, I haven't told you that. 
I know it, and I've never told you — why? It would do no 
good, and he knows nothing of what happened aboard the 
Shannon thirty years ago." 

" Whose son is he ? What dy'e mean, Margery ? The Shan- 
non f He here looked round with apprehension. " I thought 
they had forgotten it by this time. Are they looking for me 
again ? Don't let them find me, Margery — don't." 

" Not forgotten nor forgiven, Jack. But no harm will come 
so long as you keep snug. He's the son of the captain — 
your captain — the Hon. Stephen BuUace, who's now my Lord 
Aldeburgh, the man you knocked down on his own quarter- 
deck." 

" I truly did," said the old man. " I knocked him down with 
a belaying-pin ; I knocked the sense out of him ; and since I 
had to die for it, I am truly sorry that I didn't knock the life 
out of him. A man can be hanged but once, and if you want 
to murder a devil and be hanged for it, better murder him out- 
right and be hanged for it. Hanging at the yard-arm is a nasty 
1 
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thing, mind yoa. Best do something worth the trouble. Not 
that it hurts so much as you think — but there's the dangling, 
and the feeling for the deck which you cannot reach with 
your feet, and there's the rope about your neck getting tauter, 
and—" 

" Finish your glass, Jack," said the wife. " You wasn't hanged 
after all." 

He obeyed. "No more I was — no more I was," he said, 
cheerfully ; " though sometimes I think I really was turned oflE 
in the presence of the ship's crew. Well, and so this man's 
his son. How can the son of a noble lord be a schoolmas- 
ter?" 

" Because, don't you see, you old fool you — his mother wasn't 
married. K his father was a devil, the son is a worse devil." 

" He was a cruel devil, a hard devil, a flogging devil, an un- 
forgiving devil. He thought nothing of six dozen, nor twelve 
dozen either. He lashed and flogged all day long. I've always 
been sorry I didn't kill him. The pity of it ! — the pity of it !" 
He shook his head and looked as if he were going to shed tears 
over the spoiling of a good cause. 

"If you and me live. Jack," said his wife, "you shall see 
his son swing at Newgate. If there is any truth in cards, he 
will die on the gallows. Evil eye and evil heart. He will be 
hanged." 

Both the old man and his wife are dead. Everybody knows 
the truth now, though for thirty years no one suspected it. 
The old man was the sailor who should have been hanged ; and 
all the time he was a prisoner in his wife's house. This was 
the reason why he was so pale and white ; he never dared to 
leave the house even by night. This was the reason, too, why 
voices were sometimes heard in the cottage at night. And this 
was the reason why the old woman was so good a friend to 
butcher and baker. When he died his widow made no bones 
of confessing the whole. 

This, then, is exactly what passed between the schoolmaster 
and the wise woman. If you consider it carefully, you will 
remark — first, that the wise woman knew the man as soon as he 
appeared ; next, that she knew his history — which was, as you 
have seen, a particularly unfortunate one. For there can be no 
greater misfortune than to be bom of a noble parent, heir to a 
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great name and estate, but debarred because there is a doubt as 
to your mother's marriage. She knew the rage which devoured 
his soul ; what she prophesied were the things that would hap- 
pen should he continue in his evil dispositions. I am well 
aware that many will think that this prophecy was that of a 
witch. For my own part, I think, as I said before, that the 
power of foretelling these things came from knowledge, and not 
from any witchcraft. 
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CHAPTER L 

TBX KCVLna 80CEITT OF SSXr6& 



CmzBVS ^ — one of tiie c<HiipftiiT, a J^>^b^ maai of dark com- 
ion and eager face, ^[Nraiig to his feet — ^ dtizens and Moth- 
er SnngSy we waste words in Tain regrets^ Kii^ Louis is dead. 
So ma J all tyrants die ! Ton think that, becaose the conntrj 
is struck with the nu^nitnde oi the blow, aQ our wcn'k is 
spoiled. Well, for a week or two we maj hare to laj bj. 
Then the pent-np tide will flow again with greater force and 
fafaies& Think! We hare done too mnch — we hare taoght 
the pec^le too much — for th»n now to stop^ thoogh all the 
kii^ of Eon^ 6dl ! What is the death of a king to the free- 
dom of hnmanit J ! 

^ Cot^dtTy^ he went on, ^ the strength of oor po6iti<ML Wh j, 
it is imjwegnabk. Where in the begianing was jour aristoc- 
racy! Where were your kings! Where was property! Men 
joined together for protection. It was for the g^ieral happi- 
ness al<Hie that they united ; it is for no other reason that they 
lire together stilL If it were not for that we dion]d separate 
once more. It was for the gen»al happiness that society was 
eonstitnted ; it is for the general happiness that it exists and 
iM^ds togethtf . It is true that kings and priests hare combined 
to take from the people the fraits of their iodnstry, and to rob 
then of the right of gorermng. Bat, once the people under- 
stand, the reign of king and priest is orer! Wei], we have 
tanght the people of England to understand. Our societies 
number thousands — in erery great town whererer there are 
intelligent men our principles are spread abroad and have taken 
root. What ! Of our last address twelre thousand copies were 
tasued and distributed. If erery copy is read or heard by a 
hundred men, there are orer a million readers, and therefore a 
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million converts. Think you that because a king has fallen all 
the teaching shall have been thrown away ? Never I 

" A king," he went on, " is but an ordinary man. Strip him 
— ^he is trunk, arms, and legs ; anatomize him — ^his muscles and 
his veins are the same as mine. His brain is no diJOEerent. Why, 
then, this awe because a king has fallen I" 

It was the very day when the news reached London of the 
French king's execution. Everybody knew that he was in pris- 
on ; he had been a prisoner for months. Everybody was certain 
that he would sooner or later be brought to his trial, and exe- 
cuted. The French — ^nay, rather the Parisians — ^had shown by 
this time that they were capable of every crime; nay, they 
pointed to us with the death of King Charles the Martyr (for 
which the church performs yearly a religious service of peni- 
tence and fasting, to remove from this generation the sins of 
our forefathers) — what Great Britain did, they said, France 
could dp. So that when he was finally brought before a tri- 
bunal no one was surprised ; but when the news came that he 
had actually been taken out and beheaded, a great awe fell upon 
everybody, even upon those who, like ourselves, held revolu- 
tionary opinions, and were avowed Republicans. Men whis- 
pered the news to each other with pale faces ; they met in the 
street and held up hands of horror ; grave and substantial mer- 
chants asked each other what would happen next. The blow 
which struck ofE the king's head seemed to shake our own 
throne, and to strike at the pillars of the church. That was in 
seeming only, for it really strengthened throne and made the 
church secure, in awakening throughout the length and breadth 
of the land a greater horror for the crimes of the Revolution 
than had been caused by even the massacres of September or 
the murder of the Swiss Guards. 

It was in the midst of the first awe caused by this event that 
our club was gathered together. If loyal folk felt that here 
was a blow at the throne, the Revolutionary party felt more 
strongly that here was a blow which could not fail to prove 
disastrous to their cause. What had before been tolerated — 
freedom of speech, freedom of the press, the unmolested distri- 
bution of tracts, addresses, and pamphlets — would no longer be 
permitted. This, I say, we understood very well, and it was with 
apprehension and dismay that we were met together this evening. 
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The doors were closed and locked — we had exchanged gloomy 
forebodings; we were now listening to the voice of one who 
sought to restore confidence. There is no creature, however, 
more timid than a conspirator ; and we were, in fact, all con- 
spirators. True, we should not have allowed the charge. We 
were all for proceeding by constitutional proceedings. The peo- 
ple were to be fully represented in Parliament — ^the rest would 
follow. As, in Paris, the Third Estate constituted itself the 
National Assembly, so, at Westminster, the House of Commons, 
for the first time the true representatives of the people, would 
speedily put an end to king and lords. So we thought. 

" Remember," the speaker went on, " we have taught the peo- 
ple to understand that all men are born equal ; all men are heirs 
to equal rights ; all men are brothers. They will never forget 
this great lesson, once learned. It has sunk into their hearts 
forever. All men are equal." 

The company murmured approval. This was still a phrase by 
which you could always command applause. You had only to 
advance the proposition that all men are bom equal. It was the 
first axiom of the Revolutionary party — to dispute it was un- 
worthy of a reasonable being. We have now ceased to believe 
this doctrine ; we are prepared to recognize the fact that, of all 
living creatures, none are created so unequal — in strength, size 
courage, skill, in anything — as man. However, we were as yet 
only at the beginning of the year 1793, and the doctrine still 
flourished. 

" Citizens and Brother Snugs," the speaker continued, " we 
have taught the people more than this. They have learned how 
governments began and laws were made. They have begun to 
ask themselves why things are as they are. To ask why is not 
only the beginning of wisdom, it is also the beginning of revo- 
lution. Will these men be stopped, when they have once be- 
gun to inquire, by any rule of a corrupt judge ? Not so. Why 
— we know, now — men parted with their power when they chose 
soldiers to fight for them, so that they could in peace work at 
their crafts and their tillage. That was the first folly ; all the 
rest followed naturally. They thought to wax fat and sit in in- 
dolence while others fought for them. They forgot that he who 
has the sword has the power. Very soon the man with the 
sword came along — but now armed with a whip as well. He 
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took from the weaver iaiid the tiller the fruits of his labor, leav- 
ing him a mere pittance on which to starve. If the worker re- 
fused or remonstrated, he felt the whip about his shoulders ; if 
he rebelled, he was murdered. He who can kill can make his 
neighbor obey. That is how oppression began, and why it con- 
tinues. Those who can kill can command. It is the case with 
us to this day, and with all the people in the world, except the 
Swiss and the Americans. They can keep us quiet, because we 
are not armed ; they can ride us down and slaughter us if we 
venture to meet openly ; they will not allow us to combine for 
the raising of wages, or for the protection of labor, or for any 
cause whatever. But what is society but a combining together 
of men ? They will not suffer the people to meet, so that they 
may speak with each other ; they will not suffer them so much 
as to be taught to read and write ; and the few who can read 
and write they do not suffer to print for themselves what they 
please. Oh !" — his voice rose, and he swept the air with a fine 
gesture — " that shall be all swept away, and before long. All 
swept away, I say, and destroyed. Give me a thousand men, 
armed and drilled— only a thousand men — and in a week I will 
have a million, and in a month I will have brought about a rev- 
olution more thorough even than that of France — a more com- 
plete clearance of rubbish even than our friends across the Chan- 
nel have made as yet. Give me but a thousand men, armed and 
drilled." 

" Have a care, brother," said the chairman. " Here we are 
all friends ; but walls have ears." 

" Well, from the soldiers came the nobles ; from the nobles 
came the king. Then, to keep the people down the more surely, 
and to terrify them into obedience, came the priests, and they 
made laws. To enforce the laws they made punishments, tor- 
tures, floggings, executions, prisoners, oflScers of the law, judges, 
magistrates, lawyers, gaolers. When all was in the hands of the 
people, they only met together in order to divide the fruits of 
their labors. They wanted no laws; there were none. Laws 
are for tyrants, not for the people. If one man dared to take 
more than his share of the public store, they killed him. No 
law but that ; they all rose together and killed him. No judge 
was wanted ; the people were the judges. If one man kept 
aught for himself they killed him. If one man refused to work 
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with the rest, they killed him. They killed him, I say. That 
was the first and only law. If a man sins against the people, 
let him die. There is no other law wanted. Make that your 
only law, and you sweep away everything — ^those who call them- 
selves kings and nobles by hereditary descent, those who live 
by the superstitious terror of the people, those who live by the 
working of tyrannical and unjust laws, those who live by mak- 
ing others work for them, those poor devils who are kept in 
prison and hanged for helping themselves to their own — every- 
thing. All belongs to the people — everything that is found or 
that grows in the fields, the meadows, the orchards, the woods, 
the fish in the river, the cattle on the plains, the birds of the 
air — all — all belongs to the people. Why, gentlemen, in. estab- 
lishing the Revolutionary Tribunal; in killing the nobles first 
and the king next ; what have our friends in France done, but 
go back to the first principles of society ? Let him, I say, who 
robs the people — die." 

" Have a care," said the chairman again. " Have a care, broth- 
er, walls have ears." 

The speaker was certainly a bom orator. He had a fine mu- 
sical voice, capable of varied intonation ; his eyes were of pierc- 
ing brightness ; his face regular and singularly handsome ; such 
a face as we call aristocratic, also possessed of the greatest vivac- 
ity — some might say it was restless and excitable. The cold 
sentences which I write do¥ni cannot in the least represent the 
fervor of his speech or the vehemence of his tones. The words 
poured out like a torrent ; and he looked as if he wished that, 
like a torrent, they might overwhelm, destroy, and sweep away 
whatever lay in their way. He spoke as one who is deeply in 
earnest — indeed, at that time he certainly was in earnest ; what 
he became afterwards you shall hear ; now it is only a man in 
earnest who can carry his hearers with him, and while he spoke 
our hearts glowed within us. We thought no more of the crimes 
which had stained the cause in France ; we thought of the cause 
itself — holy and glorious ; the cause of humanity ; the cause of 
the oppressed ; we thought that heaven itself was to be unfold- 
ed for the happiness of man even before his death, as soon as 
kings and nobles were finally done away with and murdered or 
banished, or reduced to equality with the rest. He gasped as 
he spoke ; he seemed as if he longed to get rid of one state- 
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ment before he began another and a more fiery one ; he spoke 
as if he were addressing a vast multitude, ov the House of Com- 
mons at least, instead of a small club of a dozen or twenty men ; 
he banged the table with his fist ; he swept the air with out- 
stretched hands ; his gestures corresponded to his words ; they 
were natural and spontaneous; they showed the harmony of 
thought and action ; others might be lukewarm in the cause ; 
there could be no doubt that this man was in earnest. In ear- 
nest do I say ? Why, he was himself a raging, roaring, fiery 
furnace. 

" I have heard these very words," said the marquis, softly, " in 
Paris herself. Our philosophers inquired into the reasons and 
the foundations of things. We continued the inquiry in our 
salons ; even in the great houses df London I have taken part in 
these inquiries — nothing has been left undisturbed. When one 
stirs up foundations, one is apt to raise a dust. I have since 
heard the same words in the open courts of the Palais Royal ; 
in the markets and the cross-roads ; in the cafes and at the clubs. 
The doctrines of the philosophers have been carried out by those 
practical gentlemen who represent the sovereign people. It is 
well. I am here — and my wealth and privileges and power are 
— where?" He shrugged his shoulders and took a pinch of 
snufE. 

I have never been able to understand when the marquis spoke 
in earnest and when he was mocking. His air was always per- 
fectly grave and his manner composed ; he looked in the face of 
the person whom he was addressing with a countenance so seri- 
ous as to disarm suspicion ; and he was so noble in his carriage 
and deportment, a man of such good-breeding and address, that 
no one ventured to question his sincerity. 

Yet, consider. He was a marquis in the French nobility ; he 
was of very andient and illustrious family ; he had lost every- 
thing by the Revolution ; he had every cause to loathe the cause 
of the people. Yet he came here ; he sat among us ; he was an 
honorary member of our club. What did such a man in such a 
company r 

I have always thought that the French committed the great- 
est of all blunders when they executed the king and the queen, 
and the most fatal of all crimes when they suffered the little 
prince to be tortured to death. Nothing, certainly, more strength- 
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ened the terror of mob-rule than these crimes. Why, they were 
useless ; it could not seriously be pretended that the king, queen, 
or dauphin had committed any treason against the republic. 
Further, they did not, by killing them, kill all the pretenders to 
the French crown. There were still left the king^s brothers, one 
of whom reigns at this moment. King Loui3 the Sixteenth dead, 
King Louis the Seventeenth succeeded, in the eyes of royalists. 
When that poor child fell a victim to the cruelties of his guardian, 
the cobbler, Louis the Eighteenth, followed. Two courses were 
open to the French, either of which would have been dignified 
and worthy of a great nation. Had either of them been adopt- 
ed, the revolution in this country would, I am convinced, have 
followed. They might have made the king solemnly abdicate, 
and resign his sovereignty into the hands of the people to whom 
it belonged. They might then have invited him to retire with 
his family to the frontier ; or, better still, they might have as- 
signed him a residence, a guard for his personal safety, and a 
pension for life. Had they done this, the revolution might 
have resulted in a permanent republic, and the highest ambition 
of Bonaparte would have been to command a division. 

The speaker lowered his tone on the warning of the president. 
" But," he continued, " we are all comrades here, citizens of 
the British republic which shall be proclaimed before many 
weeks are out ; we are members of this great society which 
now covers the whole country. To speak in this club is more 
secret than to speak in a Freemasons' lodge. Why, these clubs 
of ours are the only places where we can speak openly and 
freely and without fear. Outside they are slaves, with spies set 
over them to prevent them whispering to each other so much as 
the shame of their slavery. Slaves all. Slaves to their laws, 
their king, their nobles, and their priests. Here alone, and in 
such clubs as these, can we breathe the blessed air of freedom." 

We were breathing the blessed air of freedom after it had been 
itself confined in prison. No prison air could have been closer. 
To begin with, the room was low, and round the long table which 
occupied the middle were twenty or five-and-twenty men. It was 
a cold and wet night ; the company had hung up their cloaks and 
capes on the pegs to dry ; the reek of the damp cloth combined 
with the smell of flip, hot mulled or spiced ale, porter, punch. 
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purl, grog, and every other kind of drink, and with the fumes, 
irritating and nauseous, of a dozen pipes of tobacco, and, lastly, 
witb the snuffing of the six candles by which the room was lit, 
to make a most delectable atmosphere. Our members, however, 
appeared not to mind it — feven to sniff the fragrance with satis- 
faction. The place was the back parlor of the Eang's Head, 
Little Alice Street, Whitechapel ; the windows, which were nevier 
opened, looked out upon a large tenter-ground. The furniture 
of the room consisted of nothing but the table aforesaid and a 
number of chairs corresponding to the number of the company. 
The chair at the head of the table was provided with arms, as is 
the fashion in clubs. 

There were at this time hundreds of clubs all over London. 
Says Timothy Twig : 

** What a number of clubs doth this city contain ! 
We have one for each street, for each alley and lane : 
Bucks, Albions, Friars, of Masons some dozens, 
Lumber Troops, Dr. Butlers, and Clerical Ck)usins ; 
Cockneys, Codgers, Gormigans, around us are spread. 
****** 

But of dubs there is none that's so useful, or suiting 
My ideas, as those that exist by disputing ; 
Where the parties all meet and agree for to jar, 
Where prentices study for senate and bar ; 
Harangue in the streets, on the wharves scarcely stop, 
And talk of Voltaire in the cheesemonger's shop." 

Ours was none other than the Sublime Society of Snugs. 
Originally intended for convivial purposes — the earlier Snugs 
were renowned for their rounds, catches, and glees; to be a 
Snug in their days was to be a cheerful, harmonious, harmless 
toper — the club had since been converted into a political asso- 
ciation. A Snug seldom now lifts up his voice in song. The 
new brethren were all sober and earnest men. They locked 
their doors when they met. The club was a branch of the great 
Corresponding Society whose members were numbered by thou- 
sands, and whose branches covered the whole country. This 
society, and all its branches, warmly welcomed the beginning 
of the French Revolution, and ardently desired reform in their 
country of the same character, taking from the privileged classes 
all their power, and transferring it to a parliament elected by 
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the whole people. And there can be little doubt that, had the 
progress of the revolution in France proved peaceful, it would 
have been followed and imitated in this country, though how 
far one cannot venture to say. The Society of Snugs, then, was 
one of these branches. We met every Saturday evening at this 
tavern, the landlord professing to know nothing more about us 
than that we were a club which talked or sung, smoked tobacco, 
drank a cheerful glass, and obeyed certain by-laws, which were 
certainly innocent enough, and were hung up, framed, over the 
mantelshelf. 

We had our officers duly appointed. I was myself the secre- 
tary ; we kept minutes of our proceedings and resolutions. These, 
however, were locked up. We carried on our business with 
closed doors. At every meeting those were invited to speak 
who had any suggestion to make, or any information to impart. 
As happens in all such clubs, the members were all eager to 
talk, anxious, I suppose,-to see how their opinions sounded when 
they were uttered. Every man paid for his own drink, and 
sometimes, but not often, one would sing a song. It was a 
sober club, and the members rarely got fuddled. One cere- 
mony was necessary before a new member could be admitted. 
He must be introduced by an old member, and must take an 
oath never to repeat, outside the club, sentiments, speeches, or 
opinions that he might hear in the club itself. This was an im- 
portant precaution, because, though I have read Tom Paine's 
" Rights of Man " and Joel Barlow's " Address to the Privileged 
Orders," I have never heard or read anywhere sentiments more 
revolutionary or speeches more seditious. 

The members of the club very well represented the class of 
persons who belonged to the Corresponding and other societies 
of a similar character. That is to say, you would look in vain 
for any leading citizens of London — no substantial merchant 
was among us ; none of the clergy of the city, not even a dis- 
senting minister ; no officers of the army or the navy were with 
us ; no lawyers ; no physicians ; no scholars ; few shopkeepers, 
because of all men in the world the man who keeps a shop most 
fears and abhors the thought of disorder ; it is only when the 
streets are quiet and undisturbed, when ladies can walk about, 
that he can hope to sell his wares. He must always be the 
friend of orderi that is to say, of the constituted state of things. 
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Our people were mostly of the mechanic class — that is to say, 
they were men who exercised a trade requiring skill and intelli- 
gence ; thus, in the Sublime Society of Snugs there were clock 
and watch makers from Bunhill Row ; there were weavers from 
Spitalfields; printers; cabinet-makers; carvers in wood or ivory ; 
shoemakers (^ho are always of inquiring mind), and others fol- 
lowing trades of various kinds. We were not without a sprin- 
kling of the better sort. There was a young gentleman from 
the Temple, not yet called, but studying for the bar — ^he was 
very hot in the cause; there was another young gentleman, 
equally fiery, who wanted to set fire to the city and blow up the 
Tower — ^he had been expelled from Oxford, and was an atheist 
and a poet. There was an author who professed himself ready 
to lend us the support of his pen, but his appearance failed to 
inspire confidence. If your pen is not strong enough to procure 
you a new pair of shoes, how shall it avail to subvert the con- 
stitution? There was also a red-nosed man, who was called 
your reverence, but then there are people who will call an 
apothecary my lord, and this man jiever wore the garb of holy 
orders. There were one or two clerks, but your clerk as a rule 
is too timid to trouble about revolutions : he fears to lose his 
place ; like the shopkeeper, his best chance of a living is in the 
piping times of peace. When the merchant, his master, grows 
rich, some crumbs will fall to him. In time of war and tumult, 
the man who can do nothing but wield a pen is apt to starve. 
Therefore, the corresponding societies numbered few clerks upon 
their lists. 

You have already seen the Marquis de Bosnay. You have 
seen him playing whist at St. Katherine^s. I do not suppose 
that his presence here was known to the Brothers. He came 
seldom. I do not know how he became a member. He never 
spoke except softly, and to the man who sat next to him ; but 
he was greatly interested when,. as often happened, one of the 
more fiery members harangued in the manner of the time. It 
reminded him, he said, of Paris. 

As for the man who was speaking this evening, you have 
already seen him too. He was, in fact, none other than Richard 
Archer, schoolmaster and organist of the hospital. Heavens ! — 
if that venerable society had known, the cloister of the Precinct 
would have had another occupant. That their schoolmaster, 
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sapfwfied to pccBeas the me^nesB of las eallmg; tius sweet 
mnpnrismj supposed to be is gnide is his elmrdi mnaicv dioiild 
be a feij reToiatiQiiist and a led-hot orstor^ woold iodeed bare 
astonisbed thi^ aools &oiii the inaster down to the mppmnicfs:, 

Riebazd Areher wis brought to the Pteemct whem he was a 
bab J in arms. His mother^ stiH joong^ was a widow. She had 
her flurriage Hues to ^o^re her eharactoi Her husband, she 
said, had heeM in the aerrice of a ^^owns; die herself was 
daoght^* to a cftj tradesnaa. But har hiasbaad died, and she 
was left destitute with her child. People do not inquire too 
doselj into the stories told bj saeh. peopfe concerning them- 
a^ea. This joong widow first rented a two-roomed cottage 
in Cat^s Hc^e, a delectable court leading from St. Katheiine's 
Lane to Ditehade, inhabited only hj the poorest and the rudest 
of our people. But, as die proved to be dexterous with her 
needle, and a wcMEian of sober beharior, she became known 
among the bettor sort, and, obtaining woriL from them, was able 
to remoTe to a nn^e respectable lodging. Her sotu meantime, 
grew up, and was reeeired ^t the school^ where he proyed him- 
self a lad of quick parts and uncommon mssmorj. As he grew 
iMsr he also displayed a wond^fol aptitude for mnsie, and there 
seemed hardhr any instrument which he could not quickly mas- 
ter as soon as he got an opportunity. In this he was encouraged 
by the Bey. Dr. Baxter, one of the Brothers, who always resided 
at the ho^ital, and himself touched the yioknicdk) with skilfnl 
hand. In the end, this young man was promoted to be school- 
master's usher or assistant first, and schoolmaster a year or two 
afterwards, when this post became yacant. He was ako made 
onanist of the church, and a yery fine organist he proyed. Of 
his priyate character, I haye only to record that as a boy he was 
quick4»npered, quarrelsome, always ready to fight, but not one 
of those boys who will fight to the death rather than giye in. 
If he was defeated, he took his beating quietly, and then waited 
tin he f eh courage enough to try again. 

When he was about eighteen years of age he became morose ; 
he withdrew from aH companions, and neyer afterwards sought 
to make friends^ He became one of those who hate the world : 
not as an eremite or a monk hates the world, but as a misan- 
thrope—one who has been injured by the world. 

What chiefly caused this change in him was certain inf orma- 
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tion conveyed to him by his mother. She told him that the 
tale of her marriage was false ; she had been married, indeed, 
in a church, and after the banns were properly put up, that she 
was ne^r a lady's maid, nor was her husbi^nd a gentlemen's 
servant; but that she belonged to a worthy and respectable 
family, her father being a bookseller of repute in Paternoster 
Row ; that her husband, who had pretended to be nothing more 
than a master mariner, and lived with her for a while in that 
character, she presently discovered to be a nobleman of great 
rank and station, and that he was already married, so that she 
was no wife after all ; that, on receiving this news, she left him, 
her son being then unborn ; that she had long resolved not to 
attempt to punish her deceiver by bringing him before a court 
of justice, being determined to leave him to his conscience; 
and that she had supported herself without assistance from him 
ever since. 

This discovery would have been enough to enrage any man, 
but this hot-headed, impatient youth it drove for a time nearly 
mad. What ? he who now occupied the humble post of school- 
master to St. Katherine's should have been the heir of a great 
man and a noble estate. These should have been his — his by 
right. And this he continually repeated to himself. A pity 
that his mother ever told him. He contrasted every day his 
present lot with what might have been. He even journeyed to 
the West End of London to gaze upon my lord's town-house, 
and say to himself that it should have been his as well. The 
prospect and thought of this magnificence caused him to loathe 
his work and to despise his lot. He said to himself that he 
was only a simple schoolmaster, the servant of the society, a 
drudge forced to spend his days in teaching boys the rudiments 
of learning ; humble before his betters, forced to doff hat and 
do reverence when he met one of the Brothers ; with no hope 
of rising above this lowly position. Yet his father was a great 
man, and his mother was married by the forms of the church. 
A man of cheerful and contented spirit would have made the 
best of things ; a philosopher would have laughed at the caprice 
of Fortune which makes one man a peer and another a school- 
master. We do great wrong ever to quarrel with that rank and 
station to which it hath pleased Almighty God to call us. A 
cheerful man, I say, would have reminded himself that he had 
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received, though fatherless, and the son of a humble seamstress 
in a poor part of the town, an excellent education at a good 
school ; that he had been taught to practise and improve his 
great talent of music ; and that he now held two respectable, 
if not exalted, offices, those of schoolmaster and organist to the 
hospital; the work not hard, the pay sufficient. Such a man 
would have argued that his lot, compared with that of the people 
around him, was enviable, and he would have been filled with 
gratitude accordingly. Richard Archer, however, grew morose, 
and he became a solitary — ^he hated the world. 

The debate in the Sublime Society Continued. 

" Citizens," said the speaker, " I have little more to add. 
Hereditary government became possible when the people began 
to pay soldiers to fight for them. Those who have the arms 
have the power. They will never lay down that power so long 
as they can keep it. Power is the last thing that men surrender ; 
therefore, from father to son they have handed it down. Some 
built strong castles, where they were in security, and became 
great lords and barons. Then came the priest, and they bribed 
him to declare the doctrine of divine right. Divine right ! It 
is by the divine right that the people are swine, flocks, cattle, 
herds on whom their masters feed ! It is by divine right that a 
fool, an idiot, a madman — a woman may rule 1 By divine right 
Louis the Sixteenth sat upon the throne for twenty years ! Had 
divine right given him the brains of a Thames mudlark ? To be 
a tradesman one must have skill in the craft, invention, and in- 
genuity. To be a king one wants nothing — nothing — nothing 
at all. Who would take a pair of boots to a cobbler until he 
had shown that he could make and mend f Yet we must go 
down on our knees and bow when divine right thrusts such a 
one as Louis on the throne ! Saw one ever the like ?" 

Then the room applauded vigorously. This kind of discourse 
pleased us all mightily. The speaker was in force to-night. 

" What, however," he went on, " is the new principle of the 
French constitution ? It declares that all civil and political au- 
thority — all, mind you — is derived from the people, not the 
kings, not the nobles, not the clergy, but from the people. There 
is a doctrine for you. From the people, look you. On what 
foundation is our own authority based ? Whence is it derived ? 
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Citizens^ outside, men to-day speak of the national indignation 
against the execution of the French king. It is not national ; 
the true nation rejoices in the execution of a tyrant. The cour- 
tiers, priests, nobles, placemen, and pensioners, these tremble 
"when a tyrant falls. Not the nation. No — ^no." 

" Almost," said the marquis softly, " I could fancy myself in 
Paris." 

" The Revolution, brethren," the orator continued, " is now 
pressing its victorious course. Soon will all the nations of Eu- 
rope rise, one after the other, against these tyrants. Already 
we see a great nation governed by the people. What? Do 
they ask whether Marat is the son of a lord, or whether Robes- 
pierre has the blood of princes in his veins? Not so. Are 
their armies led by profligate nobles ? Not so. Are the fruits 
of their labor torn from them any longer to support in luxury a 
fat and lazy church ? Again, not so. This bright and glorious 
example is before us. We were mistaken. Shall we neglect it ? 
shall we suffer the Flemings and the Hollanders to be before us 
— we who once called ourselves a people of freemen — in raising 
the flag of the republic ? Never ! Let us join the brotherhood 
of humanity ; let us advance, side by side, with our brethren of 
France, against the enemies of freedom, and those who have 
sworn to trample upon the rights of man ! 

" Brethren," he raised his glass, " let us drink to the immortal 
memory of the two greatest days of modem times, the four- 
teenth day of July and the twentieth day of January : the Fall 
of the Bastille — the Execution of the King." 

Up to this point he had carried us with him. Here he failed. 
The president pushed his glass from him, and shook his head. 
The company murmured. We were not prepared to applaud a 
step which everybody knew to be murder. No one, however, 
spoke in objection or in reply. 

The speaker looked round him. He raised his glasS; and 
waited. 

"Again," he said, "let us drink to the Fall of King and 
Bastille." 

The marquis shook his head. 

" They are doing that," he said, " at the Palais Royal to-night. 
Let us wait." 

" Then," said Richard Archer, " I drink it by myself. To the 
8 
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immort'al memory of two great days ! To the Fall of the Bas- 
tille and the Death of the King !" 

He drank off his glass, and sat down. Then we rose in si- 
lence, and separated. 



CHAPTER a 

EQUALITY AND FRATBRNITT. 



The young men of the present day — those who were children 
and infants or as yet unborn between the years 1789 and 1793 
—cannot possibly understand the flaming ardor which was 
communicated to all generous hearts in Great Britain by the 
outbreak of the French Revolution. We believed that nothing 
short of Christ's kingdom here on earth was about to begin — 
nay, had already begun. We thought that the rising of the 
French nation would be followed by that of all the European 
nations, including our own, which had many things to amend, 
though little to destroy. Universal peace, brotheriy love, the 
abolition of armies and navies, friendly rivalry in peaceful arts 
and sciences, the destruction of superstitions — all would follow 
with the rule of the people by themselves. These dreams are 
now forgotten. Those who formerly entertained them have for 
the most part forgotten them, or become ashamed of them. Our 
young men have witnessed a war which raged for two-and- 
twenty years, the third of a man's lifetime — a gigantic war — a 
war which covered the whole of Europe — all the continent — 
which destroyed millions of men, overturned the proudest mon- 
archies and the most solid institutions. It has been a war the 
like of which has never before been seen in the history of the 
world, and its consequences I verily believe will never end in 
the remaining history of the world. These young men have 
been taught to regard France as the great aggressor, the mur- 
derer of these millions, the first disturber of the peace, the de- 
stroyer of freedom ; thq nation which, in its greed of glory and 
lust for conquest, has trampled on every treaty and violated 
-every pledge. Our young nfen have seen a low-bom Corsican 
mount the proud throne of France, become the tyrant and master 
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of a whole continent — and place his ignoble brothers upon the 
ancient thrones of Europe. They have also seen the tenacity 
and courage of the British race, steadily resisting his power, 
even alone ; encouraging the nations to new alliances after every 
overthrow ; until at last, with the help of these allies — which it 
could not have effected unaided — destroying the power of the 
enemy by land as well as by sea, hurling him from his usurped 
throne, and consigning him to a distant rock in the midst of the 
Atlantic Ocean. I cannot find in any chapter of history, ancient 
or modem, events more stupendous than those which followed 
each other so rapidly from the year 1789 to the year 1815. 

But, in very truth, when the Kevolution began, it seemed to 
many as if a new day had dawned upon mankind. The repub- 
lican idea, which had prevailed in America, was to prevail in Eu- 
rope ; there it was professed by a scanty people, living for the 
most part on the seaboard of a great continent ; here it would 
be followed by the great nations of the world. The new re- 
public of France promised peacefully to step into the seat of 
authority ; the ministers acquiesced ; the king, cowed, made no 
resistance. Then, I say, such dreams of universal peace and 
love came to some men as had never before been possible since 
the shepherds heard the message of the angels. The world, was 
weary of war ; it seemed to those who looked into the causes of 
war that not the restlessness or injustice of peoples, but the am- 
bitions of kings, brought the miseries of war upon mankind. 
There was no end to their ambitions or to the wars. History is 
nothing but an account of one war after another ; towns are de- 
stroyed and burned; peaceful hoipesteads, smiling villages, 
populous countries are devastated ; men are nothing but war- 
riors, women nothing but the mothers of soldiers. Now — ^now 
— all would be changed. The French Kevolution had begun; 
the whole power was at last in the hands of the people. There 
was no more a king of France, but a king of the French people, 
who was nothing but 'a president-speakor of the nation. War 
should cease, and the reign of peace should begin, when the 
spear should be turned into a spade ^nd the sword to a plough- 
share. 

With such illusions as these did many of us indulge our souls. 
As chain after chain fell from the limbs of the French, so, we 
felt, would fall the chains from us. "VVe had — alas ! they still 
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remain — man j grieToos bnrdens to bear. Hiere was not then — 
there is not now — any tnie representation of the people; the 
boasted House of Commons had sank— it is still in that condition 
— to a house of younger sons and nominees; liberty of the 
presSy liberty of public meeting, liberty to combine — these were 
not then existent, and are not now. And we were dumb. Ton 
may look in vam through the whole of the last century for any 
voice from the people ; there was none ; you may see what they 
were like in the pictures of Hogarth ; but they speak not ; tiiey 
hare no voice ; all the laws seemed framed to keep them down ; 
to restrain them from the exercise of any power. What else 
but slavery is that when the men who work have no voice as to 
their wages, none as to the hours of their work, none as to the 
policy which restricts trade, proclaims wars, drives their sons to 
the battle like sheep to the shambles, keeps them ignorant, 
keeps them brutal ; and when their brutality or their ignorance 
drives them into crime, lashes tiiem with savage cruelty, and 
hangs them up by dozens on the shameful gallows-tree ! 

Tliese things I noted and observed, living among a rough and 
rude population. The daily sight of their rudeness and brutal- 
ity caused me to reflect, and made me ask why these thiugs 
should be. I still ask that question ; but no longer in hope — 
because the answer is always the same. Consider, they say, the 
French Revolution and what followed. Before you trust the 
people with power, contemplate the havoc that was wrought by 
a people when it had that power. 

These dreams were, of a truth, soon to be rudely shaken; 
these illusions were to be dispelled. Our faith in the Revolu- 
tion was only strengthened when the National Assembly changed 
the king^s title and called him king of the French ; we looked 
on unmoved when they confiscated the property of the church 
— ^was it not a papistical church * We remained steadfast in 
our fidth when the nobles began to emigrate — had our own 
nobles done the same we should not have lamented. It was 
after the massacre of August and September that our faith be- 
gan to waver ; after the revolutionary tribunal was set up ; when 
the reign of terror filled the whole world with horror ; when the 
people who now wielded, or seemed to wield, absolute power, 
exulted in murder and grew drunk with blood, and, like Aholibah, 
gloried in their abominations. They murdered the king — ^it was 
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a needless act, an act of blood and stupid revenge ; then they 
murdered the innocent unfortunate queen, after treatment too 
foul for the blacks of Dahomey, and after charges too terrible 
for the Spanish inquisition. And then they consigned the ten- 
der innocent child, the dauphin, to a monster who slowly tor- 
tured the reason out of his brain and the life out of his body. 
Alas ! — ^alas ! where were then our dreamers ? Who, in the face 
of such things as these, could lift up his shameful head and still 
demand the power for the people ? 

Yet some continued to hope. But when, after all the fine sen- 
timents proclaimed at first, there was left of their national liber- 
ties nothing at all ; when a tyrant sat upon the throne, and free- 
dom, in whose cause all these crimes had been committed, fied 
shrieking from Gallia's shores ; when the whole of Europe was 
overrun by Bonaparte's ambitious armies, what was the advocate 
of the people left to say ? 

It is now over; the cause of freedom was betrayed and 
trampled upon ; the empire is gone ; the glory of victory re- 
mains, I suppose, and the tears still fiow for the hundreds of 
thousands destroyed in pursuit of glory. The emperor is a cap- 
tive in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean, whence it is not likely 
that he will again escape ; the Bourbons are back again with the 
exiled nobles; everything has gone back again — to outward 
seeming. 

Yet not everything. The old privileges are gone ; the Revo- 
lution has left its mark ; the people who for a brief time en- 
joyed liberty of speech will not be deprived of it again ; there 
are many who read the signs of the times, and prophesy that 
another revolution will follow, and yet another, and that the rev- 
olutionary cause will advance by each step and take a firmer 
hold of the nation. When France has shown that her people 
can govern themselves without corruption, without lust of ambi- 
tion, with honor and dignity — when, in fact, the people show the 
possession of the virtues attributed, rightly or wrongly, to the aris- 
tocracy, then will the republican idea seize and possess all hearts. 

Who remembers now the preamble to the French Constitution 
of 1791 ? Is there any one who yet, after the roar and din of 
so many battlefields, cares to think of that peaceful document, 
full of humanity, burning with the love of liberty and equal 
rights? Bead it: 
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These are biare sentenceSy and they mn tnu. Alis ! tlie troth 
of these sentiiiients was only |NroTed bj the crimes which, in the 
minds of some, showed their ^dseness. Had the people been 
tnie to them, none of the crimes which disgrace the history of 
the Berolotion would hare been committed; no handle wonld 
hare been giren to those who blaspheme the sacred name of lib- 
erty. . There should haTe been another clause, to wit : 

"flfiUj. — ^Thal it is tlie duty oi ererr goTerwBCBft to profride edorstion 
for the diOdren, especisllT in the exercise of thooc povers od which 
depend the welfare 6t the eouitry and the seoeral happiness of the 
people." 

Sober people — those who Talne order abore all things, and 
look upon liberty in personal action as a first thing to be secured, 
so Ihat erery man may, unmolested, carry on his business — ^have 
been scared, and driren even from the discussion of these things 
and the history of the past twenty-fire years. If, they say, free- 
dom leads to such massacres, such wars, such destruction of life, 
let us, for our part, be contented with such freedom as we have, 
and let our rulers continue to remain what they are, a few fami- 
lies, instead of the whole nation. Let us hare no change, if 
change only brings more war, more massacres, more bankruptcy. 

Ererybody knows that the spirit of inquiry and doubt was 
not confined to the south of the channel ; it had long extended 
into this country — there was no subject, not even the foundation 
of faith, not even natural religion, which was not questioned and 
studied from its first beginnings by the philosophers of the last 
century, whose chief glory it will perhaps be to hare set free the 
brains of men. Yet, it may be asked, what philosophers conferred 
and disputed in the Precinct of St Katharine's by the Tower ? 
Truly, none — nor did I learn the doctrines which I afterwards 
held from any who were foand within the quarter. Nor did I 



8T. KATHERINE's BT THB TOWER. 119 

get any enconragement from my father, who entertained so great 
a respect for ranic and authority that he would not so much as 
sufEer the subject to be discussed in his presence. Nor did I 
receive any encouragement from my good friend and patron, the 
prebendary, who was also a great stickler for authority as by di- 
vine grace constituted, and for obedience as by divine law en- 
joined upon mankind. 

Tet it was mainly through this scholar and divine that I was 
led into these ways of thought. 

There are some boys who take as naturally to books as others 
do to ships and the sea. Such a boy was I ; and because at 
home we had few books, for my father read but little, I was for- 
ever prowling about to pick up, beg, borrow, or buy (when I had 
any money) books — books — and always more books. It is 
strange how sometimes, in the very lowest huts or cottages of 
Ditchside in the Precinct, I would find a book lying forgotten, 
for you may be sure that our people read nothing, and for the 
most part were unable to read. But this coming to the ears of 
the prebendary, he was so good as to admit me to his own libra- 
ry, where, among many tall folios of divinity and scholarship, he 
possessed a good collection of our noblest English writers. Here 
I made the acquaintance of Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, Spenser, 
and the great men of that time. Also, of a later time, Dryden, 
Addison, Swift, Pope, Johnson, and Goldsmith. The reading of 
poetry predisposes the heart to generous thoughts ; it teaches a 
young man what is noble in mankind ; it opens his mind to the 
reception of great hopes and unselfish ambitions. Never again 
can a man feel that rapture of spirit which falls upon a boy 
when, in the dusty atmosphere of a library, while the motes 
dance as the sun pours through the windows upon the leather 
backs of the books, while outside the carts rumble up and down 
the street, he sits alone among the books, poring over a volume 
of poetry. Then the gates of heaven lie open for him to gaze 
within ; nay, heaven itself is close to him, within his reach, 
and ready for the whole world should they but choose to step 
within. 

This library was in the Rectory of St. Benet, Walbrook — a 
large wainscoted room — ^but the walls were covered with books, 
so that they were hidden. Here I sat day after day, whenever 
I could get a few hours to myself. Other nourishment I found 
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there besides poetry — namely, histories,, essays, both of argu- 
ment and reasoning. One day I found — surely the hand of 
Providence guided me to the place — Milton's " Essays on the 
Liberty of the Press." Who that has read and considered those 
most noble words can fail to apply them to all kinds of liberty ? 
What does he say ? " Though all the winds of doctrine were let 
loose to play upon the earth, so Truth be in the field, we do in- 
juriously to misdoubt her strength. Let her and falsehood 
grapple ; whoever knew Truth put to scorn in a free and open 
encounter ?" 

And again, before this passage, remember that noble flight : 
'' Lords and Commons of England ! Consider what nation it is 
whereof ye are, and whereof ye are the governors ; a nation not 
slow and dull, but of a quick, ingenious, and piercing spirit ; 
acute to invent, subtle and sinewy to discourse, not beneath the 
reach of any point that human capacity can soar to. • . . . 
Methinks I see in my mind a noble and puissant nation rousing 
herself like a strong man after sleep, and shaking her invincible 
locks." And the rest of it. This great and mighty appeal fell 
upon my heart till I knew every word of it. And in all that 
followed I, too, seemed to see a noble and puissant nation rous- 
ing herself, and shaking her invincible locks. I, who had not 
the words of Milton, longed to be the meanest of those who 
lifted that nation to its throne. 

Then I took stronger meat still ; and, with the approbation of 
the rector, I read Locke's two "Treatises on Government," the 
" Leviathan " of Hobbes, and the miscellaneous works of Boling- 
broke, all of which gave me much food for reflection, and took 
a long time, because I am now speaking of the work of several 
years. And presently, but now without the advice or sanction 
of my guide, I read the " Social Contract " of Rousseau, done 
into English ; Voltaire's " Letters on the English People,'^ also 
done into our own tongue ; Price on " Civil Liberty ;" Paine's 
" Rights of Man ;" and Joel Barton's " Address to the Privileged 
Classes ;" and many others of a like character whose names I 
have now forgotten. And I read, partly with shame, partly with 
admiration, how the American colonists achieved their inde- 
pendence. And by this time, as may be understood, I very well 
knew that our boasted English liberties, of which we talk so 
much, harbor and cover almost as many grievances as any of the 
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Continental governments, and that an Englishman of the lower 
class is treated with almost as much oppression, and is almost 
as much a slave, as Frenchman, or German, or Muscovite. 

Such a young man reading such books, and thinking on ^uch 
subjects secretly, quickly acquires certain doctrines or maxims. 
Such, for instance, as that one man without his clothes is as 
good as another in the same condition. This, to a young man, 
seems one of those pithy sayings which mean much more than 
they say, and suggest many things. 

But the young man too often forgets that there are clothes of 
the soul as well as of the body. The soul puts on the raiment 
of education, manners, honor — in short, the whole armor of 
righteousness — a thing hardly to be attained by the ignorant 
kind. Again, if he lives, as I did, among a very rude and rough 
people, he notes their brutality daily, but he also notes certain 
virtues which are commonly found among that people, as char- 
ity, generosity, and courage. So he comes to believe that they 
have other virtues ; then he is filled with pity and indignation 
in their behalf ; he attributes their brutality to the condition in 
which they are forced to live : because they have no liberty at 
all, no share or voice in the government, no education, no right 
or power to unite among themselves for their own interest and 
advancement; because they must work, obey, or be flogged. 
Therefore he thinks they must of necessity become brutal, 
drunken, and profligate. Give them a share in the government, 
and they will at once assume all the virtues which at present 
they lack. And a young man, I say, falls easily into this belief ; 
he is consumed with the ardent desire to set all wrongs right, to 
make all men equal, to make injustice impossible ; and, in his 
generous ardor, he fondly believes that all hearts will leap for 
joy at the prospect of equity and justice for all. 

Those who desire everything to be immediately and hence- 
forth forever administered on the principles of divine justice 
and universal honesty (which is to desire the kingdom of heaven) 
forget always that there must be two parties to every transaction. 
It is not, in fact, enough for the philosopher to take the power 
from king and nobles because it is unreasonable for them to hold 
it and to keep it ; he must also take care that the hands into 
which he commits that power should be wise in using it, strong 
in keeping it, just and merciful in administering it ; else might 
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the old nnchmaj, ordered with the wisdoB of expenence, 
pcore hat b^ter, ahbongh covtnrj to reasoa. Im other words^ 
I do DOW parceiTe thai reiBMm and a^imient are not eTerything, 
and that hmnaiiitj maj* be mled wiseh-, erot akhough unreason- 
ablj. 

It IS qohe certain that the IV^^h nation were neither wise 
nor just nor mereifoL The j ptored themsehres whd^ unfit to 
exocise the powo- aboohite — thej plajed with it as a scho<^ 
boj j^js with a bag of gunpowder ; the j destrojed themselres 
with it as the schoolboj blows hinwptf npv setting l^ht to the 
powder ; the j threw it awaj and kst it ; they behaTed exactly 
as their great-grandfithers had done — they gare it into the 
hands of a soldier to keep for them. We know what use he 
made of it. Nothing can be mote true than the pdnc^iles hud 
down in the Constitution of 1T91, but before they were put in 
practiee it ought to hare been ptoTed that the pe<^)le were no 
longer schoolboys, inc^iable of being traced with a bag of 
powder, but arrired aheady at manhood — instructed, respon- 
siUcy ready to work together for the genoal good, fuDy pos- 
sessed of conscience and the fear of God. 

In this manner, then, mored by their <^iinion8, did I — the 
son of one who regarded the BeTolution from the outset with 
horror, who c<Hisidered that the only hope far a naticui was in 
that obedience of the people to authority — adTance step by step 
tin I had bec<Mne secretary of a chiK which existed f w nothing 
in the world but to promote reTolution. As for €re<»ge, he 
knew nothing of these things^ He was no rerohitionary ; he 
nerer came to the dub but on c»ie important nighk I am not 
guilty of dragging him into the guHt of high treason, because 
he came not with me, but with another. 

T\lken I was serenteen years of Mgey it became necessary to 
consider my |Nrof ession. First, there seemed no HkeHhood of 
obtaining one of the posts attached to the hosfntal, of whi^ 
there are not many. Secondly, I had no calling to the sacred 
office of minister in the church ; therefore it was useless to con- 
nder the umrersities. And I had no such lore of law or medi- 
cine as to make me wish to enter either of these {rnxfessioiis. 
IVuth to say, I had in me little ambition. It seemed to me the 
hj4>piest lot to sail my bark in smooth backwaters— out of the 
greater dangers, if not quite out of the way of temptalioiL Uie 
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arena attracted me not : I neither cared to contemplate the fight 
of the gladiator nor to take part in it. Therefore 4t was with 
great joy that I received, through the influence and interest of 
the master of the hospital, the Hon. Colonel Digby, an appoint- 
ment as one of the clerks in the Admiralty, at Somerset House. 
Unless one is very lucky so as to have a friend at court, one has 
to buy such an appointment, and it costs from three to five hun- 
dred pounds. Once appointed, though the salary is small, there 
are many advantages. For the work is light : there is no dis- 
missal at the caprice of a Jack-in-oj£ce ; and in some depart- 
ments, where there are perquisites (sometimes called bribes), it 
is reckoned that the post of senior clerk is as good as that of 
purser of a first-rate, without the disagreeable necessity of going 
to sea or into action. 

I had, therefore, to be at my desk in Somerset House every 
day. This circumstance also advanced me in the path which 
was leading me (and others with me) to destruction. In this 
way. On my return I fell into the custom of repairing to one 
of the numerous coffee-houses and taverns which abound in 
Fleet Street, Ludgate Hill, Cheapside, and other places of resort, 
there to sit and listen, or perhaps join in the conversation, which 
was now universally directed to the important events daily re- 
ported from France. From the moment when the Third Estate 
constituted themselves a National Assembly there were two par- 
ties in every coffee-room — ^those who approved of the step and 
those who were against it The events which followed (all in 
the same year of 1789), while it narrowed the former party, also 
deepened the difference of opinion, and caused the debates of 
rival politicians to rage more furiously. The friends of the 
British Constitution could not, for instance, look on without 
expressions of dissent, while the property of the church was 
confiscated, and while the nobles began to emigrate by thou- 
sands. Why, before the middle of the year 1792 there were 
forty thousand emigrSs in England, most of them in London. 
Many of these were the bishops and priests, most were nobles ; 
some were of lower class who came over, I know not why. 
They lived in great poverty, even the greatest lords, who had 
been formerly so rich and magnificent. Some taught French, 
some dancing, some drawing. Some played the violin at the 
theatres ; some became cooks, some barbers. All were so many 
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witnesses of the popular fury; all called out aloud upon the 
crimes of a nation ruled by its common people. Religion, or- 
der, authority, faith — all alike, these exiles declared — were 
trodden under foot and despised. As for the events which 
followed immediately, they were such as to alienate from the 
cause all but those who believed devotedly that these things 
were but deplorable accidents, and that the better sense of the 
people would prevail. 

In the coffee-house I presently discovered that a man's occu- 
pation has a great deal more to do with his political opinions 
than his sense of justice ; I now believe that the sense of jus- 
tice, which is a natural instinct in savage man, may be blunted, 
and even killed, in a more polite age. I mean that when the 
restoration of justice would cause a diminution of wealth, there 
are few men who desire or would consent to it. This is a lesson 
which one learns by degrees. 

For example : at the Cock, the Mitre, and the Rainbow, houses 
of resort for the templars and the lawyers of Lincoln's Inn, I 
found everywhere great eagerness to discuss, and to dispute 
whatever subject was discussed. And, on the principles of na- 
tional freedom, I found among the gentlemen of the robe readi- 
ness to acknowledge willingly what could be proved by argument 
and reason. As to the application of principles to actual prac- 
tice, as by the restoration to the whole people of an equal share 
in the government, then, if you please, with one consent they 
drew back. What? Cut the very ground from under their 
feet? Why, the people would have swift justice, open to all, 
with no delays, no chicanery, and at no expense. What would 
be the lawyers if the people had their way ? 

" Sir," said the lawyers, with one consent, " we live by this 
existing state of things. Destroy that, and yon destroy us. 
Doubtless you are quite right, but yet we will have nothing to 
do with you." 

Again, if you went into the taverns lower down the street^ 
where the tradesmen mostly congregate, there was never ob- 
served the least tenderness towards one who professed the 
principles of the Revolution. Such a one was regarded as a 
dangerous traitor, a subverter, one who would destroy order 
and cripple trade. All believed firmly that the crimes of France 
would be repeated on English soil. With them the rule of the 
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people meant the lawlessness of the mob, and the merchants 
believed that the Gordon Riots, when the mob held the town 
for two days, would be but a flea-bite compared with the condi- 
tion of things should we imitate the French. In short, I now 
understand that those who favored French principles, and would 
have put them into practice, consisted of a handful, though a 
noisy handful, of fanatical men, mostly young, together with a 
great body of the better class of workingmen, who had begun 
to think before they had been provided with the elements of 
knowledge. 

" Selfishness," said my friends, " with the rich is more pow- 
erful than the sense of justice." It certainly is ; yet we made 
the greatest of all mistakes when we fondly imagined that those 
virtues which are feeble, even altogether lacking, in men of sub- 
stance, education, and urbanity, must necessarily be conspicuous 
in those of ignorance, rudeness, and poverty. While I was thus 
drifting, as it were, along a current leading me into the perilous 
waters of conspiracy, an accident occurred which greatly accel- 
erated my progress. Among the thousands of imigris and ex- 
iles who crowded over during the first year was one named the 
Marquis de Eosnay, who came — why, I know not — ^to live in 
the Precinct. He was very poor, but his pride equalled his 
poverty. He had with him two servants (a mati and his wife), 
both old. He was himself old — past seventy years of age — he 
had lived in England many years before the Revolution. I be- 
lieve he had even been Ambassador at the court of St. James's ; 
he spoke English clearly, if not fluently. As for his old friends, 
of whom he must have had many, for he spoke familiarly of the 
court of George the Second, and of the great men of that time, 
he would not seek out any. He lived in this remote and ob- 
scure part of London in order to be concealed from their pity 
or their charity. A small house belonging to the hospital — 
'twas in St. Katherine's Square — sujflSced for him and his hum- 
ble retinue, and on what private resources he lived I cannot 
say. 

He was a beautiful old gentleman to look at, not tall but up- 
right still, not as yet bowed by his weight of years. He looked 
always as if he had that moment left the hands of his valet and 
his perruquier ; his linen and his lace were of the whitest ; his 
coat and waistcoat the most spotless ; his face always calm, no- 
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ble, and dignified. One coald never at any time, and whatever 
the conversation, observe in him the least impatience or anger 
at the reverse of fortune which had transferred him from a 
great palace in the country to a little house in St. Eatherine^s. 
He preserved the grand manner in this retreat, and conversed 
with me as if he were still the ambassador and I a young gen- 
tleman in whom he took a kindly interest. Tet, although his 
appearance and bearing were such that no one could presume 
upon the least liberty, his voice and his speech were as gentle 
and as sweet as those of any girL 

He found me out ; he made me talk to him ; he drew me on 
gently, little by little, until I spoke freely of myself, my read- 
ing, and my opinions ; he received my confidences with patience 
— never could I speak to any one so freely as to the marquis ; 
he encouraged me. 

To this day I have never been able to learn what opinions he 
really held. Once he said to me : " Young man, it is fifty years 
and more since I first heard discussions on these subjects which 
now interest you and the whole world — so deeply. I have 
at tables where Voltaire, Diderot, D'Alembert, even your Bo- 
lingbroke, freely considered the sovereignty of the people, 
have lived to see these ideas put in practice across the ocean^ 
I have expected, a long time, to see it prevail in France, wher^^*:«re 
there is more respect paid to reason and the art of logic than^. 
perhaps, in Great Britain. It is interesting to have seen th( 
ideas of one's youth actually carried out by my own people. 
If I was not so old that instruction comes too late it would 
useful for me to observe the things which naturally follow whei 
the people have assumed the sovereignty. As a natural result 
I am here, and my estates — where are they ?" He shrugged 
shoulders and took a pinch of snufL " You do well, young mai 
to think of these things. If, as seems likely" — ^it was whea 
Flanders was first overrun by the republican troops — "thes^ 
principles are to be forced upon the world at the point of th*- 
bayonet, you who have mastered the subject may rise to gn 
distinction. The Kevolution has begun with the gambols of 
child not yet able to restrain himself. It will settle down. T' 
what? A dictatorship? A republic of the Boman kind? 
pure democracy? I watch and wait. The people will h&v^^^ 
leaders. Talk what you please of equal governments : that 
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the people will be a government by their leaders and their idols 
of the moment. Is that, too, then, an illusion ? Perhaps ; from 
one illusion to another, and then back again — as you English 
\¥hip your criminals — so mankind are led. Learn to profit by 
the illusion of others. Lead, unless you wish to be driven. 
XJnder the most equal form of government, unless you wish to 
Jje governed, be yourself the king." 

With such language did the marquis lead me on. How I 
came to join, at last, the club where you have already seen me 
xnatters not ; it was then a necessary step, in the progress of a 
xevolutionary, that he should join a club. 

What was my astonishment when, after I had taken the oath 
of secrecy and had my eyes unbound, I saw seated at the table 
"vith the company none other than the old marquis himself, the 
^ctim and natural enemy of revolution, and our schoolmaster 
^nd organist, Kichard Archer ! 

" You are one of us now," said the latter ; " I have long wait- 
ed for your coming. You have been watched. Ha! Let us have 
s little patience, and then — ^then — " He set his teeth and caught 
liis breath, hissing. Had what he hoped come to pass, I believe 
tihat there would have been no monster of Kobespierre's party 
xnore bloodthirsty and more relentless than Richard Archer. " We 
are organized ; we are thousands strong ; we shall rise over the 
iirhole country a]b once. Man alive ! There will be such things 
in London as these rich and greasy citizens have never so much 
<as imagined, when Wapping and Shad well and the Precinct pour 
their armies of emancipated slaves into Threadneedle Street and 
Cheapside." 

" It is pleasing," said the marquis, with great sweetness, " to 
sit in the company of this Sublime Society of Snugs, of whom I 
am one — I have become a Snug"^he looked round here with a 
smile — "and to hear from their lips the doctrines which were 
formerly the secret possession of nobles and philosophers. There 
has been a general diffusion of principles ; the world has become 
a creature who reasons. I recognize my masters, and watch 
them with interest. In Paris I was compelled to fly from them. 
This ardent youth " — ^he laid his hand upon Archer's shoulder — 
'* pants to become a Danton, or a Marat, or a Robespierre. Per- 
haps he will ; it is quite possible. When you sit in the church 
to-morrow, Nevill, you will hear behind the hymn-tune the air 
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of ^a ira. If yoa pass the school, you may fancy that the mas- 
ter is teaching the innocent children the ^ Rights of Man.' You 
yourself, my young friend, will never be a Marat. You may, 
however, aspire to become a Bailly or a Lafayette. Here, you 
see, I watch and study my masters." 

The societies which then grew up like mushrooms in every 
town, whether they called themselves the Friends of the People, 
or the Corresponding Society, or the Constitutional Society, or 
the Association for Disseminating Political Knowledge, or any- 
thing else, were neither more nor less than revolutionary socie- 
ties. The addresses which were ordered and circulated every- 
where by these societies, though they claimed no more than a 
reformed Parliament, were revolutionary, because the authors of 
the address knew well, from the history of the National Assem- 
bly, what would follow such a reform. What but a revolutionary 
spirit could have dictated the following passage contained in the 
address of the Constitutional Society to the Jacobin Club in Paris ? 

'^ In contemplating the political condition of nations, we can- 
not conceive a more diabolical system of government than that 
which has been generally practised over the world to feed the 
avarice and to gratify the wickedness of ambition ; the frater- 
nity of the human race has been destroyed, as if the several na- 
tions of the earth had been created by rival gods. As if one 
can now realize the objection that there was never a time when 
there was any fraternity of the human race !" 

So widely spread were these sentiments, so numerous were 
these societies, so general was the discontent of the people, that 
I am astonished when I think about 4;his time that the uprising, 
which we expected and looked for daily, never took place, greatly 
to the disappointment of our French friends, who most confi- 
dently counted upon it. I know that the various societies in 
London, such as the Friends of the People, meeting at Freema-, 
sons' Tavern, the London Corresponding Society, of Exeter 
'Change, and the Three Tuns, Borough, were prepared for such a. 
rising of the English people. That there was none was averted, 
I am convinced, by the national horror at the Revolutionary Tri- 
bunal, the Reign of Terror, and the trial and execution of the 
queen. All sober men withdrew ; reason and logic hid their heads. 
It was felt that such evils as we groaned under were far more 
tolerable than the reign of Robespierre and his miscreant crew. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

THE CHURCH SERVICE. 

You hare now learned in what perilous waters we were all 
embarked. Sylvia, poor child, distraught and sick to death; 
George lying, also, under the visitation of Heaven (unless the 
wise woman was right, and he was under the influence of evil 
eye and evil heart), and in that despairing frame of mind which 
lays a man open to any kind of danger ; I myself, my own parents 
being entirely ignorant of the thing, an active member of a rev- 
olutionary club, of which the schoolmaster of St. E^atherine's 
(the society being ignorant of this) was the leading spirit. In 
all that followed afterwards, it may be fairly argued that all was 
brought upon me, if not upon G^eorge, by our own headstrong 
folly. What had I to do with the upsetting of the British Con- 
stitution ? Yet, looking back, I perceive how I was, little by 
little — first by reading, then by meditating, lastly by discourse 
and argument — carried into a current which, gentle at first and 
imperceptible, soon grew into a flowing tide, irresistible for my 
frail bark. 

You who have read so far may look around and witness the 
gathering of the threatening force irresistible. As yet, how- 
ever, you have seen only the gathering, or the threatening, of 
the storm. In the horizon gleam the lightnings; around us 
grumble the distant thunders; black are the clouds which al- 
ready hide the sun and roll up threatening from the edge of the 
waters ; it blows chill, the sea rises, the bark rocks and rolls, 
the masts creak, and the cordage strains ; the sailors look about 
them with apprehensive eyes. Lord grant the ship prove tight, 
and give plenty of sea-room. Even now the storm is bursting 
upon us, and that with such fury that I wonder how we lived 
through it. Yet we were spared. Buffeted and beaten by wave 
and wind we were, truly, and in danger of our lives, yet we 
reached the port at last. 

It was Sunday morning, the Sunday after George made his 
9 
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UDfortanate attempt to learn the truth from Sylvia's own lips — 
the trath, indeed, he got, but not the reasons. We were all in 
church, except that poor child herself. 

The pews in the nave — painted red, to imitate mahogany — 
were newly constructed in the year 1778, when the church was 
also newly paved. They are arranged on either side of a middle 
aisle. There is a cross aisle in which stands the pulpit. Ser- 
vice is held in the nave, but the carved wooden doors to the 
screen which separates the choir are always wide open, so that 
those who sit in them can see into that part of the building. 
As soon as I was big enough to see over the top of the pew, it 
had always been my delight and occupation, during the service, 
to gaze through these doors upon the monuments carved with 
hundreds of niches for statues, coats-of-arms, cherubims, flow- 
ers, and all kinds of devices ; upon the stalls, lofty, carved with- 
in and without ; upon the altar-screen, also carved, the figures 
on the monuments, the tablets on the walls, and the great east 
window with its glorious Katherine wheel above, through which 
the sun would still be shining at the first part of morning ser- 
vice, falling upon the carved work, and making it look as if it 
were made of red gold. I can never read certain parts of the 
Book of Revelation without thinking of the cho^t of St. Kath- 
erine's with the sun shining into it in the morning. 

As for the stalls, we used, as children, to number and name 
them. All had their seats curiously carved beneath; and all 
were different. These carvings we associated with the occupant 
of the stall. This one, for instance, carved with a lion and a 
bird, was for the master ; this, with boys and birds, for the sen- 
ior brother ; this, with a hawk and dove, for the next brother ; 
the pelicans denoted the senior sister's stall ; the angel with a 
bagpipe we assigned to the commissary ; that of the devil with 
long ears, carrying two heads, was for the high bailiff, and so on. 
It was always, I say, my delight as a boy, on the Sunday morn- 
ing, while the sermon, which I could not understand, rolled over 
my head and echoed in the roof, to gaze through these doors 
upon the beautiful structure of the choir, with its lofty clustered 
pillars, its roof of open timbers, its splendid great east window, 
and the monuments, rich and noble, which stand against its 
walls. I have always pitied the unfortunate children who are 
taken to mean and ugly chapels or churches where there is noth- 
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ing that can lielp the soul to rise oat of its earthly tabernacle. 
Where high arches are reared to support a magnificent roof of 
timber- work, where the windows are built with curious and beau- 
tiful tracery, where the walls are old and covered with monu- 
ments, where the organ rolls along the aisles and echoes in the 
roof, there the soul is surely attuned to higher flights, is surely 
open to the influences of prayer and praise. 

I am now well aware that this church, beautiful as it is, was 
formerly still more beautiful. The hand of man has done much 
to deface the work of an architect who was, if we may so speak, 
inspired of Heaven. Surely men are inspired at different times 
in different ways. When the people had no learning, their teach- 
ers were inspired to build these noble churches, by which they 
were admonished of things greater and mdre wonderful than 
they could understand. At a later time, when men began to 
read, great poets were inspired — as Milton and Shakespeare. 
At another time, when men had begun to examine the wonders 
of nature and the creation, they were inspired to make great 
discoveries. Always, in every age, something to maintain man's 
faith. As for the choir, however, there were formerly side-win- 
dows, which are now bricked up. Some day, perhaps, we shall 
take out those^ bricks, and restore the windows as they were. 
Then the choir will be full of light, as it should be. And for- 
merly there was painted glass in every window, so that the light 
was of many colors, and the church was splendid with its blaze 
of colors. When that day of restoration comes, they will also, I 
am sure, take away the present mean and unseemly pews which 
now cover the nave, and replace them with others of more suit- 
able material and better work. In many of the churches in the 
city a noble example has been set of precious carving devoted 
to the sanctuary. They will also, at the same time, most cer- 
tainly throw open again the great west window, now partly 
blocked uj) by brick-work, to allow of the school being built out- 
side, and partly hidden by the organ-loft and organ. But all 
these blemishes together cannot destroy the beauty of the ven- 
erable church. 

The monuments in the church I know by heart, with all the 
legends and epitaphs, of which there are so many. The most 
splendid is that to the memory of John Holland, Duke of Exe- 
ter, and of his two wives, Anne and Constance. The figures of 
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tiEesn^ CiBEtiSiffT. T^ £?vxuid QA which OQBT footstsps rest is aU 
k^sBssi d:s2«&. TW Pkecii&ct is a poidr [vbee now« bnt great and 
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illastrious people lie buried here — ^infant princes, noble ladies, 
great men — here, for instance, lies the granddaughter of Sir 
Julias Csesar, Joanne Rampayn : 

"• Dying, she did a son bequeath. 
In whom she lives in spite of death. 
Thus when the old phoenix sweetly dies 
The new doth from her ashes rise. 
Her husband's love this monument rears^ 
Her sister writes these words with tears." 

Her sister was Lady Anna Poyntz. Husband, sister, son — 
where are they all now ? 

Or there was the monument of Robert Beadle, who was a 
citizen of London, a Freemason, and master -gunner of the 
Tower : 

**He now rests quiet, in his grave secure, 
Where still the noise of guns he can endure ; 
His martial soul is doubtless now at rest. 
Who in his lifetime was so oft opprest 
With cares and tears and strange cross acts of late, 
fiut now is happy and in glorious state.** 

What " strange cross acts " were those which disturbed the 
peace of this worthy master-gunner ? 

And there were the tomb and epitaph of Hannah Lorrymer — 
perhaps an ancestress of the prebendary. She was seventy-nine 
years of age : 

** March with his wind hath struck a cedar tall, 
And weeping April mourns the cedar's fall ; 
May now intends no beauteous flowers to bring, 
Because he has lost the flowers of the spring." 

We live in a polite age. It is indeed a mark of urbanity when 
the death of an old gentlewoman of seventy-nine is represented 
as the loss of the flowers of spring. There are many more 
monuments in this church ; it is enough to speak of these. 

"The place, indeed," said the prebendary, "is a veritable 
Campo Santo. It is more ; it is to that part of London, as yet 
unbuilt, outside the city boundary on the east what Westminster 
Abbey is to the part lying west of Temple Bar. It is an an- 
cient and venerable cathedral, with its college of brothers and 
sisters, its rich foundation, its schools and almshouses, waiting 
for the growth of that new London, which at present lies along 
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the river-bank. Yet a few years shall pass, then from Aldgate 
to Bow, from Wapping and Poplar to Hackneys, where now are 
scattered hooses and rural hamlets, there may arise a great city, 
more populous than Westminster — as busy as the city itself. 
Then shall St. Eatherine's become what, in the wisdom of the 
Lord, who inspired its foundation, it was intended to be — the 
centre and foundation of spiritual blessing to the new city. For 
the present the hospital sleeps. We are unprofitable save to the 
little Precinct itself ; our brothers and sisters do not reside ; we 
own but little duty ; we do but little work. Let us possess our 
souls in patience ; we shall pass away, but the hospital will re- 
main. Soon or late the munificence of our two queens shall 
blossom again in such a way, and with such profusion of fruit, 
as they little expected or hoped." 

Our congregation is small ; out of the two thousand five hun- 
dred people, or thereabouts, who live in the Precinct, not more 
than a hundred come to church. The rest lead godless lives.^^ 
For our people there is no excuse, because there has always beei 
this church in their midst. Those who live lower down th( 
river may plead that it is only of late years that churches Jbavc 
been erected for them ; namely, in RatclifEe Highway, at Shad 
well, Limehouse, and Wapping. As yet only the better sort ari 
found within the walls of these churches — ^those who own thi 
ropewalks, those who are m^ter-boatbuilders, mastmakers, sail 
makers, and the like. The common people — ^the sailors, and th 
folk who live upon them — stay outside. Nay, who would ej 
pect within the walls of a church the keepers of the mughousc 
and the taverns, the crimps of Wapping, the flaunting queans 
RatclifEe, inside a church ? The service is not for them ; it is 
those who put on a clean shirt on Sunday, and have a best cosr^ 
and come with their beards shaven and their hair brushed — e: 
temally as clean as inwardly they pray to be. To this commo^:=^^^fl 
sort Sunday is only a day on which they do no work — Sabbat! 
keepers are they, therefore, every one. They go to church bi 
three times in their lives — when they are baptized, when th( 
are married, and when they are buried. For the rest of th( 
lives Sunday is a holiday, when they can lie in bed all the moi 
ing and drink for the rest of the day. After such a life, wh 
can be the end ? This is a question which one asks in fear ar^</ 
trembling. Nor can any man find an answer. 
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On the north side of the church, near the middle, stands the 
noble pulpit given by Sir Julius Caesar when he was master, in the 
time of James the First. It is the finest pulpit, I believe, in the 
country, made of wood, richly and finely carved with represen- 
tations, as I always thought, of the Temple. Under the panels 
is written :. " Ezra the scribe stood upon the pulpit of wood 
which was made for the preachin. — Neh. viii., 4." 

Our own pew, as I have said, was in the front, at the inter- 
section of the cross, so that one could plainly look through the 
wide open doors of the screen into the choir. On the other side 
of the aisle was the lieutenant's pew, and here, this day, he sat 
with Sister Katherine and George. On Sunday he went about, 
dressed in his uniform, the king's scarlet showing very fine in 
the dark church. As for George, he had now put oflE the blue 
coat and the brass buttons, which showed his profession and his 
rank in the merchant service, and had assumed the sober brown 
which suits the substantial owner of a dock at Rotherhithe. But 
in his face there was no joy at his advancement. With hang- 
ing head he stood up for the reading of the Psalms ; his voice 
was silent when the hymn was singing ; he looked not about the 
church, as was his wont ; he showed no sign of any attention at 
all to what was said or sung, in prayer or in praise. Yet, in the 
bearing of soldier and sailor alike in church, there is something 
which marks their profession. When hands are piped for 
prayer they fall in, orderly and respectful. The church service 
is a part of discipline. To the end of his days the old sailor — 
unless he goes to live in Wapping or Shadwell, where he may 
easily fall into evil courses — continues to attend his church, and 
sits the service through with motionless face and rigid limbs. 
Your landsman, if he come to church at all — a thing not un- 
common in our parts — will still be betrayed, by his fidgeting, 
his restless eyes, his frequent hem, an impatience for the con- 
clusion, which on board ship might produce consequences of a 
disagreeable kind. 

The sermon was preached by Dr. Lorrymer. He took for his 
text that verse of St. Luke's gospel which asks whether those on 
whom the tower fell were sinners above their brethren. When 
he spoke of the innocent struck with the guilty, when he pointed 
out that the most god-fearing may be confounded with the most 
wicked in one common destruction, when he showed how the 
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innocent children perish with their guilty parents, how the pes- 
tilence strikes down with impartial hand the good as well as the 
bad ; how in battle the just man falls beside the unjust, the brave 
and the coward are both struck by the cannon-ball — it was clear 
that his mind was running upon the affliction of our household, 
the strange and mysterious suffering of an innocent girl. He 
pointed out, further, that the hope of the Christian is not for 
anything earthly — either for love, or for honor, or for place, or 
for bodily health, in all of which he takes his lot with the un- 
righteous — but for the things beyond, so that, though this is a 
hard saying, he should ask for nothing in the world save such 
things as are helpful in spiritual progress. He owned that it is 
given to few indeed thus to abandon the world ; he said that if 
all together agreed so to dispose things temporal, society would 
fall to pieces ; there would be no longer king, lords, or com- 
mons ; there would be no trading, no wars, no manufactures, no 
wealth, no property ; none would be above another ; nay, there 
would be no giving in marriage, and the human race in less than 
a hundred years would come to an untimely end before any of 
the great questions and problems of human society had been 
solved, and before the secrets of nature had been haJf explored. 
We must not expect to desire, he said, such extremities of faith ; 
but the contemplation of such things should console us in all 
times of affliction, especially when those who were nearest to us, 
and those who were the most innocent, were struck. He then 
instanced the case of Job, which he treated as a divine allegory 
rather than as a true history. So he proceeded with a discourse 
full of wisdom and consolation, and delivered most movingly as 
from the depths of his own heart, or if he was reasoning with 
himself as well as with us — a thing which I have found in all 
speeches or sermons which greatly affect the hearer — and com- 
forting himself in the trouble which had fallen upon him as well 
as upon us. He concluded with the words from that same book 
— " Touching the Almighty, we cannot find him out ; he is ex- 
cellent in power and in judgment, and in plenty of justice." 
When the sermon was over and the concluding prayers, the 
organ began to roll. Now, after such a discourse, one would 
have expected soft and gracious music, such as would fill the 
soul, already softened by a wise man's words, with consolation 
and trust. But no— Richard Archer began to play a loud and 
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tumultaoas strain ; the rolKng of his thander echoed in the lofty 
roof ; the chords threatened ; they fell apon the ear, I say, like 
loud threats and prophecies. " Woe ! Woe ! Woe !" they cried. 
" More sorrow, much more trouble !" 

At the church-door George plucked me by the sleeve. The 
rest passed on, and we stood together under the porch after the 
congregation had dispersed. 

" I feel," he whispered, " as if I were going mad. All through 
the service I have been longing to spring out of my seat and 
shout. What the devil is that man playing ? — It sets my brain 
on fire." 

**It is the music for some scene of wrath and retribution. 
Patience, George. The music matters nothing." 

" No— no — it is not the music. As if music would drive a 
man mad! No — no — it is not the music. Yet — ^good heav- 
ens !" he started. " What is that ?" 

For thd organist ceased suddenly with such a crash of thun- 
der, such a wild, terrific roar and blare of the deep music, that 
it seemed as if the Seven Seals were opened. 

Then a sudden silence, such a silence as precedes some great 
thing. 

We heard him in the loft above shutting the organ, and 
descending the stairs of the loft. 

He came out and saw us standing together. For a moment 
he did not speak. Then he stepped forward with a smile upon 
his lip. So smiled Judas when — 

•* It is surely George Bayssallance," he said. " It is long since 
I saw you last." He held out his hand in friendliness, but in 
his bright, keen eyes there was more curiosity than kindness. 

Why did he peer into George's face so keenly ? Why did 
he hold his Jiand ? Of old there had been no shaking of hands 
between them, but rather banging of heads with fists. 

" I had heard that you were returned in safety. I offer my 
congratulations. And that you had inherited a noble property. 
Again — " 

" Why," said George, suddenly waking into a friendliness as 
astonishing as it was hearty. " Why, it is Dick Archer, surely 
— old Dick — shake hands, Dick, shake hands. I think I have 
never seen you since we used to fight among the graves behind 
the church." 
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They shook hands heartily and langhed. ' But still Richard 
Archer kept his eyes on George's. 

" Ay," said George, exactly as if he were answering a ques- 
tion (but none had been put). *^ It is so, Dick. It blows a 
gale, and I know not what course to steer." 

The other man said nothing, still looking him in the face. 

" You are right, Dick," George went on. " You are right. 
'Tis a love-story, and a mighty bad one, too." 

" Come with me," said Archer. 

George followed, without a word. They walked away to- 
gether, leaving me alone in the porch. I watched them. They 
walked across the court to Archer's house, where they entered, 
and the door was shut behind them. They left me, I say, alone, 
and in a dream. Why should George shake hands with the man 
so much lower than himself in rank — ^the son of a woman who 
was first a washerwoman and next a seamstress ; whose father 
no one knew ; a man whom he had always hated and avoided, 
except when he had to fight him? Why should he suddenly 
become friendly, and even confidential? I went home full of 
sad forebodings, yet I knew not why. My soul was disquieted 
within me. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE FAMILY COUNCIL. 



And now, our sick girl growing daily weaker, with no im- 
provement in her mental or in her bodily condition, it was 
resolved to call upon George if he would go away — on a voy- 
age, perhaps, or somewhere by land — anywhere, so that he 
removed his presence. This, you remember, was the advice of 
Dr. Lorrymer. And, in order to give as much solemnity as 
possible to this invitation or request, it was resolved that George 
should be summoned to a meeting of council of the hospital 
itself, held in no other place than the chapter-house itself. 

The chapter house is one of two rooms, standing on the north 
side of the church ; and entered by a door close to the Duke of 
Exeter's monument. The other room is called the court room. 
In them are kept the muniments, ancient records, and archives 
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of the Foundation. Both rooms are wainscoted with cedar, 
and adorned with coats-of-arms finely painted and gilt. In the 
chapter room there is a long tahle, with chairs for the society. 
No resolution can he valid in this fraternity without the pres- 
ence and vote of one sister at least. 

The Rev. Dr. Lorrymer, as brother of the hospital, and in the 
absence of the master, presided at this meeting. On his right 
sat Sister Katherine ; on his left, my father as high bailifE and 
steward. The lieutenant with a chair next to his sister — by 
invitation, not by right, as not belonging to the society. My 
mother sat next to my father, and I stood behind their chairs. 
The apparitor of the hospital stood at the door. 

By order of the president, he admitted George. This poor 
lad, who had ever been the lightest-hearted of lads, the most 
confident, and the boldest, now stood before us, hanging his 
head like a criminal. Yet, what had he done ? 

" Sir," said the president, addressing the lieutenant, " we are 
all, I believe, of one mind in this matter. You would yourself 
wish to address your son ?" 

" No, sir. In every court the president pronounces the ver- 
dict of the court, and the sentence." 

" Sir," he next addressed my father. " The business concerns 
your daughter — your only daughter. You would wish to ad- 
dress this young man?" 

" When you have first pronounced our mind," said my fa- 
ther. 

" In that case, I will proceed. You cannot but understand 
very well, George, that this untoward event, which we all de- 
plore so deeply, has engaged our most careful and painful atten- 
tion. We have taken such advice as we could obtain ; wfe have 
considered all the cases recorded in history which appeared par- 
allel; we have searched everywhere for remedies which would 
be likely to meet the case of this afflicted child. Frankly, we 
can find none. The books of ancient physicians cannot help ; 
the advice of modem physicians proves ineffectual. We do not 
find that by anything you could have done or said her disorder 
can be attributed to you. It appears that some days before 
you arrived she was complaining in vague terms to her brother. 
She was disquieted ; she seemed in pain. It is obvious, there- 
fore, though the bodily symptoms are hard to be discovered, 
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even by the child's mother, that the attack, sach as he saw it 
when it actaally seized her, had been for some days preparing. 

" Our consultations have been entirely with the view of the 
recovery of Sylvia to health and strength. That, I am very 
certain, George Bayssallance, you would yourself desire first and 
foremost." 

" First and foremost," he replied, huskily. 

" Since that is so — and I expected nothing less — the way is 
prepared for us. My son, we can think of no other remedy save 
one. We still find no abatement of the worst symptoms. To 
think of you, to speak of you, even the bare mention of your 
name, causes her distress and suffering indescribable ; while 
should she see you, I tremble for the consequences. I confess, 
George, that I cannot understand this thing. Had it happene 
in a Roman Catholic country I should, by virtue of the author 
ity committed to me at my ordination, have exorcised the de 
mons whom I should then believe to be holding her body an 
mind. If the thing had happened two hundred years ago 
I should certainly have conmiitted the wise woman of th 
Precinct, Margery Habbijam, to the stake and the fiames as 
witch—" 

"You might do worse, even now," said Sister Katherine 
" The girl is surely bewitched. Nothing else can be the matte 
with her." 

" But," continued the clergyman, " we are now in the enlight^ — 
ened eighteenth century, and we no longer believe either ivm^ 
witchcraft or in possession by the evil one. For myself, I firmly^ 
hold and will maintain that even in these latter days the eviE 
one may be permitted to enter into the souls of men who hav^ 
abandoned themselves to a long indulgence in crime. Witnesi^ 
the blind rage and demoniac fury of the- monsters who now" 
have the power in Paris, who have exiled their nobles, seizedL 
with sacrilegious hand the property of the church, driven out> 
their clergy, and have murdered their king. This, I say, I be^ — 
lieve, when a man has cut himself away from the saving powerr 
of grace, the devil may enter into him for his swifter and mor^ 
complete destruction. But that the devil should have powe 
over the soul of this sweet and innocent child who was full o 
love for you, young man, her betrothed — ^that, I ^ay, I canno 
believe." 
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" She is bewitched," Sister Katherine repeated, setting her lips. 
" Alas ! I fear it," said my mother. 

" Set aside, however, as a question which cannot be answered, 
why this affliction has been permitted, or what earthly causes 
can account for it, the only question we have to consider is, 
what we are to do." 
Greorge bowed his head. 

" Very well. Now the only remedy we can find is that you 
yourself should go away." 
George turned to his aunt. 

" Yes, George," said Sister Katherine. " You must go away 
— clean out of her sight." 
George turned next to his father. 

"My son," said the lieutenant, "I cannot think otherwise. 
You must go away." 
" You must go, George," said my mother. 
" When you are once gone," continued the president, " when 
the child understands that she need be in no fear of meeting 
you, or of hearing your voice, we think that by degrees her 
terrors will wear themselves away. Your voice, your image, 
will gradually leave her brain, where, at present, its occupation 
causes her so much suffering. We think that, you once out of 
the way, there is a chance that she will recover. If you stay, 
there seems to be no chance, since time doth only aggravate 
the disease. We think this ; that is to say, let us not deceive 
Ourselves ; we only hope this may happen. In such a case there 
is nothing left us but to pray and to hope. It may be that her 
^i*agile frame is already too much weakened by the sufferings 
^hich have torn her ; it may be that already the Angel of Death 
"^nay, dear madam " — for my mother was weeping — " what can 
*^e do but still to pray, still to hope, and still be brave to face 
te worst ? It seems to me possible for Sylvia to recover if you 
ti:e out of the way. Will you, therefore, agree with us and go 
^^way — go to sea once more — ^go out of her sight, and even, per- 
haps, out of her mind and memory." 
" It is hard, sir — " George began. 

" It is, indeed, hard for you. It is equally hard for her. It 
^ hard for all of us. Yet go you must. You would not, by 
Continuing to show your love for one who has learned, in some 
^ay or other, to hate you, thereby endanger her life?" 



I 
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" Sir, I shall always love Sylvia, whatever happens/* 

" Then, my son, you will do what is best for her. That you 
cannot choose but do." 

"If by going away I can restore her to her right mind, let 
me go away, though 1 never see her again. If, by dying, my- 
self, I could restore her to happiness, let me die." 

" It is well said. I hope that she may be restored to life and 
a sound mind, and that you may return to find her well and re- 
turned to her old affection." 

" George," said my father, " we have no evil thoughts of thee 
in what hath passed. We have in no way blamed thee. It is 
with great sorrow that we have to drive thee forth, and at a 
time when there are worse perils at sea than tempest and hid- 
den rocks. But it will be happier for all, believe me, when 
thou art gone." 

" Oh ! George," my mother pushed back her chair, and caught 
his hands, and kissed him. "She who looked forward so 
proudly to thy return ! She who counted the hours, and would 
still be pouring over the map to guess where the ship might be ! 
She who talked all day — the pretty innocent — of George and 
George, and always George ! Oh ! what have we done to de- 
serve this trouble ? What have we done ? For what have we 
been punished ?" 

" Madam," said his reverence, " remember, as I was preach- 
ing on Sunday last, that the Tower of Siloam fell upon the inno- 
cent as well as upon the guilty. It is the property of the evil 
that, lite a torrent, it rolls over everything — the house of the 
unjust man, or the house of the just man alike ; or, like light- 
ning, it falls equally upon the good and the bad ; or like a 
pestilence, which piety alone cannot ward off. Yet who shall 
deny that we are in the hands of the living God? George, 
that torrent has overwhelmed us all ; that lightning has fallen 
upon us. We are sinners, indeed; our good works, such as 
they are, avail us nothing ; yet I know not that we are greater 
sinners than the rest of the world, who are unscathed by the 
forked fire." 

" I will go away," he said, and left us with no more words. 

Unhappily he did not instantly depart, but, seized either with 
the desire of once more beholding his mistress — a thing which 
to a lover is like the thirst of the sandy desert — or else anxious 
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to say farewell, and, out of her own mouth to hear the worst, he 
went out of the chapter-house across the Close, and so into the 
master^s house. Sylvia was not in the parlor. He went into 
the garden, and there, sitting in the summer-house, he found her, 
warm and sheltered. 

She was too weak to run away. At sight of her lover she 
could only shudder and moan and bury her hands in her face. 

He fell upon his knees before her, not touching so much as 
the hem of her garment. 

" Sylvia," he cried, but his voice choked him, and he could 
say no more for a while. 

" Sylvia," he went on, presently ; " tell me, my dear, if you 
can, why you loathe me so ?" 

She shook her head. 

" I cannot tell you," she said. 

" Have I done anything — or said anything ? Has anything 
been reported or charged to me ? What is it ? Sylvia, is there 
any hope for me at all ? If I go away, will you begin to think 
of me with kindness ?" 

" Alas I" she said, " I cannot tell what will happen, whether 
you go or whether you stay." 

" You would like me to go away — order me to go, and I obey ; 
nay, I have promised to go. You shall not see me any more 
unless, when I return, your heart has softened. Bid me fare- 
well, Sylvia. Grant me so much grace — and let me kiss your 
dear hand once before I go." 

She lifted her face. For a moment her eyes glowed again 
with the soft light of love. Then they hardened. She shivered 
— she turned her head — she held out her hand as if to push him 
away. 

" Go," she said. 

He rose. 

" Oh, nothing is of any use !" he cried. " Your heart is 
harder than the nether mill-stone. You are changed indeed, 
Sylvia. I cannot believe that it is the same girl. But I will not 
reproach you. I will go. If I die — Sylvia — ^if you knew that I 
was dead and buried, and could trouble you no longer — then 
you would quickly recover and grow strong again and think oi 
me no more. Well, my dear," he added, gently, "you shall 
grow strong. I will die, and you shall get well. What is it to 
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me — ^to die — since you can love me no longer ? Farewell — my 
dear — ^my dear. I will go away — and I will die — I will die. I 
will trouble you no more." 

But now she turned her face, and looked at him with wild 
eyes and gasping mouth. << Die, and trouble me no more ?" she 
repeated, with outstretched hands. 

He took her words for a command. Alas ! Poor heart ! She 
meant to show the horrible agony and dread that these words 
of his awakened in her heart. And when he strode swiftly away 
she cried aloud — btit he heard her not — and fell senseless to the 
ground. 

And there we — not knowing what had happened — found her, 
bereft of reason, and carried her within doors, and so to her bed. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE ONLY QUESTION LEFT. 



You have seen George walking away with Archer, as if with 
an old friend — obedient to his mere invitation. In the evening 
I saw them together in earnest conversation. Next day, after 
the school was closed, I saw them take oars across the river to 
Oak Apple Dock, Rotherhithe, where they spent the evening to- 
gether, still in earnest talk. And the next day the same, and 
every day ; so that his old friends were forgotten and neglected, 
as if they were no longer to be regarded. 

" I know not," said George, long afterwards, " why I chose 
this man for a familiar friend. At this time, however, I think 
we were all mad together — ^you, dear lad, and Sylvia, and I ray- 
self. Ay ! we were all mad. There is no other explanation. 
For he is a villain — a double-dyed villain. Why, his very looks 
proclaim him villain — his shifty eyes and his restless lips ; and 
I always knew that he was a villain, from a boy up. I thrashed 
him for it when I was a bov. Yet, when he bade me follow 
^lim, I felt no surprise. I obeyed. It seemed natural that I 
should do what he told me to do. I followed him to his own 
house; and there, Nevill, I told him everything. Yes, I was 
not able to conceal anything. I was forced, somehow, to tell 
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him my most secret thoughts. I told him how we were plighted 
before my last voyage — how I thought of nothing else all day 
long but Sylvia— and how I came home dancing on air, as they 
Bay, with the joy of getting to my Sylvia again, and how she re- 
ceived me. Good Lord! I told that man — that man — all — 
everything I felt. It makes me mad, now, to think that I told 
him so much. It seems like confessing one^s sins to the devil 
himself, who laughs in his sleeve the more you repent and 
weep." 

This, in fact. Archer did. He had some power over George ; 
very likely only the power of a crafty and subtle man. Some 
men are so subtle that they understand without being told what 
another man is thinking before he speaks. He drew George to- 
wards him and made him confess everything that had happened, 
^d caused him to unbosom his whole thoughts. Then, no 
doubt, he laughed in his sleeve. You do not yet, I know, very 
^ell understand his villainy. Patience — ^you shall. 

"So,'* said Archer, slowly, as if the words had no sting in 
them (so the bos'n draws the cat slowly across the bleeding back). 
" So your mistress, who formerly returned your passion, who has 
been in your thoughts night and day, morning and evening, 
every day — whose image you cannot tear from your heart though 
she is so cold " — ^G^orge groaned — " will now have none of you. 
This is strange, is it not ?" 

" It must be the work of the devil ! In no other way could it 
^ppen." 

** Doubtless. The devil in these days is very busy. Can we, 
however, undo the devil's work ? That is the important ques- 
tion. For the devil works well, you see. He scamps not, nor 
does he botch his work. He is no paid hireling working by the 
hour. His work stands. Wars and battles, murders, ruined 
"Omes, families destroyed, honor disgraced. You can never 
^^ido the devil's work. What will you do, ray poor George ?" 

" I know not, Dick. I wish I were dead." 

" That," replied Archer, " is a very small thing, and easily at- 
^iied. If all human wishes could be brought about as easily, 
the world would soon be happy. Everybody can convert himself 
^to a dead man in a moment of time. For instance, there is an 
apothecary on Tower Hill ; he is a friend of mine, but at present 
1^ a low way, and fears bankruptcy. All my friends are In a low 
10 
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way just at present. I could get from him a bottle which would 
kill you as quickly and as certainly as a cannon-ball through 
your vitals. Do you really mean it, George? Consider," he 
added, earnestly, " if you really wish to die." 

" Why not ? What can I live for ?" 

" I have always thought," this tempter went on, " that when 
life has become burdensome to a man, by any great misfortune, 
as by disease or poverty, or the loss of something he values 
more than life itself, it is only a laudable act for him to put an 
end to his life. There is nothing against it in divine writ — 
for the commandment ^Thou shalt not kill' means, surely, 
* Thou shall not kill thy friend.' As for an enemy, we have al- 
ways done our best to kill as many of our enemies as we can. 
What else is the meaning of war ? Did the Israelites after the 
giving of the law desist from killing the Amorites, the Amale- 
kites, the Moabites, and the rest ? Certainly not. Therefore, I 
take it, the law says nothing against killing your enemy. Then 
who is your greatest enemy when troubles intolerable fall upon 
you? Why, yourself! Therefore, you may lawfully kill that 
enemy — yourself. Judas Iscariot, when his conscience re- 
proached him, killed himself. What else could he do? And 
the Romans, whose courage has always been approved, thought 
it the act of a brave and wise man to commit suicide when there 
was no longer any hope, and in order to escape^ worse things. 
Nero killed himself to avoid being dragged to death by horses. 
What better could he do ? Cato killed himself rather than re- 
ceive a pardon from Csesar." 

By such specious arguments did this man persuade to his own 
destruction this simple sailor who was in despair, and ready to 
be convinced that any violence was permitted to such as were in 
his condition. 

" Let us, therefore, say no more concerning self-murder as if 
it were a sin," he went On. " Let us rather consider your case. 
You say, and you are quite sure, that the girl hates the very 
sight of y ou ?" 

" Yes," he groaned, " and the very voice of me." 

" Ha !" the man smiled and smacked his lips, as if with satis- 
faction, " and she recoils from you — ha ! — and regards you with 
disgust unfeigned. Ha! Now, in your case, my friend — my 
dear friend " — ^his eyes gleamed with excess of friendship—" the 
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only question is, can you still continue to live ? Bereft of the 
only thing that makes your life desirable,, condemned to live 
alone without the society of your mistress, having nothing to 
look forward to but a long life of solitude and loneliness — can 
you still wish to live ?" 

" No, no," he cried ; " let me die." 

" Why," this false friend continued, " did she not, with her 
own voice, order you to die ? What were her very words ? What 
did you tell me ? Say it again. Let us make no doubt upon so 
important a point." 

" Sylvia said, * Die, and trouble me no more.' " 

" Why, there. You are quite sure that you have gotten the 
words correctly ? Why, what doubt is left ? Your dying will 
cause her " — here he turned away his head to conceal his smile 
— " will cause her, I say, the deepest satisfaction. Once rid of 
you, she will no longer fear to go abroad lest she should meet 
you face to face — when you are in your grave she will come 
forth again, smiling and happy. You say that she hath grown 
thin and pale, and appears to be rapidly wasting away. Why, 
man, if you truly love the girl — " 

" Love her ? With all my heart and soul !" 

*' And, in spite of all, would do anything that could please 
her ? I say that there seems no room for doubt." 

" No. There is no doubt. I must die. Nothing else will 
serve." 

" Yet it is hard ; you are but two-and-twenty ; you are rich ; 
you are strong and handsome. It is hard to tear yourself away 
from all these things." 

" What are all these things without Sylvia ?" 

" True — ^tnie — and then — as you say yourself, nothing but 
your own death can restore her to health — devil's work. One 
or other of you must die — devil's work. Devil's work. And 
it is by her own command, is it not ? There is one other way, 
however. Suppose that you^could be made to regard this girl 
with as much hatred and disgust as she now entertains for 
you-" 

" That is impossible." 

" Is it ? Look at me — in my face— -eyes to eyes — so." 

Thereupon — I do not vouch for the truth of this incredible 
part of my narrative ; it is as George tells it ; I say nothing for 
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it or against it ; Greorge declares it was doubtless the excessive 
soTToyr and trouble in his brain that made him giddy and vision- 
ary — he felt as if he were transported to some lonely spot where 
he (that is, his mind, because he was out of the body) was at- 
tacked or besieged by a crowd of devils. They filled him with 
new and evil thoughts ; they whispered wicked things ; made 
horrible suggestions, such as before this he had never dreamed 
or heard of ; they came about him in thousands, fighting, pushing, 
struggling to get inside him and take possession of him. They 
showed him new and terrible kinds of wickedness such as he 
himself would never have devised; these they clad in lovely 
forms, and so made them attractive, and hid their wickedness. 
Then they showed him his own mistress — Sylvia herself — lovely 
still, but debased and disgraced to the lowest level, singing hor- 
rible songs in a tavern with men of the lowest and the basest ; 
herself shameless and reckless. Then they showed him other 
things beautiful and desirable, and sang soft songs to him. He 
knew, he says, that they were trying by some way to take pos- 
session of him. But they could not. Why ? Because he still 
kept his thought fixed on his mistress, pure and holy. I would 
fain think that, if this thing were really done, the efficacy of the 
defence depended on the holiness of the image, no mere woman, 
surely, being able to keep off these devils. The whispers came 
faster and more furious ; the images were threatening ; the fig- 
ures were terrible ; but he held fast.' The things were to him 
no more than the vile orgies he had witnessed from a boy up- 
wards in Ratcliffe and Shadwell among the sailors, the crimps, 
and the nymphs who adorn this quarter. 

At last the devils retreated — beaten and baffled. 

How long this conflict lasted he knows not. After a while, 
when it closed, he found himself sitting in his chair, this new 
friend looking at him curiously. The memory of the thing had left 
him, and he knew not, until long afterwards, what had happened. 

" My friend," said Archer, gentjy, and as if he were but car- 
rying on his uninterrupted discussion, " since, as you justly say, 
it is not possible for you to treat this young lady in the same 
manner as' she has treated you, there is nothing more to be said. 
I will dissuade you no longer." Yet he had said nothing at all 
to dissuade him, but had rather led him on. " You must die, 
George — you must kill yourself," 
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"Yes,** George replied, meekly — was there ever such mad- 
ness? — "I must kill myself; and the only question is, how? 
Yet what the devil does it matter how, so only that I am dead 
and thrust into a hole in the ground ?" 

" It matters a great deal, I assure you. For, first of all, you 
should die, if possible, in such a way that no one would ever 
cast your death in Sylvia's teeth — that no one could say that 
you died because she was cruel. You must consider her in this 
matter." Was not this thoughtful of him ? 

" Why, I suppose so ; one would not have the poor girl charged 
with causing my death. That must be avoided, whatever 
we do. I am a fool. I ought to have thought of her first 
ofaU." 

*' Quite so. Then your death might take the form of an ac- 
cident, or it might be caused by some one else." 

*' Take a pistol, then, and shoot me," said George. " That 
can be done in k moment." 

" And be hanged therefor ! Not so, my friend. Who is to 
prove that the thing is an accident ?" 

" How, then ?" 

** Let us deliberate." He took a chair and sat down, crossing 
his legs, and placing the tops of his fingers together. In such 
an attitude did Socrates discuss his knotty points. " Let us de- 
liberate upon this. Well, life is a thing easily stopped — as easily 
as one may stop a clock. Those who live to ninety think that 
life is tough and tenacious. It only seems tenacious. There 
have been benevolently provided by Nature a thotisand ways by 
which life can be stamped out of man. There are so many 
that, for my own part, I am surprised that men should ever con- 
tinue to live when misery falls upon them. For instance, to 
consider a few of the simpler ways, a man may buy a bottle of 
brandy with his last crown, and, sitting in his own room, he 
may drink it at a draught, like a tankard of ale. Then will he 
fall back dead, and so be presently found, and no one to say 
how he died. The verdict of the coroner's jury will be, * Death 
by the visitation of God.' " 

" No," said George, *' I will not stagger drunk into the pres- 
ence of my Judge." 

" Again, with twopence, a man may buy a length of rope and 
hang himself. Verdict of the coroner's jury — * Suicide.' " 
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** No, I desire not to be buried wbere four roads meet, and a 
stake driven throogb my bod j. I will be buried like a Christian 
man, with the service of the church ; not like a dog." 

*'* Oh ! there are manj other ways. Ton might bay, as I said 
before, a bottle of poison. My friend, the apothecary on Tower 
Hill, a poor man, though deserving, will, as I have already said, 
gladly help any friend of mine oat of the world in return for a 
guinea. And, since he is so poor, yoa would die in the very act 
of charitable deed, and so go straight to heaven. As for the 
poison, there are so many that you have a wide choice. Nature 
is lavish in her poisons. Why, it seems as if self -killing were 
intended by Providence, so many are the deadly poisons. Some 
there are which gently send a man to sleep ; liis eyes slowly 
drop ; his head falls back ; his breathing is soft and r^ular at 
first; he sees the most delightful visions. Tou, my friend, 
would dream that Sylvia was all your own ; in a most heavenly 
rapture you would breathe your last This is a secret and a 
sweet poison. Keep it — ^keep it — for your own consumption 
and for your friends. I will ask my apothecary to treat you as 
he would himself. If you desire a poison that you shall feel — 
if your conscience pricks you so that you would fain feel aton- 
ing pangs as a set-o£E against the imaginary sin of suicide, there 
is a kind he would find for you, suitable for the purpose. It 
bends the backbone into an arch ; it twists the l^s into shape 
like a corkscrew ; it pulls the face away into such distortions 
that your own mother would not know you ; and its agonies are 
such that the stdf erer cannot even shriek. Would that suit you ? 
Or, again, if you desire despatch without time for reflection, re- 
pentance, or change of mind, there is a kind which kills like a 
pistol-shot through your heart. Tou have only to smell — so — 
one whiff of this divine essence, and — -presto ! — ^you are safe in 
heaven, out of reach of all troubles— or else — ^'^ 

** No," said Greorge, shuddering. ^^ I wiU have none of your 
poi8on& I want no outlandish way of death." 

''Tou are hard to please. Will you take a knife and cut 
your throat?" 

"' And bleed to death like a pig! Never." 

^ Will you take a pistol and blow out your brains!" 

** What ! To have my brains scattered about over the floor ! 
IJgh ! Flhhy ! Find me a better way than that" 
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"You can jump into the water, and be drowned; come now. 
There is a clean and an easy way." 

" Man — I can swim like a fish." 

" You might tie a stone to your feet — I can find such a kind 
of stone in the Flemish burying-ground, off Hangman's Gains — 
and then jump in." 

" No. I once drowned a dog that way. And he ran round 
and round at the bottom of the water before he died. Turned 
me sick to see the poor creature die." 

" It is impossible to please you," said Archer. " Yet you are 
resolved to die." 

" If I shoot or hang myself, my father will be grieved. Sylvia 
herself, though she might recover, would be unhappy for thinking 
she had caused my death. ■ If I were drowned, nobody would 
know, and so nobody would be any the better." 

" You should tell me beforehand." 

George shook his head. 

"It will not do," he said; "I must die, indeed, but not by 
my own hand ; not even though it should seem accidental ; not 
in any way which would let it be possible that Sylvia, or any- 
body, shall be reproached with being the cause of my death." 

" Then, my friend," said Archer, " there is another way ; it 
is a certain way, and one that I can confidently recommend." 

He drew a chair, and sat down. And then they talked to- 
gether with great earnestness and low voices. You shall learn, 
presently, what fine things came of this talk. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE PRESS-GANG. 



Eysrtbodt remembers the succession of events in these years. 
They proved the safety of the British Constitution, if they did 
no more. There was very little more playing with revolution- 
ary principles when the king and queen of France were mur- 
dered ; when the Reign of Terror showed us to what crimes a 
revolution may lead a nation. Indeed, we revolutionaries de- 
stroyed ourselves. We called upon our countrymen to imitate 
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the example of France. Cvreat Hearen ! What an example was 
held up to OS ! We, to be sore, executed King Chades the First. 
Bat he was treated, at least, with the respect dae to a fallen 
gentleman. What respect did the French acc<»d to their on- 
f ortonate king and queen ! 

Well — ^it matters not now. No nse in talking more about it. 
War was declared. That was in February. Ton would think 
that war or peace mattered little to us, living retired in the IVe- 
cinct of St. Eatherine's. But, consider. We were on the lirer- 
side. From the b^inning of the war to ,the end of it there 
were livelj times all along the riyerside. The press-gang was 
neyer idle; and what with that institution, without which, it 
seems, the navy cannot be manned, and with j»ixe-mone j, the 
paying o£E ships, the frolics of the sailors ashore, their prodi- 
gality and recklessness, their fights and quarrels and loves, dar> 
ing the whole of that long war the banks of the Thames were 
never for a sin^e hour at peace. AU was frolic, fighting, drink, 
singing, quarrelling, and dancing. 'Twas like Barth<Jomew Fair, 
or, rather, Horn Fair, all the year round ! 

On Sunday evening I met George coming out of Richard 
Archer's house. It was late, but I knew his step, and called to 
him across the dose. 

He caught my arm and held me hard, without speaking for a 
while. He was reeling about, too, as if he were in liquor, and 
his voice was thick. 

^ Creorge,'' I said, ^ you have been drinking.^ 

^ No, no— I have drunk nothing. Wait a moment. Let me 
— let me pull myself together.'' 

In two or three minutes he loosened his hold of my arm, and 
stood beside me. His eyes were wild, and his fmce was pale in 
the moonlight ; and his limbs still shook. 

^ What is the matter, George ! Why are you gl>^Ving and 
trembling f 

^ It is nothing. I am often so when I c^mie away from my 
friend Dick Archer. It is the night air." 

^ What have you to do with Archer ? Why do you go to his 
house f 

^ He is the best friend I have. He advises me. In unknown 
waters any port is welcome." 

" Can he advise you better than your old friends, Greorge f 
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'' Sometimes a man wants counsel which his old friends 
will not give him; sometimes he intends a thing which they 
would not approve ; sometimes he means to do a thing to which 
they could never consent. That, old friend, is why I seek coun- 
sel of Dick Archer. He is quick to see what is best, and he is 
not afraid to advise it.'^ 

" Then, George, what is best ?" 

He took me by the arm, and we walked along, leaving the 
Close behind us, towards St. Katherine's Square. 

" Nevill, my lad," he said, " when the ship was homeward 
bound with such a splendid passage as never happened, I be- 
lieve, to any ship afloat, I was the happiest man alive. Why ? 
Because I was going to see my girl again. Why, there may 
have been others in the ship^s company going to see their girls 
— but they were not going to see Sylvia. No — no; the best 
girl in the world was made for me — sinner that I am — the very 
best woman, the sweetest, the most tender ever made was made 
for me. Should I be so ungrateful as not to be happy ? Well, 
Nevill — I came home. You know what happened." 

" Alas ! I know too well." 

" I have had my happiness, you see. Every man, in his life- 
time, has so much happiness dealt out for him. Some have it 
spread over seventy years — spread thin, like the poor man's 
dripping. Some have it in a lump. I had mine in a lump. It 
is all over. You can't eat your cake and have it. You can't be 
so selfish as to ask for more when you have eaten up your ration. 
No — ^no " — ^he shook his head wisely — " mine is gone — eaten up 
— devoured — no more for me. Then, d'ye see, I'm in the way. 
If I was to leave you all and go away — then Sylvia would get 
better ; if I was to die, so that I could never come back again, 
the poor child would get quite well, and would dance and laugh 
again." 

" If you were to die ?" I asked, perceiving, with a sinking 
heart, that he was now well-nigh off his head. Only a madman 
would pursue such a thought or entertain such a fancy. 

"Sylvia told me so herself. Oh! I forced the truth from 
her. She said, * Die, and trouble me no more !' " 

" Nay, George. That will 1 never believe." 

" It is true, I say. ' Die,' she said, ' and trouble me no more.' 
Wherefore, no more words, dear lad. I am going to die." 
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" George, this is stark madness. Great heavens ! Are we 
aU bewitched ?" 

"No. It is sober truth. Don't think I want to die. No 
joys of heaven," he added, blasphemously, " could equal the 
joy of lovely Sylvia. Since that is done, I must go." 

" But, Greorge, this is worse than madness. It is a most wick- 
ed and impious thing even to think of taking your own life." 

" I thought so once. We are all taught so. The world mtL«t 
be taught this, otherwise no man would consent to live w1b-«i^ 
trouble fell upon him. Dick Archer, however, knows bettr^i- 
He is a mighty clever man, Nevill. He knows more than ^ 
the parsons." 

I knew better than anybody else how clever a man he w 
and I could make no reply ; for, of course, I could not tell w 
part the man had played in bringing George to this resoluticr^n ; 
nor could I believe that, for any purpose of his own, he fcraad 
wickedly encouraged him. 

" All is settled in my own mind," he went on. " I shall -^® 
content, because it is the will of the Lord. He calls me. T"~Uiat 
is now quite clear to me. He has given me a brimming m^2^*s- 
ure of happiness, and now he says that I must get out of ^^he 
way and make room for others ; so that this girl, who is ^^oo 
good for me, shall be restored to health and be given to anots-^^^ 
man. What am I, Nevill, that I should get such a girl as fe^jl" 
via ? A common, coarse tarpaulin. A mere sailor. I kr^ ^^ 
nothing. I cannot dress. I cannot dance. I cannot even t^-^J*^ 
the language which girls like to hear. It is best for ^^ 
to go." 

I could scarce refrain from weeping to see him thus resoL'^J^® 
and thus reduced to despair. Never had I heard him tal^ ^° 
this way before. Well, I began to reason with him. We walfe^^<^ 
to and fro on the flags of the square for an hour and more, wli^^« 
I used every argument that I could think of. But I could plainfy 
perceive that I might as well argue with a stone or a log for auj 
effect that I could produce. He was immovable. There was 
but one thing for him to do. 

" If it were not for my friends," he said, " I would this mo- 
ment shoot myself. But this would bring shame upon those 
who love me. They must not" hide their heads over one who 
has killed himself." 
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See the method of his madness. He would kill himself, and 
yet he would not wish to be thought a self-murderer. 

" Neither my father nor my aunt would approve of such a 
course," he added ; " let them, therefore, think that my death 
was due to natural causes, or to accident, or to the result of rash 
conduct, but not to my own deliberate design. Dick Archer 
knows this, and you, dear lad. But let no one else know. Above 
all, let not Sylvia even so much as suspect the truth. All my 
arrangements are now made. I have written out a will, and 
signed it, being now in my right mind — '* 

"You in your right mind? Oh, George! You are stark, 
staring mad." 

"I will tell you what I have done with my dock money. I 
have signed a paper which gives it to Dick Archer ; first, be- 
:^aiise he is very unfortunate in being so poor, and yet so able ; 
lext, because he has been my special friend in this matter ; and, 
.hirdly, because I cannot give it to Sylvia, as I should otherwise 
vish. If she had my dock she would always be thinking of 
lim who gave it. So I have bestowed all my wealth upon Dick 
\rcher." 

I waited to hear more. To Richard Archer ? 
" And we have agreed what to do. Well, it seems safe ; and 
:io one will suspect. I tell you, my lad, because we have never 
:xad any secrets from each other, and I should like you to un- 
derstand exactly — " 

** George — George," I cried, " this must not be." 
Now at that moment there arose from St. Katherine's Stairs, 
bard by, a great and sudden shouting, yelli]%, and trampling, as 
of men fighting. We knew very well what this meant. " The 
press !" cried George, a sailor once more. 

The steps drew nearer. Then the whole of the combatants 
poured tumultuously into the square, which ofEered a fine arena 
for a moonlit fight. 

For the most part, the men who are pressed make little or no 
resistance, but march off under their captors without further 
admonition than the shaking of the clubs. To-night, however, 
the men, perhaps pot-valiant, had got clubs of their own, and 
they were making a fight of it. The press-gang consisted of a 
dozen men. In the Precinct we are well accustomed to the com- 
mon sailor. When ashore he is rude and rough ; but, unless in 
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liquor, he is peaceful and harmless — ^far more peaceful than the 
mudlarks and bargemen of the river-bank. He sits at home con- 
tentedly, and knits with the women ; he makes and mends his 
slops ; he washes the floors ; he digs in the garden ; he smokes 
his short pipe of tobacco ; he cooks the dinner. But these fel- 
lows were the king's fighting-men. Such as I saw rushing into 
the square shouting, flourishing their bludgeons, were those who 
filled the boats in a cutting-out expedition ; those who boarded 
the enemy's deck ; those who won our glorious victories. Big 
and brawny fellows they were, their chins bristling with a week's 
growth; their hair, long and ragged, hanging over their fore- 
heads and down their necks. Dressed in their short jackets, 
convenient for fighting, their round hats stuck on the back of 
their heads, they rushed forward, shoulder to shoulder, brandish- 
ing their bludgeons with horrid execrations. A lieutenant, with 
a drawn cutlass, commanded them, but stood apart from the fray. 

The men they wanted to press were twenty or thirty fellows 
just come ashore after a long voyage ; peaceful men, for the most 
part; some of them come home to their wives and children; 
some simple fishermen in their brown petticoats ; some anxious 
only for a drinking-bout till the money ran out 'Twas hard, 
after two years, perhaps, afloat, to be pressed on the very land- 
ing. Some of them had got clubs, too, and despair lent them 
courage. But they wanted discipline and a leader. The event 
was not doubtful ; the merchantmen were losing heart. 

^^ Surrender !" cried the lieutenant. *^ Surrender, or it shall 
be the worse for you !" 

Not one man si^endered. But one fell, and they fought 
like the heroes of old Homer over the prostrate body. Round 
the combatants hovered a crowd of women and boys, who cried 
and cheered. 

We were standing in the porch of a house. Partly sheltered 
by its pillars, we could survey the combat. 

Suddenly, without a word, George broke from this retreat, 
and rushed into the midst of the fight. 

Strong and valiant as the press-gang were, there was not one 
among them so strong and so brave as the second mate of the 
East-Indiaman. He snatched a club from one of the men — one 
who hung in the rear, and seemed to have small stomach for the 
knocks. 
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I have never seen a fight, either on land or sea, but in this 
miniature battle I saw the strength and valor of one man work 
wonders. He was everywhere ; he sprang like a tiger npon his 
prey ; his club fell on the men's heads, and laid them senseless ; 
he fought with fist as well as with club ; by his own weight he 
bore them down. The lieutenant rushed upon him with up- 
raised cutlass to cut him down ; the lieutenant's arm fell broken, 
and his cutlass dropped to the ground. Then the merchantmen 
regained their spirit ; they rallied ; they followed their heaven- 
sent leader ; they drove the gang before them, fighting as they 
went— back to the stairs where their boats were lying; the 
women and the boys ran after, laughing and shouting, and the 
battle was over. For once the press-gang were routed ; they 
were forced to get into their boats, the lieutenant with a broken 
arm and the loss of his sword ; they pushed ofiE into the river, 
leaving the victors shouting on the stairs. 

George came back, breathed and heated. 

" Are you hurt ?" I asked. 

" I believe I've not got a scratch." 

"George — ^you, the son of sL king's officer — you, lately the 
mate of a ship — ^you, a respectable dock-owner, to fight a press- 
gang !" 

" Why," he said, '^ 'twas a sudden thought. If I fight and 
am beaten, I said to myself, I shall be pressed. Perhaps I shall 
be killed — a more cut-throat set of villains never led a press — 
so much the better. If I am not killed, I thought, I shall be 
pressed. That settles the business. Once aboard a man-o'-war, 
tben am I safe — away from Sylvia, and likely to be killed in 
action." He sighed. " 'Twould have saved a vast deal o' trou- 
ble. But it wasn't allowed. You'll own I did my best. They 
weren't allowed to hurt me. Why didn't one of their bludgeons 
^7 me low ? 'Twas not permitted, my lad." 

"That is a sign that you are not to die, George," I said. 

" No— no ; it is a sign that I must die some other way — not 
^t way. Well, we shall find a way. As for the men, what 
^e I whether they serve king or company, whether they fly 
*be white or the red ensi'n ?" 

The ground was strewn with the bodies of the wounded. 
With broken bludgeons, torn clothes, hats, and other wrecks 
^^ relics of the fight The women began to come back now, 
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and to look after the wounded men, some of whom lay senseless, 
bat I never heard that any were killed. In a few minates all 
were carried or supported from the field, and the affair was over. 

" George," I said, as we walked away, " if this is your mood, 
why not go to sea again in your old service ? As likely as not 
yon would be killed fighting a privateer,'^ thus thinking to hu- 
mor him, and to turn his thoughts into a more healthy channel. 

He shook his head in dejection. 

<< Well, then, go and be pressed. Put on sailor's slops and 
sit in a mug-house at Ratcliffe. There never was so hot a press. 
Or enter as a volunteer in the king's navy. Then if, as yon 
suppose, the Lord intends your death, yon will die like a brave 
man and a Briton. Think of that. €k> to fight the French and 
leave the issue with the Lord." 

Well, we talked of that for a long time, and at last he agreed 
to think of this plan, which, I am still convinced, would have 
been the best for him and for everybody. Unhappily, he did 
not, as you shall see, get pressed. 



CHAPTER VIL 

FIRE AND WATER. 

It is difficult to believe that the events which now followed 
were not miraculously guided and ordered. The man chiefly 
concerned thought that he had received a divine command, and 
was only anxious to carry out that order faithfully as a good 
sailor should. He was firmly possessed with the opinion that 
it was his duty to die — he must seek death, somehow or other 
he would find it. The Lord had so ordered ; his mistress had 
ordered him to die and give her no more trouble. He owned 
that he had enjoyed his day of happiness and was resigned ; 
he did not question the justice of the sentence. Heard one 
ever tell of two lovers in such condition of mind ? 

You have seen how George rushed into a desperate conflict 
with which he had no concern. He came out of it unhurt. A 
dozen men were knocked about and wounded — he got never a 
scratch. Any one in his sober senses would have concluded 



ST. katherine's bt the tower. 159 

that the Lord had thus clearly shown that he was not to conrt 
death. Not so George. ^' I am to die,'' he said, ^^ bat not this 
way." 

One more thing — ^if not two— happened which should also 
have turned him back into the path of common-sense, but on 
the other hand only strengthened him the more in this his mad- 
ness. On this head I have been assured by a learned physician 
that when a man is mad everything which in the minds of rea- 
sonable people should make his folly manifest to him, does, on 
the contrary, only confirm him in his madness; and this, though 
he should even — such things have happened — ^fancy himself the 
Omnipotent, or believe that, like Neptune, he rules the waves, 
and, like Jupiter, can command the wind and rain. 

We left the scene of the battle, holding such discourse as I 
have indicated, and not greatly heeding whither we went. Our 
steps led us out of the narrow labyrinth of St. Katherine's Pre- 
cinct to the broad and ample space on Tower Hill, a spot which, 
whether for plenty and wholesomeness of air, or the view of the 
venerable castle, or the terrace walk along the river, or for the 
commodious houses. which stand around it, or for the thoughts 
of the great events which have taken place in this spot, doth 
always seem to me the most desirable place of residence in or 
around London. To-night the moon shone upon the walls and 
towers of the great castle, London's fortress, the former strong- 
hold and palace of the kings. The Tower by moonlight makes 
a noble picture. It is not, however, a place where one should 
choose to walk unarmed by night, or alone, considering the char- 
acter of some of the streets which lie adjacent. These are filled 
with villains of all kinds — land-robbers and river-robbers, foot- 
pads, highwaymen, pickpockets, and the like. Within the bor- 
ders of the city they are not tolerated ; the narrow area of each 
parish makes it easy to preserve the virtue of householders, ten- 
ants, and lodgers. When one has such a companion, however, 
as George, still carrying the bludgeon with which he had fought 
and conquered, one need fear neither footpad nor robber of any 
kind. 

As we walked discoursing and arguing beside the moat, I 
chanced to look up, and perceived by a red glow in the sky 
that there was somewhere a fire. Everybody in London knows 
that red glow. This grew rapidly brighter and more ruddy ; it 
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appeared as if tongues of flame were playing in the heavens, 
answering to the flames below. It is terrible to gaze upon the 
reflection and to think of the perils those run who live in the 
crowded lanes and courts of the city. Heavens! what a sky 
must that have been — what a rolling of flame |ind quick darting 
of fiery tongues — ^when the great fire burned up half the city ! 

This fire seemed near ; I thought I could hear the roaring of 
the flames. I stopped talking, because it was nothing but the 
repetition of arguments which now fell idly on the ear of a man 
who was as obstinate as a pig in his conviction. I touched his 
arm and pointed. 

*' It is so near," I said, '^ that it must be in one of the city 
streets." 

G«orge raised his head carelessly at first. Then he became 
suddenly alert — the sight of a fire always excites those who 
look on. Then exactly as he had done at the fight, he broke 
from me and ran as hard as he could run across the hill and in 
the direction of the fire. 

I knew instantly what was in his mind. For that matter he 
had himself revealed his mind to me. The -same thought which 
had driven him into the thick of the fight drove him now to the 
fire. Perhaps the Lord wished that he should perish in the 
flames. If so, he would obey the will of the Lord. Therefore 
he ran, resolved to try his fate. 

I ran after him, not with the view of dissuading him — a thing 
which a thousand men would not have done — but to watch the 
event. 

The fire had broken out in a house of Crutched Friars ; one 
standing nearly opposite the square stone pillars of the old Navy 
Office ; that is, the second Navy Office, for the first was in Mark 
Lane, close by. The house was one of the old houses of which 
there still are a great many left in the city, with projecting up- 
per stories, casement-windows, and gables with timbered front. 
On the ground-floor an oilman and chandler had his shop, and 
here, no doubt, was stored a quantity of oil, spermaceti, tallow- 
candles, and other combustible things. The only way from this 
room up-stairs into the street was through the shop. The fire, 
which began in the shop, I know not how, spread rapidly, by 
reason of these materials, and had now burst through the ceil- 
ing of the ground-floor, and was raging in the room above. 
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When we arrived the street — Crutched Friars is narrow — was 
crowded with a vast concourse of people, always ready to run 
after a fire ; they filled the street from end to end. Seething 
Lane, which is nearly opposite, was also crowded, and at every 
window were the faces of those who eagerly watched the prog- 
ress of the fiames. The street, lit up by the fire, was as light 
ar by day. One or two of the fire-engines had already arrived 
— ^those of the Sun and the Phoenix Insurance Companies — and 
were rapidly preparing their hose, the firemen in the uniform of 
their company, and wearing leathern helmets. They cleared 
the ground before the house ; they called for volunteers to hand 
a line of leathern buckets, and they turned on the water in long 
jets through the hose upon the flames, but with little effect. 
The shop was already a burning, fiery furnace ; the flames were 
roaring out of the first-floor windows ; the house was past all 
hope of safety. Where were the occupants? Had they been 
saved? No one knew. Nor do I know whether any perished 
in the flames. Oh, horrible ! While it was apparent that in a 
very few minutes the whole house would be in flames, and while 
the fire below was so hot that no ladder could be planted against 
the wall but would be instantly consumed, a woman appeared at 
the upper window. She was apparently in her night-dress and 
nightcap, as if she had been awakened out of her first sleep ; 
she had an infant in her arms, and we could see the face of an 
older child beside her. She threw open the casement and 
shrieked for help. Were we to look on idly while this hapless 
woman perished in the flames? Then, in the crowd below, 
some cried and shouted I know not what ; some laughed, not 
from mirth, but from madness ; some cried out to her that to 
jump was her only chance ; others remembered that the part of 
the window which opened was too small, and yelled to her to 
break down the rest of the window — as if a woman without a 
weapon of any kind could, in the few moments which remained 
to her, tear down the leaden window-frame. Then, some called 
for ladders ; and some rushed about looking for ladders, as if 
they grew in every gutter; some called for blankets to catch 
the children ; some wrung their hands ; some wept aloud ; some 
prayed; some turned and talked they knew not what to those 
who stood beside them. 

Some men came running with a long ladder. It was quickly 
11 
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raised and reached the window-sill, but so great was the heat; 
the fire below that it seemed as if the ladder mast be instactt;!^ 
consumed. The hose was thereupon turned into the windo'^* 
and for a little space the flames seemed beaten down. The: 
man rushed out from the crowd, and, snatching a leathern 
met from the head of a fireman and an axe from the engine, 
rushed up the ladder. It was not one of the firemen, as 
evident to us from his dress ; he wore the garb of a simple 
izen. .He ran up the ladder with the rapidity of a sailor; 
hacked and cut the window-frame, so that in a moment he b^ 
broken away enough to make room for egress ; he snatched 
elder child and slid down the ladder as quick as lightni: 
Heavens ! It was none other than George himself. It 
surely tempting Providence. He was courting death. 

The crowd roared and cheered when he ran down the lad.<i' 
— none but a sailor could run up and down a ladder so quic- 
— they roared and cheered again when a second time he moi 
ed. And then they suddenly became silent. The silence 
expectancy and terror fell upon them. For the woman with 1^' 
baby was no longer at the window, and the man had leap^ 
within ; not a voice was lifted ; you could hear the gasping" 
the breath of the multitude while it gazed upon the window 
• waited ; you could hear them, I say, catching their breath e' 
above the roaring of the flames; they held each other by 
hand ; their faces turned white, but yet looked ruddy by 
red light of the flames. These leaped and roared like 
hungering and roaring for their prey; the water hissed; 
pumping of the engines beat like drums ; and yet I say 
you could hear above all the gasping of the crowd. 

I know not how long this suspense lasted; at the mosti ^ 
could not have been more than a minute or so, otherwise t3^^ 
very roof would have been on fire. At last the man reappear^"- * / 
his leathern helmet had fallen off; he was bare-headed; a^^ 
his left shoulder he had thrown the woman ; she was appareo^-*^ 
in a swoon or fit, and seemed not to move. He had wrapp^ 
her in a blanket. In his right hand he bore the baby, ai^^^ ^ 
wrapped in a blanket. Oh! what a roar was that which hur^^f 
from all our lips ! He looked down quietly as if there we^^ J 
plenty of time, and stepped upon the ladder. Then the flame^^ J 
as if disappointed of their prey, burst forth from the windo'^'^'' 
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below, and wrapped and lapped them all, so that the mere hot 
t>reath should have killed them. But the next moment he was 
%t the bottom with his burden. And the ladder, itself consumed 
mth the heat, fell forward flaming and broken. And then a 
sliout louder even than the first or the second sprang from every 
t^Lroat. 

The woman, taken out of the blanket, was found still senseless 
but unhurt. The baby, unrolled, lay unharmed in its pretty white 
aight-gown. They escaped without a scratch or a burn. And 
presently some good Samaritan stepped forth and ordered woman 
ind children to be carried to his own house, where, I heard 
ikfterwards, the woman recovered, and was none the worse — but, 
>ne hopes, grateful to the deliverer, whose name she never knew. 
^is for George himself, he had cut his fingers a little with the 
^lass; there were some scorchings or blisters on the back of 
bis hands, and that was all. As for his head, though the helmet 
bad fallen ofE and was lost, that must have been protected in 
some way by the blankets, because his hair was not even singed, 
nor were his eyes the worse. It was wonderful that any man 
could have passed through such a breath of the raging, fiery 
furnace without injuries. 

When he had laid down his burden, and left the woman and 
children in the hands of the firemen, he received his hat, which 
some one had held for him, put it on, and turned away. 

"Come," said one of the firemen, "since you have done what 
none of us ventured to do, stay awhile, just for the good woman 
to say a thank ye for her life." 

But he walked away without reply. When he pushed through 
the crowd no one recognized the man whom they had cheered 
with all their voice a minute before. That mattered nothing. 
He wanted no cheers ; just as well that he should not be known ; 
the act remained ; the people would not forget how this man 
ran up the ladder surrounded by fiames, ventured into the rag- 
ing fire, and brought the children and their mother out of the 
very furnace itself — out of the jaws of hell. I say, the act 
remained, though the man who did it is unknown ; he has be- 
come an example and a memory to those who saw it ; brave 
deeds are the parents of deeds as brave, just as heroic sires 
descend from heroic sires. 

He came forth from the crowd with hanging head. He had 
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tried again, and failed. He walked like a schoolboy who is 
ashamed. As for pride at having done the bravest thing in the 
world — ^many a hero on the battle-field is a coward when the 
honse is on fire — ^he showed no pride, or consciousness of any 
merit whatever. Perhaps, when one considers the reason why 
he did the thing, there was little caose for sorprise. 

<' I witnessed the act, Greorge," I said, joining him. 

" Ay— ay— '* 

" 'Twas a noble deed." 

" 'Tis what you like, hid." 

<* A noble deed — a brave deed. Not another man in all the 
crowd could have done that." 

« I was forced to do it. I had no choice. There was no help 
for it" 

" So you say." 

" Why, hid, what do you think I did it for ? Did I know 
whose house was on fire ? Did I know anything of the wonuui 
and her brats !" 

^' Well, that matters not a straw. You saved their lives." 

" I tell you I was driven to go up that ladder. Some on© 
said, ' Go into the midst of the flames, and they shall not haroa 
you. Ay, into the heart of the raging fire.' Why, when I g^* 
in at the window, the floor was already burning like paper, 9Xx^ 
the joists were cracking. The woman's frock was on fire, ao-^ 
the baby's clothes. In another minute they would have bee* 
kiUed. In her extremity of terror sh# had fainted. The /a»^^* 
stopped^ NeviD, for me to do the job. The fire was stayed ^^ 
that I should not be burned. Wlien I came down the ladd^^» 
it was through such a flame as no one before ever passed throng'^* 
I believe, and came out alive." 

" You passed through unhurt, partly because you slid do^"* 
the ladder as only a sailor can, and partly by the help of God- 

" Ay, there it is ; by the help of Grod. And this is anoth^^ 
intimation I have received. First, I am told that I must die > 
then, that I shall not die by battle ; next, that I shall not die bf 
fire." 

" Well, Greorge, since you cannot shake off this disorder in an/ 
other way, get you gone to sea again. There you will come into 
your right mind, and Sylvia, poor child, will return to hers." 

He kughed gently. 
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" No, lad," he said ; " it is no disorder of the mind. It is 
not as you think. My mind, thank God, is clear and sound. 
Since I am shut out from my girl, and there is no hope for me, 
I am shut out from life. She is my life : without her there is 
no life. * Die,' she told me — * Die, and trouble me no more.' " 

What to say? Truly, I had no more to say. You cannot 
reason with a man who has a bee in his bonnet. 

As for what happened next day, I would willingly pass it over 
and say nothing about it, but for the importance which George 
himself attached to the thing. To me it means nothing. His 
escape from the battle was due to his extraordinary courage and 
the skill with which he handled his bludgeon ; his escape from 
the fire was due to his wonderful courage and the rapidity with 
which he got up and down the ladder. I say this without seek- 
ing to diminish the part borne in all human undertakings by 
the help of Providence ; but, speaking of human agencies, such, 
I conceiye, were the reasons why he escaped ; and I declare that 
I can hear no such voice or message as George declared was 
speaking to him in these events. And as to this other thing, if 
George had been unable to swim, or if he had not been as much 
at home in the water and as easy in it as a mermaid, if there 
are such creatures, I would attach importance to it. Everybody 
"who knows George, knows very well that from his childhood he 
bas been one of them — they are rare indeed — ^who seem unable 
to sink in the water. As a boy in summer he would willingly 
Bwim about all day long below the Pool, diving under the barges, 
leaping into the water from boats, climbing up the sides of the 
ships by the ropes, and leaping from them. Three times already 
Iiad he saved the lives of drowning men; he had no fear of 
"water ; he thought no more of such a rescue than many would 
think of catching a man who stumbles. At this juncture, how- 
ever, the thing which he did the very next day seemed to bring 
a message to him. It was this — I say again, that to my mind 
it has no significance. In the morning he took boat for his 
dock, which is beyond the point opposite Limekiln Hole. Here 
he chiefly spent his day, moodily leaning over the wall, and 
looking up and down the river, or sitting in his office doing 
nothing. In these days he did nothing. I suppose the busi- 
ness of the dock was carried on by some one, but indeed I 
know not ; perhaps there was a foreman ; one would think that 
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the people employed at the dock — the rope-makers, boat-build- 
ers, calkers, mast-makers, carpenters, painters, and the rest — 
woald want their wages, and that the owners and captains of 
the ship in dock would want a master for conference. Certain- 
ly, George did nothing. And so, as I said above, I know not 
how the business was carried on. 

Now, when the boat was pretty far down the Reach, and near 
the Point, by some accident — I cannot say how, because I was not 
there — she was run into and capsized, or foundered. It matters 
not how it happened ; but in a moment the two watermen and 
George were all floundering in the water together, and carried 
headlong downwards by the force of the tide, then strongly ebb- 
ing. The watermen could not swim a single stroke — such men 
never can swim, though their lives are spent upon the water, 
and I suppose in their rough way — they mostly appear insen- 
sible to the thought of death or danger — they gave themselves 
up for lost. Greorge, however, brought them both ashore. He 
did for them a thing which I have often seen him do when a 
boy : he swam after them, and got them together. Then, be- 
cause they struggled, and would catch at his neck and arms, be 
cuffed and banged tliem with his fists as easily as if he were 
upon dry land. When he had reduced them somewhat to obe- 
dience he placed a hand under the head of each man, and so, 
swimming upon his back, he made for the bank just where the 
first of the gibbets stands, and landed in the Isle of Dogs. 

He told me afterwards what had happened. 

"It is another sign," I said, "that the Lord will have you 
live and not die." 

"Nay," he replied, stubborn in his madness, "it is another 
intimation of the Lord''s will ; any other man would have been 
drowned by two such lubbers trying to catch me round the neck. 
I should have been drowned — or near it — at any other time. 
But not that way. I must not die that way. Why, man, I felt 
as if it were a hand beneath me holding me up ; I was as light? 
as a cork ; I was half out of the water even with the weight of 
those two watermen dragging me down. To swim ashore carriy 
ing them with me was child's play. Make what you please oi 
of that, Nevill. For me I make but one thing certain. Ifc ? 
what I have told you. Now have I tried fire, battle, and wa'fcr 
What shall I try next ?" f 
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" Go to sea," I told him. " There you may make trial of 
cannon-shot, musket-ball, grape-shot, chain-shot, flying splinters, 
"boarding -pikes, cutlasses, exploding -powder, not to speak of 
ashipwrecks, hidden rocks, tempests, starvation on desert islands, 
cannibals and savages. Go to sea, George, and humbly wait for 
"what may happen." 



CHAPTER VIIL 

AT LAST. 

By this time Mrs. Archer, who came into the Precinct, as you 
liave heard, a young woman with a baby, so poor that she was 
:fain to wash for any who would give her work, and that of the 
Toughest kind, had risen to a great reputation in St. Katherine's, 
not only on account of fine and dexterous work, but also for her 
quiet and sober behavior and her proved virtue. Among the 
poorer people she made no friends, nor would she even suffer 
her eon to consort with the riverside lads ; she kept him, per- 
haps, foolishly above his station ; she attended divine service 
regularly at the church on Sundays and holydays ; her man- 
ners were good ; she was respectful to the ladies who employed 
her, and did not presume beyond her position. She seemed to 
want no friends ; she was a silent woman. As for her appear- 
ance, she was at this time a woman between forty and fifty ; a 
woman with some of her comeliness left — it was said that, when 
she first came to the place, she was beautiful ; she was always 
sorrowful to look at. " She is one of those," said the wise 
woman, ** who were born to sorrow. She has had many troubles, 
and she will have more." 

I do not know how she and her fiery, passionate son agreed 
together. Perhaps, as he knew how to govern himself orderly 
and respectfully before his betters, so he was able to govern 
himself in the presence of his mother. I never heard but that 
his behavior towards her was such as a son's should be. Rich- 
ard Archer was indeed a great villain, but we need not add 
more sins to his record than he actually committed. All I have 
to say about them is, that here were mother and son strangely 
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unlike each other ; as much unlike as can be ; the one patient, 
silent, content ; the other fiery, raging, and impatient. 

Twenty-two years had passed since first she came to this place. 
She made, as I have said, no friends ; but, once a month, a wom- 
an came to see her, and remained shut up with her for an hour- 
or two. Then she went away. Before the day came round, 
Mrs. Archer would seem to grow anxious and uneasy ; for a day 
or two afterwards she was restless. Then she dropped back into 
the old tranquillity, and continued her work, and possessed her 
soul in patience. 

One day — about this time — ^the woman came on her appoint- 
ed day. 'Twas in the afternoon ; and the woman was dressed 
in a high, straight bonnet, her ringlets hanging down behind, 
her long neckerchief so arranged as to make her look like a 
pouter-pigeon. To look at her you would say, at first sight, that 
she was the wife of a flourishing city shopkeeper ; and, at second 
sight, that she was a city gossip. 

" Well, Cousin Lucy," she said, sitting down and nodding her 
head, " it's come at last." 

" What has come r 

" I took tea with my lord's housekeeper yesterday afteruoon, 
and heard about it." 

'< What has happened, Cousin Sarah ? He is not dead ?" 

"No— no — not yet. Long expected — long deferred. The 
sinner has often a long rope, but he is pulled up at last. As 
for rope, his lordship has little to complain of in that respect. 
Sixty, if a day, and the young man still to the very end." 

" What has happened ? Quick 1" 

" A stroke, cousin. That's all. He had a stroke the day be- 
fore yesterday." 

" A stroke ?" 

"Both le^s gone. They say he will never move his legs 
again. There's some wickedness stopped, which will be good 
for his immortal soul ; though, as I said to John this morning, 
while he still has his hands and his head and his tongue, he can 
always add to his iniquities." 

" Will he die ? How does he bear it ?" 

" Why, a man with a stroke or a palsy may go on for years. 
My own father's uncle lived for five years with both feet in the 
grave. His lordship may do the same. As for his bearing it. 
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how should such a man bear it ? Like a raging, roaring lion in 
the Tower of London with the toothache. That's how he bears 
it, my dear. Knowing the man, cousin, you must know how he 
would bear any chastising. We have two ways, my dear, of re- 
ceiving the rod. Some of us confess that we deserve it ; others, 
alas ! blaspheme and curse.'' 

" Yes," said Mrs. Archer ; " and some wonder why they have 
so much of it. I've been wondering all my life why I am always 
under the rod." 

" Well, cousin, you must own that you were imprudent." 

" I believed a man. I married a man. That was all my of- 
fence." 

" Without your parents' consent, my dear." 

" A thing done every day, when the 'prentice carries off his 
master's daughter. Well, it matters not much. He has had a 
stroke. So — ^he can't do much harm now. Cousin Sarah." She 
lifted her head with a little color in her pale cheek and an un- 
wonted gleam in her eyes. " My time will come, perhaps, and 
the time for my boy." 

" Your time, cousin ? Alas ! what can you do ? To be sure, 
he may soften under affliction, and remember the wrong he did. 
But I don't know. 'Tis a hard and unrepentant nature." 

" Yet he may soften." 

" I know not what you mean, Cousin Lucy. Now, isn't it a 
beautiful thing to think that there's the same punishment for 
the great and the lowly ? It won't help him any more that he's 
a noble lord. Oh, no. He will be no better treated than one 
of your poor scuffle - hunters where he is going to. And to 
think that his punishment hasn't actually begun yet. This is 
only the ringing of the bell, as they say." She nodded her head 
with complacency, thinking over the sufferings of a lost soul. 
Many women of outward piety love to dwell upon this dreadful 
theme. "Not yet begun," she added. "Hundreds of years 
hence it will be hardly begun. In thousands and millions of 
years hence it will be only just begun, and all the time growing 
worse. Ah! they say that the souls feel it more and more. 
Think of that! Think of that, Cousin Lucy, and take com- 
fort." 

" Oh !" Mrs. Archer shuddered. " Pray God he may repent." 

" Not he I The heart of such is like the nether millstone. 
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He is too proud for repentance. There is no grace left in him. 
None. Repent? He will blaspheme while there's life left in 
him, and after life he will blaspheme still" 

" At last !" said Mrs. Archer ; " I knew that something terri- 
ble was sure to happen to him, bat I knew not what. The judg- 
ments are sometimes slow, but they are sure." 

" Well, Cousin Lucy, if you think that anything may be done 
for you and Dick, I wouldn't put it off. Because we know not 
what a day may bring forth. Try to mkke him provide for bis 
son before he dies. Be humble with him, not reproaching or 
complaining. Fall down on your knees to him — ^villain that he 
is ! Remember that he is a great man, though such a wretch, 
and rich and powerful, though a ravening wild beast, and you 
are a helpless woman. Don't reproach him. Be humble, cousin." 

^^ No. I shall not fall on my knees before him. If any one 
weeps, it shall be my lord, not the woman he deceived." 

" Nay, my dear, you must not be too hard. Think ! Though 
he married you under false pretences, the boy is his own son ; 
and he can still, if he dies not just yet, do so much for him. 
Why, he might send him to college or make a bishop of him, 
or get him made an officer in the army ; perhaps a member of 
Parliament, or a post of a thousand a year. You would like 
your son to be a gentleman, would you not? And, cousin," 
the woman leaned forward and whispered, '^ have you ever told 
him?" 

'< He knows that I have been deceived, and that his father is 
a great man." 

" What will you do, then ?" 

" I don't know yet, Cousin Sarah ; will you find me a law- 
yer? I ought to have a lawyer. I want somebody to advise 
me — somebody I can trust. I have got a little money saved up. 
I don't want any help from my family, only the name of a re- 
spectable lawyer who will tell me what is best to be done." 

" Where is Richard ?" 

" In the school. He is uneasy of late. He is always restless 
and moody ; like his father, he has fits of rage, but a good son 
to his mother." 

" You know your own affairs best, Cousin Lucy. I should 
think that a humble petition — " 

" No, cousin." Mrs. Archer sprang to her feet, with eyes 
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suddenly flashing. " I will not send a humble petition. I will 
demand my rights. I have been humble long enough." 

" Your rights ? Poor dear, you have no rights. If a woman 
is deceived, the law will give her no rights." 

Mrs. Archer sat down and took up her work again. " True," 
she said, '^ a woman who has been deceived has no rights. Did 
I ever show you my marriage lines ?" She opened a drawer of 
her work-table, and took out a paper. " Here they are. K I 
lose them I can get another copy. The name of the bridegroom 
is put down as Stephen Archer, you see, and he is styled a mas^ 
ter mariner. So he was. Stephen Archer, Lord Aldeburgh, 
Post Captain in His Majesty's service. And the bride is Lucy 
Raine. The paper looks all right, does it not? You would 
never think — " 

•* That he had a wife living at the time ? Never ! Villain !" 

Mrs. Archer put back the paper in the drawer. 

" The man who married us was the .curate of the church, which 
was Allhallows the Great, near the Steelyard, where they have 
got the great carved screen across the middle of the church, and 
behind the altar Moses with a gold wand pointing to the Ten 
Commandments, and Aaron, in full dress, on the other side of 
the table. I remember very well. I have seen this clergyman 
often ; he is only a curate still, because he has no learning or 
interest. But he is a good man, and would not, if he could pre- 
vent it, see me wronged." 

" What has the clergyman to do with it, Lucy." 

" More than you think, cousin. I say that he can swear to 
me ; I mean, that I am the woman whom he married to Stephen 
Archer. And you, cousin, can swear the same." 

" Certainly I can." 

" And you can swear " — ^her pale cheek flushed — " that Rich- 
ard is my son, baptized in the same church of Allhallows the 
Great." 

" There can be, I hope, no doubt of that." 

*' Well, then, I am no disgrace to the family, unless it is a 
disgrace to have kept myself and my boy without help from any 
of the family. No disgrace. Cousin Sarah." 

She folded up her work neatly and laid it on the table ; then 
she opened the drawer of the work-table again, and took out a 
miniature. It represented a young man, black-avised, as they 
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say, dressed in the blae coat and white facings of the king's 
nayy. On his breast was a star, his hair in the fashion of five- 
and-twenty years before — say abont the year 1770, namely, 
frizzed high on the head like a n^ro's wool, powdered and 
qnened behind. 

'' This,*^ she said, '' is a portrait of Richard's father." 

The other woman looked at it corioosly. 

'' It is like him still,'' she said ; ^' the look of the devil was 
on him then — and it's on him now." 

'^ He 'was a tall and proper man, Cousin Sarah ; no one ever 
had a more winning way than my husband, I shall call him my 
husband to my dying day, and he loved me, too — perhaps he 
loved a dozen other women ; but so long as I knew it not, what 
matter ! — until I discovered who he was and what his real posi- 
tion. His drunken valet let it out." 

'^ And then he told you that you were not truly married !" 

'^ He flew into a rage ; he horsewhipped his man tUl I verily 
thought he would have killed him outright ; and then he turned 
to me, and told me that since I had discovered what he hoped 
would have remained concealed, I should learn more — much 
more than I expected or desired — namely, that when he married 
me, he had a wife still living ; that I was no wife at all ; and 
that if I had a baby — Dick was then unborn — ^he would be ille- 
gitimate, so that if I thought I was to be called my lady, and 
my brat my lord, I was mistaken. And with that, my dear, I 
put on my hat and came away here, as to a part of London 
where I could live concealed from him." 

"Villain I Wretch and villain !" 

Mrs. Archer put back the miniature carefully. 

" A strong man. Cousin Sarah, terrible, and without pity. A 
greater villain than even you suppose. Because, you see, when 

he told me that his wife was living when he married me, he lied." 

" How, cousin ? He lied ?" 

" He lied. He married me the day after his wife was buried. 
He walked straight from the funeral to the wedding. While 
she was dying, he was courting me. Captain Archer, of the 
merchant service, he called himself. He knew that she was 
dying when he asked me to marry him. Had I married him 
on the day fixed,' she would have been living still, but I took a 
cold, and had to keep in bed, which put ofiE the day." 
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" Lucy ! Are you sure ?" 

" I am quite sure and certain. I learned the truth five years 
ago. I learned it accidentally from an old volume of the * An- 
nual Register,' where her death is recorded. I went to West- 
minster Abbey, where she lies buried. A noble monument has 
been erected to her memory. One angel weeps for her lady- 
ship, while another bears her off to heaven. The date of her 
death is written plain and clear. It was seven days before my 
marriage. All may read it." 

"Then you — you — Cousin Lucy — you!" the city madam 
gasped. "K you are truly married to Lord Aldeburgh — you 
are her ladyship ! Here — in St. Katherine's Precinct — and you 
a dressmaker and sempstress I And your son the schoolmas- 
ter!" 

"Truly, yes. I am Lady Aldeburgh. And he has known 
this all along. But I have known it for five years only. I have 
kept quiet because, cousin, he is capable of anything — murder 
— kidnapping — anything — and because he would, I am sure and 
certain, hate his son with such a hatred as only such a man is 
capable of feeling. Now that he is paralyzed, Bichard is safe. 
Yes, cousin — you may tell your husband, my Cousin John^ that 
I have not disgraced the family. Keep the secret to yourselves ; 
and remember that my boy — my son Richard — the humble 
schoolmaster of St. Katherine's, does not know it yet, nor shall 
know it, till I have moved further in the matter. Keep my 
secret, cousin. Else all may fail. Keep my secret. Richard 
shall be his lordship's successor, whatever he may say, or con- 
trive, or invent" 



CHAPTER LX. 

THE AMENDMENT CARRIED. 



It cannot be denied that the Sublime Society of Snugs, to- 
gether with all other associations having similar political pur- 
poses, was now under profound discouragement. I know not 
what happened to other revolutionary clubs, but for ourselves 
we had lost more than half our members, including those who 
drank the most, so that we were now coldly looked upon by the 



i 



174 8T. KATHKRUfS'S BT THB TOWBR. 

landlord, who as much as told us that, the recl^oning being now 
contemptible, our room was desired rather than our company. 

There had left us first of all those who were moderate : that 
is to say, those who did not object to the arguments of the 
philosophers, and very readily agreed over a pipe of tobacco 
and a cheerful glass that all men were equal and have the same 
rights ; but the assertion of this doctrine and its practical appli- 
cation are different things. They looked across the Channel, 
and they were terrified. We also lost all those who had money 
or trade to lose. For they, too, looked across the Channel 
There they saw property confiscated, trade interrupted or de- 
stroyed, no respect paid to order, the course of law and jus- 
tice stopped, shops robbed, private persons hindered in their 
business, no security as to stocks, shares, and joint enterprises, 
a whole nation mad for war, and the massacre of those who had 
hitherto kept down the mob. " If these things," they said, " be 
the outcome of your precious principles, give us the ancient 
order — we will have no more of you." Thereupon they all left 
the society, and the Snugs were now diminished by more than 
half. 

Those who remained were chiefly those who are commonly 
described as having nothing to lose. They were young work- 
men of the better sort — ^watchmakers, shoemakers, and the like 
— skilled in their trade, greedy of reading and argument, but 
ignorant and incapable of seeing more than one side of a ques- 
tion. To them a king was a tyrant, a nobleman was a profligate 
aristocrat. It must be owned that too many of our own nobility 
afforded by their conduct good ground for such a belief. A 
bishop was bloated with wealth; a simple clergyman was a 
hypocrite; the church, our divine religion itself, was but a 
sham. There were also two or three who still believed in the 
righteousness of our cause, and looked to see the French nation 
settle down, after the first effervescence of their freedom, to the 
practice of the virtues — the austere virtues of antiquity — which 
their orators were never tired of preaching and extolling. One 
was the Templar, of whom I have already spoken ; another was 
the poet and atheist, who had been expelled from the Univer- 
sity of Oxford; there was the shabby author, and there was 
myself. These, with the company of those who had nothing tp 
lose, now formed the Society of Snugs. Nothing to lose I Why, 
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these workmen and mechanics had their employers to lose ! What 
doth it help a man to have skill in his trade if he can find no 
employer ? And if the employer was ruined, as was now daily 
happening in every town of France, what would the workman 
do ? But of that, or o'f anything else sensible and sober, we 
thought nothing. 

This, however, was my opportunity. When the moderate 
men left the club„I also ought to have gone. This I might have 
done without further discovery, and neither my father, nor any 
of the St. Katherine's Society, would ever have known how far 
I had gone in asserting the principles which they themselves 
abhorred. But I threw my chance away. I remained among 
these men, now doubly dangerous, and, therefore, I deserved 
all that I got afterwards. It is my one consolation that in the 
last of our meetings I did my best to keep the members within 
the bounds of reason. 

We met, then, on what proved to be our last meeting, with 
every outward sign of deep dejection. The marquis, who still 
came, yawned. 

" My young friend," he said, " this no longer interests me. I 
am not reminded any more of my own country. I see no 
chance that your revolution will succeed. There are too many 
here " — he looked round with his supercilious smile — " too many 
here who smell of oil, and that not salad or olive oil. It is true 
that in Paris not to smell of oil or leather is dangerous — ^but 
here ! Enfin ! I think I shall come no longer." 

Our chairman this evening was a man whom I remember very 
well. His trade or occupation I never knew, nor his dwelling- 
place ; and I afterwards discovered that he had given us a false 
name. In religion he was a Socinian ; he was all for freedom 
of thought and private judgment ; he was ardent for the future 
of humanity ; in appearance and manners he was greatly supe- 
rior to most of our members, and he was a man of education. 
I now suspect him to have been a lawyer of some kind, but 
indeed I know not. 

"Citizens," he said, while we sat silent, "has no one aught 
to say? Time was when your chairman's chief duty was to 
conduct the meeting so that every man should have his share 
of the discussion. To-night it would seem as if we had nothing 
to discuss. We will, if you please, consider the causes of the 
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discouragement which has fallen upon the friends of freedom. 
I invite our secretary, if he has any counsel to give, to speak 
upon this subject." 

I do not know why he singled me out. I seldom addressed 
the meriibers, because, being young anJ ardent, I was liable to 
be carried away by my own feelings, so that I would lose the 
thread of my argument, forget the points I wished to touch 
upon, and mix up things on which I should have dwelt sepa- 
rately. Thus it too frequently happened that I would have to 
sit down, covered with confusion. This evening, however, the 
invitation of the chairman found me full of thought upon that 
very subject. I therefore rose, and began, with some timidity, 
to point out, what everybody knew very well, that recent events 
had alienated many of our former supporters, and had sent over 
to the cause of monarchy all the weak and timid. Moreover, 
these excesses had greatly encouraged and strengthened the 
lovers of the old order. Therefore, I said, it was incumbent 
upon our society, and upon all such societies as ours, to give 
no handle to those who pretended that our principles would 
lead to similar results in this country. That is to say, we ought 
to preserve great caution in our speeches and writings. As for 
those who had prophesied that a simultaneous rising of the 
whole people, strong in combined action, would achieve a blood- 
less revolution, that, I argued, could only be expected when the 
French themselves had shown by a return to moderate counsels, 
and by the practice of those virtues which are expected of re- 
publicans, what a nation governing itself could effect. 

"When we have seen," I said, "a sovereign people ruling 
and reigning for the general welfare, and that alone ; a country 
free from the corruption charged against a democracy and the 
certain tyranny of the aristocracy ; minds cleared of priestcraft, 
priest domination, and superstition ; all men alike working to- 
gether for the common weal, and none for their own selfish 
interests, it will be our time for action. Citizens," I concluded, 
" that time is not yet come. We must watch the progress and 
the development of the Gallic republic. Meantime, our old 
relations with the republic are broken off; we can no. more 
exchange with the French the messages of fraternity with which 
we hailed their first steps in freedom. War, horrid war, has 
begun again; the martial spirit of our country is again aiivak- 
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ened ; the old hatred of the French has burst forth with re- 
doubled fury. Think — what chance is left for us? Should we 
be beaten, is it likely that we shall copy the institutions of our 
conquerojs ? Should we be victorious, shall we imitate the exam- 
ple of our conquered foes ? In either event, our imitation of 
the French seems to me farther oft than ever, and those who 
still advocate such an imitation will be called, and treated as, 
the enemies of their country." 

I sat down, not wholly satisfied with the reception of my 
speech. The marquis shook his head. 

" You have descended," he said, " to common sense. This is 
tedious. You are no longer interesting, Nevill. You will make 
your club ridiculous." He handled a pinch of snuff delicately. 
Then he seized his gold-headed stick and hat. " I shall depart. 
I shall come here no more. Farewell, Sublime Society of Snugs." 
But this he murmured in my ear, and the others heard him not. 

On the whole, the men seemed to agree with me, but unwill- 
ingly. With some of the most earnest men — I say not that all 
were either earnest or honest — ^the most glorious vision that had 
ever appeared to them was vanishing. Could there be— can 
there be — a dream more splendid than that of universal happi- 
ness and virtue? Nay, are there not some who believe that 
Christ himself will come down to reign over mankind, rendered 
happy by his rule, for the space of a thousand years? These 
men saw the failure of their hopes with sad and sinking hearts. 
Some of our members, on the other hand, desired not the king- 
dom of heaven at all, but a general overturn of everything — the 
confiscation of all property, and a scramble for possession. 

As I concluded, and sat down, the knock of a member — a pri- 
vate method of knocking was among our secrets — was heard at 
the door. When the door was opened, Richard Archer appeared. 
I had not, until then, observed his absence. With him, to my 
amazement, stood no other than George Bayssallance. 

" Tiens /" said the marquis, laying down his hat. " Behold 
our Marat, and the victim of offended love ! This is interesting." 

Archer's face was eager and excited. He was anxious, too, 
and evidently laboring to keep himself under control. 

" Brother citizens," he said, " I bring you a new member." 

" George " — I seized the new member by the arm — " what are 
you doing here ? Why are yoil here ? What do you know or 
12 
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care about the principles of this society ? — ^This gentleman, cl 
zens, is a plain sailor. He knows nothing of the Rights of Mxm- ^ 
I was, indeed, amazed to see him there. In his frame of min^ 
what could he mean by joining us ? What new attempt did 
meditate ? And why join us ? I was not only amazed — ^I w 
filled with the foreboding of danger. 

" Dick has taught me your principles," said George, quietl 
" What is good enough for you is good for me as well, I take it— 

"No, you have never considered the question. You ha^^^ 
nothing to do with the business, George. Give it up. Wh^^t 
madness has brought you here ? Have you not enough trouble 
on your head but you must seek new trouble ? Here things ar*^ 
said not reported out of doors — " 

"Citizens," Archer interrupted, without ceremony, "I have 
conversed with this new recruit ; I find his mind fully prepared ; 
his principles are ours ; he is ready to join us, to work for us, 
to fight for us — if necessary." 

I could say nothing. George's face showed resolution and 
patience, but not the zeal of a recruit. 

" Brother," said Archer, turning to him, " said I well f You 
are entirely with us ?" 

" Entirely with you," George replied, quietly. 

" He comes here, citizens, already instructed in the principles 
of liberty, equality, and fraternity, but ready to receive other 
instruction. He is prepared to carry out any orders that may 
be laid upon him." 

I felt a little uneasiness at these words — ^because the club had 
never laid any orders upon a member. 

" At all events," said the Templar, " the man is old enough 
and big enough to take care of himself." 

" If he is willing to take the oath of brotherhood and secrecy, 
said the chairman, " let him be sworn." 

A Bible was placed in his hands, and he was placed in fro: 
of the chairman. 

" George Bayssallance," he said. " Before the Lord, Geo 
thou art a tall and proper lad. Art thou here, desirous of ea 
ing the Sublime Society of Snugs with no secret or selfish 
pose, but only for the good of mankind in general and this c 
try in particular ? If so, kiss the book." 

" I am," said George, kissing the book. 
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"Wilt thou obey the ordinances and rules of the society? 
Kiss the book again." 

" I wiU." 

" Wilt thou prove a brother among brothers ; a friend among 
friends ; a wise man among wise men ; convivial, but not drunk- 
en ; harmonious, but not noisy ; a lover of reason, but not con- 
tentious ; ever ready to debate and discuss, but not a babbler ? 
Kiss the book." 

" I will endeavor so to act," said the new member. 

" Wilt thou maintain and defend, even with life itself, the 
sacred principles of humanity adopted and held by the Sublime 
Society ? Kiss the book." 

« I wiU." 

The oath was then administered to him. Every society has 
its entrance oath, whether that of Freemasons, of Comical Cous- 
ins, of the Lumber Troop, or of Gormegans. I neither attack 
nor defend the practice. In the words of this oath, the candi- 
date prayed the Deity to smite him with many disorders, all 
enumerated, if he broke the laws, rules, and conditions under 
which he was admitted to the society. This form of words pro- 
nounced — George showed no trepidation nor any other emotion 
— and the book again kissed, the chairman shook hands with 
the new member, congratulated him upon his election, which, 
he said, would ever after be remembered by him as the most 
important^vent in his life, and the one of which he would have 
most reason to be proud, and so received him as a brother Snug. 

Now, had the club existed solely for purposes of conviviality 
and good-fellowship, such an oath would have been blasphe- 
mous. But the convivial Snugs were gone, and a gang of con- 
spirators remained, bent on overthrowing, if they could, the 
institutions of their country. Therefore such a form of admis- 
sion was necessary, though in the event it proved that one per- 
son, at least, had no regard to the sanctity of an oath. At this 
moment, though we guessed it not, to join the Snugs was as dan- 
gerous as to become a follower of the Old Man of the Mountain, 
and the chairman, though this also he knew not, never uttered 
a truer prophecy when he told George that he had now accom- 
plished the most important act of his whole life, and the one 
which he would remember to the end of it. 

After the administration of the oath followed the imparting 
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of the varioas ways by which he might know and recognize a 
Snag, supposing he were to meet one accidentally in strange 
places or foreign parts. This information, likely to prove so 
very useful, was speedily conveyed, and, thus enriched and for- 
tified, George was conducted to a seat. 

He sat down beside me, which, after my remonstrance, I took 
friendly. 

"All is now arranged," he whispered; "that is why I am 
here. Lord love you, Nevill, my lad, I know nothing about 
man's natural rights. All I have to do is to carry it through, 
whatever the event !" 

"Good heavens! — what is arranged?" I asked. As to his 
general meaning I had no doubt. He who had sought death in 
battle, fire, and water was now going to try some other method. 
What had the Sublime Society of Snugs to do with such a man 
and such a resolution ? His face terrified me. He was no longer 
perplexed and torn by doubt. Contentment had returned to him 
-—or, at least, silent resignation. He smiled as he spoke, but 
With serious eyes. 

" I have no longer any doubt," he said, " as to my plain duty. 
It is to try all methods until I find one by which I shall be called 
away. But I am in great hopes that this time — " 

" George, what will you do ?" 

" What you advised, lad ; I shall leave it — ^to the Lord.'* 

At this point Richard Archer rose to speak. The marquis 
took off his hat and laid it on his knee, nodding his head pleas- 
antly. " Once more," he murmured, " I wait the eloquence of 
the Britannic Marat." 

" Mr. Chairman and citizens," he began, quietly, " I am here 
this evening with an announcement which will, I doubt not, be 
received by all present " — here he looked at 'me — " by all, or 
nearly all, present, with something of the joy which awaits the 
faithful in heaven. I hear that you have listened this evening 
to an address from your secretary on the duty of this society at 
the present crisis. It is, I agree with him, a crisis of the great- 
est gravity. The recent just and admirable execution of a ty- 
rant has, it is quite true, alienated from our ranks all the timid, 
all those who are afraid of seeing principles put into practice. 
The half-hearted cannot understand the necessity of justice. 
Why, for my own part, if it were found necessary to execute 
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King George the Third, I should myself be honored by sitting 
in the tribunal of condemnation. Justice is blind ; it strikes at 
kings and beggars alike. Here, for his crimes, a wretch swings 
outside Newgate. There, for his crimes, lies the headless trunk 
of a king. Do they reflect — but they cannot — ^that we ourselves 
should be ruthlessly sent to the scs^old for resisting the king 
and the nobles, and that it is only just, therefore, that king and 
nobles should go to the scaffold for resisting the sovereign power 
of the people ? These cowards tremble because a king has been 
beheaded ; yet they look on with unconcern when a shoplifter 
is hanged. Well, we have lost all cowards out of our ranks — 
they are gone ; much good will they do to King George. We 
have lost others besides the cowards ; we have lost the waverers. 
The massacres of which they make so much — the mere accidents 
of revolution — the trifles which mark the first effervescence of 
liberty ; these things have driven the waverers from our ranks. 
Those who acknowledged the reason of our argument, but hesi- 
tated whether to cast in their lot with us or with the tyrants, 
hesitate no longer. They have left us. Very well. Let things 
go. What remains ? Citizens, we remain ! We remain, who 
are the backbone of the country, the true people in its sover- 
eignty, the men of fire and blood I We who are ready to hew 
our way through all the hireling troops the king may bring 
against us, though all the lords and bishops help with men and 
money ! The French Revolution was made by a few hundreds 
of men first, and consolidated by a few thousands. I tell ytou 
that for one man who helped to make the French Revolution I 
can bring five hundred. At this moment there are five hundred 
thousand ready and waiting ! And I tell you more. This is 
what I came here this evening to tell you — all is ready ! The 
hour has struck! The time has come! In four-and-twenty 
hours Great Britain will be a republic !" 

He paused and looked around. I sprang to my feet. 

" I am the secretary of this society,'' I said. " All the corre- 
spondence passes through my hands. Nothing has been brought 
to me about any special preparations. The country is no more 
in readiness now than it was six months ago. Nay, far less, for 
a spirit of dismay is everywhere." 

^* Tou and your corresponding societies have been set aside. 
We act without you. I am here this night to let you understand 
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that those whose shilly-shally counsels have almost succeeded in 
betraying the cause are set aside. The Constitutional Societies 
and the Friends of the People are traitors. You are all dismissed. 
We reign in your place. The people is sovereign at last !" 

I have never been able to understand what was true in this 
speech. It is quite possible, and, indeed, very probable, that 
this man with a few, desperate like himself, had made a small 
party in imitation of the French, and had prepared for some 
kind of manifestation in certain centres. It is also possible that 
he overrated the power of this party. It is quite certain that 
he possessed many of the qualities which distinguished the most 
desperate of the French party : he was quite ready to play the 
part of Marat, Danton, Desmoulins, or Robespierre, all of whom 
he regarded with profound and sincere admiration. It is also 
possible, judging from the future course of events, that the 
whole of this evening's oratory was a theatrical display, intended 
to draw the victim deeper into the toils. 

" You will not reign in this club," I replied, hotly, " until you 
can, at least, produce your credentials." 

" I understand the speaker," cried the chairman, " to assert 
that this Sublime Society has no longer any reason for existence. 
I think he will acknowledge that no one willingly ceases to exist 
because another man tells him that he is no longer of any use- 
fulness to the community. The speaker will be good enough to 
explain. Shall the Society of Snugs be wiped out by a brother 
Snug ?" 

"I say," Archer went on, warming as he went, "that such 
political clubs as this, whatever their name, will after this day 
cease to exist, because their purpose will have been accomplished. 
Listen, citizens. To-morrow evening, Sunday — on the only day 
when the British slave is free — the decisive blow will be struck. 
It will be struck simultaneously in a dozen places. Here in Lon- 
don, in Birmingham, in SheflGield, in Norwich — everywhere the 
people will be called upon at once to rise in the majesty of irre- 
sistible thousands, headed by the men of fire and blood, and 
will assert their sovereignty. What you have talked of doing, 
we have done. The time has gone by for arguments and talk 
— the thing is done. To-morrow evening let those who love 
liberty rally round the red cap." He produced this article from 
bis pocket, and stuck it on his head, where it would have looked 
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better had it been a size larger. Then he folded his arms for 
the assembly to admire the effect. 

" I am once more in Paris," murmured the marquis ; " I am 
again among the lambs of revolution, virtuous and incorruptible." 

" If," I said, " an insurrection has been planned without the 
consent of the societies to which we belong, we ought to have 
neither part nor lot in it. I propose this, sir, as a resolution — 
* That we take no part in any movement not sanctioned by our 
corresponding societies.' " 

" To-morrow night," Richard Archer repeated, " you will lie 
in your beds warm and comfortable. It will be well for you if, 
in the general conflagration that shall arise, you are not burned 
in your beds. If you are lucky enough to escape, you may re- 
flect that the work has been taken out of your hands, and is 
being performed by the true revolutionists. In the morning 
you will find London in our hands ; before nightfall King George 
and all his nobles will have fled, pale and trembling ; in a week 
every church will be turned into a storehouse or a lecture hall ; 
there will be no more priests; there will be no more lawyers; 
no more landlords ; no more rich men. All the property of the 
country will be divided among the people ; peace will be made 
with France ; hand-in-hand we shall overrun the whole of Eu- 
rope, welcomed by the people, while the kings fly before us at the 
far-off sound of the drum. To-morrow night. To-morrow night." 

" Brother Snugs," said the chairman, laying down his pipe and 
speaking seriously, "I know not, for my own part, how far 
these words are true. If they are true, then our brother, whose 
zeal for the cause is well known to us, has allied himself with a 
band or body of men whose" principles may be just, but whose 
actions are detestable. This society yields to none in its adher- 
ence to the great principles — man is born free; all men are 
equal ; all men have equal rights. We acknowledge no priv- 
ileged class ; we own no authority in thought ; we bow the head 
neither to king, lord, or bishop ; we receive no creed imposed 
upon the world by priests. Nay, if you come to that, there 
need be no laws and no constables if every man would honestly 
stick to his own business. But we have as yet seen nothing in 
the conduct of the French Revolution to show that such a de- 
sirable condition of things has been arrived at by the change 
of constitution. The individual man is the same as before, 
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except that he has for the present larger opportunities of show- 
ing his propensities, which are mostly in the direction of the 
devil. Very well. We are associated with certain other socie- 
ties holding similar principles ; we exchange papers and pam- 
phlets ; we know the opinions and the action of these societies. 
Now that any general insurrection should have been planned 
without the consent and approbation of these societies seems 
impossible." 

" They are deposed," said Archer. " They are set aside." 

" Or," the chairman continued, " that these societies should 
have planned such a movement, so fraught with danger, without 
even mentioning the fact to this sublime society, is incredible. 
It is also incredible that a rising, which is intended to result in 
conflagrations and in massacres, should have been considered by 
these societies. If, then, it is true that the thing is to take place, 
let us for our parts resolve to have nothing to do with it. If 
members desire separately and individually to be hanged," here 
George started and changed color, '^ let them do it, but not as 
brothers of this society." 

" You are not wanted," said Archer. " We can do without 
you—" 

" Parisian," murmured the marquis. " He has acquired the 
latest style of Paris." 

" Gentlemen." The chairman departed from the usual mode 
of addressing the club. "Gentlemen," he repeated very ear- 
nestly, " I know the temper of the city at this moment. It is, I 
assure you, very strong. Never was fidelity to the throne 
stronger. Though a year ago it seemed as if principles of free- 
dom were making rapid strides, it is to-day certain that men 
cannot show their faces abroad who dare to profess them openly. 
Even if an attempt to rise be made in a hundred places at once, 
nothing will come but bloodshed and riot. All those who love 
order and have property are prepared to rally round the king. 
Force will be met by stronger force. At the best nothing could 
be expected but for the mob to hold the town, and wreak mis- 
chief in it for a day or two. Good Heavens ! How would an- 
other Gordon Riot, and a worse one, advance our holy and 
sacred cause ? But not for a single night will the mob be per- 
mitted to hold the town. The city is resolved to depend not so 
much upon the soldiers as upon themselves, in order to prevent 
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such a calamity. Gentlemen, I agree with Nevill Comines, our 
secretary. We must have neither part nor lot in such an at- 
tempt." 

Observe the natural end of all revolutionary societies. They 
are founded to advance principles by men who fail to understand 
what will happen if those principles were universally adopted. 
It is never in the minds of these philosophers the time for blood- 
shed and violence. But a revolution which affects property, and 
attacks privilege, and destroys power, can never be carried 
through without violence and bloodshed. Therefore, in the 
end, the men who scruple not to commit crime carry the day, 
and drive out the moderates. So that when the principles are 
established, the true leaders, those who would have restrained 
and. guided the people, are nowhere to be found. Have we not 
seen this in Paris ? Did we not see it in this small way, in the 
Sublime Society of Snugs ? 

Then followed a discussion, hot and fierce. It became mani- 
fest that the violent section of the club was stronger than the 
moderate, most of whom, as I have said, had already withdrawn. 
One after the other sprang to his feet and declaimed against the 
cowardice of those who shrank from force at the moment when 
force was ready. One, who wanted us to go out in a body and 
join the demonstration with flags, red sashes, and red caps, 
refused to believe that any violence would be attempted, and 
tried to persuade us that a peaceful promenade about the streets 
would settle the whole business. Another pretended to believe 
that the guards would be with us. 

The chairman reminded the house that there was a resolution 
before it. My friend, the shabby author, seconded it. Before it 
could be put. Archer jumped upon a chair and began a wild 
harangue. This, which was full of threats, prophecies, and 
denunciations, I omit. Indeed, it was shocking to hear, and 
would be far more shocking to read. He concluded with an 
amendment: ''That this society is pledged to take action, 
whether that may result in violence or not, at all times, and 
whenever it seems good to the sovereign people to assert its 
sovereignty." 

The resolution was seconded, both by the atheist from Oxford 
and the Templar, in the same words and in one breath. 

" Citizens," said the chairman, " we might talk for a month 
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without getting any nearer to an agreement. I therefore pat 
the amendment to the vote. It is proposed as an amendment 
that this society is pledged to take action, whether that may 
result in violence or not, at all times and whenever it seems 
good to the sovereign people to assert its sovereignty. Those 
who are in favor of the amendment will declare the same in 
the usual manner. Twelve in favor. Those who are against 
— seven. The amendment is carried. Brother secretary, you 
will enter the amendment as carried? Before declaring this 
meeting closed, I heg to inform the society that from this mo- 
ment I am no longer a member." 

" Nor I," said another who had voted against it. " Nor I," 
said a third. As secretary, I recorded their resignations. Un- 
happily, I did not record my own, though, I declare, I intended 
to resign with the chairman. The amendment I duly entered 
upon the minutes on the spot, with the names of six resigning 
members. But not my own name. A most unfortunate omis- 
sion, as you will learn. 

*' I declare this meeting duly adjourned until the next regular 
day of the club." 

The chairman put on his hat and went away. Those who had 
voted for the amendment gathered together, called for drink, and 
began to talk earnestly among themselves. 

I finished entering the minutes, in which I recorded the heads 
of Archer's speech, and the words of resolution and amendment. 
Then I placed the minute-book in the muniment-chest, or chest 
of archives as we sublimely called the wooden box in which we 
kept our ancient books, list of members, and minute-book ; put 
the key in my pocket, and walked away. The last I saw of 
George Bayssallance was that he was still sitting patient and 
silent, as if he were wholly unconcerned with what went on. 

Outside, I found the marquis waiting for me. 

" My son," he said, " if your Marat is right I may as well pack 
up my portmanteau and go back to France again. One would 
rather die on the guillotine among one's own people and be cursed 
in French — I believe they still speak the old tongue — ^than on an 
English scaffold, where one would only partly comprehend the 
execrations of the mob." '■ 

" I do not believe it," I said. " Archer has gone mad. Such 
a movement could not possibly be resolved upon. The time is 
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inopportnne ; the societies would never intrust their work to 
the conduct of such men." 

" Hear my advice," he said. " Go back to-night— or, at lat- 
est, to-morrow morning. Secure the books of the club. Destroy 
the minutes and the lists. Efface the memory of the club as 
much as possible. If violence is attempted, let it not be possible 
to connect your name with it. Well ; you have had your play. 
Your arguments, my friend, would be irresistible if men were 
governed by reason. But they are not. They are governed in 
all their actions by their own interests — by love of money, love 
of power, by vanity. You think they are governed by the love 
of virtue? Never has that cold goddess had votaries so few. 
Her shrine is neglected ; the grass grows in the courts of her 
temple ; the dust lies thick upon her altar. Go back to-morrow, 
my son, and secure the documents." 

I repeat, that I know not to this day how far Richard Archer 
deceived himself, or how far he intended to deceive us. I think 
there must have been a plot among a few fanatics, of whom he 
was one, to snatch the reins of power. Whether they had really 
organized a plan of universal insurrection I cannot say. If so, 
why did it fail ? Three or four risings there were, but they were 
insignificant. No ; I cannot understand it. Perhaps, as I said 
above, all was part of a diabolical plot contrived by this man — 
the most wicked of all his generation. 

" There will be trouble," said the marquis ; " but not much. 
I think I shall not pack up just yet. Little fire, much smoke. 
I remain. Keep the victim of love out of the trouble, Nevill. 
Cupid should be satisfied with the punishment he has already 
inflicted upon him." 

The next day, being Sunday, we went to church. To my 
surprise, the marquis was there. He sat in the pew next to ours, 
and, turning his head, he whispered to me from time to time. 

" The devil is in the organ loft," he said. " Nothing less than 
the devil himself. I never heard the devil play the organ before." 

The devil dissembled at any rate, for the voluntary which pre- 
ceded the service was very sweet and soft, and calculated to lift 
the soul to prayer and praise. The organist also played the 
chants with his usual soberness. The psalm appointed to be 
sung before the sermon proved afterwards appropriate to the 
occasion. It was the second : 
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" Why rage the heathen ? and yain things 
Why do the people mind ? 
Kings of the earth do set themselves, 
And princes are combined, 

'* To plot against the Lord and his 
Anointed, saying thus, 
Let us asunder break their bands. 
And cast their cords from us. 



^*Thou shalt as with a weighty rod 
Of iron break them all ; 
And as a potter's sherd thou shalt 
Them dash in pieces small." 

The service over, the organist remained, as usual, playing in 
the empty church. It was a great march that he played. There 
was victory in it, the shouts of the conquerors, the tramjp of an 
army. He was celebrating beforehand, which is more lucky, 
the triumph of his cause. 

Where was George? All that day he was nowhere to be 
found. I spent the day in a vain attempt to find him. Alas ! 
had I, instead, taken the advice of the marquis, and secured or 
destroyed the books ! 



CHAPTER X 

AN ANXIOUS SUNDAY. 



Of all the days of my past life there are few which I remem- 
ber so clearly as the Sunday when the last and heaviest blow 
was struck. I say the heaviest, because those that followed 
were only its natural consequences. Had it not been for the 
doings of this one day, the misfortunes that followed would 
never have happened. 

The day of misfortune cast its shadows before. I lay all 
night feverish and wakeful, tossing from side to side, conjuring 
before my imagination the dreadful consequences of rebellion, 
and the dangers that had suddenly sprung up around us, like a 
host of soldiers hitherto invisible. I arose full of dismal fore- 
bodings. Outside, the sky was lowering ; clouds charged with 
lightning hung over the city, black and threatening. The ad- 
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xoonitions of the wise old Frenchman rang in my ears. I ought 
"to have brought away the books of the society. I ought to 
have torn out the pages and destroyed them ; why, there was 
still time ; I might have hurried to the place early in the morn- 
ing before service ; there was still time enough. Alas ! insen- 
sate wretch ! I suffered the moments to pass away. To-morrow 
I would secure the books. To-morrow — to-morrow. It always 
comes. But the things that should be done on that day — what 
becomes of them ? Where are they ? 

In church the psalms for the day were penitential ; the lessons 
were of judgment upon sinners and the wrath of an offended 
God ; the discourse of the preacher was on the fearful condition 
of those who disobey the discipline of the church and refuse the 
means of grace. ' " You — you," he seemed to say, speaking to 
me, singled out from the congregation, " you have been taught 
from childhood upwards obedience to authority, respect for 
king and laws. Yet you have forgotten your early lessons ; you 
have allied yourself with rebels. What shall be done to you?" 
Outside, the rain fell in sharp showers ;. the clouds darkened the 
light of day ; the church was plunged in twilight ; and while the 
voice of the preacher, calm and stern as the voice of a judge, pro- 
nounced sentence upon sinners, the thunder rolled without ceasing; 
We went home after the service. At dinner my father, whose 
mind was greatly moved by recent events, talked of nothing 
but the horrors of revolution and the dangers to the country 
from mischievous agitators. I think that in things political he 
was one of those who easily fall into a panic, and at this time 
the country was everywhere calling upon the government for 
stronger measures — ^always stronger measures— of repression. 

" What," he asked, quoting, I believe, from some newspaper, 
" is the use of liberty if the goddess for whom our fathers fought 
and bled is to be used for the destruction of herself ? Answer 
me that." He was carving a joint of roast veal, and flourished 
his knife as' he spoke in order to give greater emphasis to his 
words. " To be used for her own destruction !" he repeated. 
" No — never let it be said that we Englishmen sat cowardly still 
while such a thing was attempted. Let an example be made, 
and that a signal and a terrible one." 

" My dear," said his wife. " Stuffing for Sylvia — it mav tempt 
her." 
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" Let sedition" — he frowned, but laid down the knife and 
helped the stuffing — ^* be treated in such times as these as high 
treason. They used to hang for the space of two minutes, then 
cut down the criminal, and — " 

" Not at dinner," said my mother. 

" We must revive," he went on, " the old punishment, with 
every circumstance of torture and horror. Such is the only fit- 
ting end for wretches who would import into this happy country 
the crimes of the French. In the days of my ancestors, who 
were Vidames de Troyes, such things would have been impossible. 
But they drove us into exile. The world may now perceive the 
consequences." 

Yes — and his own son, for whom he now proceeded to carve 
a generous plate of the Sunday roast, was also one of these trai- 
tors ; the son of his friend, the lieutenant, who, though of less 
exalted ancestry, was possessed of equal loyalty, was another ; and 
his schoolmaster — that a schoolmaster should so presume — was 
another I 

He continued in this vein during the whole dinner. And, I 
doubt not, after the same fashion did thousands of sober citizens 
discourse over the same Sunday dinner. It is a laudable cus- 
tom with our good people to provide a generous dinner on the 
Sunday, when it can be enjoyed at leisure, and with the conscious- 
ness of service to God rendered, sins forgiven, and the soul for- 
tified. In the week, dinner has to be taken during the press and 
business of the day : there is no time to dwell upon the flavor 
of the roast or the delicacy of the pudding. The housewife con- 
siders that the week-day meal is intended only to strengthen 
the body, that of the Sunday to please and gratify the palate. 
Therefore one may reasonably look for a cheerful disposition 
to prevail, as well as a grateful heart. On this day one does 
not expect the dinner to be robbed of its best accompaniments 
by the calling down of fire and sword upon all who hold differ- 
ent opinions. 

A son must not oppose, contradict, or presume to argue with 
his father. Therefore, I refrained from pointing out that a 
cause must not always be judged by the crimes committed in 
its name. Otherwise, how could one defend either side in any 
war, especially a religious war ? I sat mute, downcast, and appre- 
hensive. 
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Mj mother, for her part, was equally silent ; partly hecause on 
such subjects she never ventured any other opinion than a com- 
prehensive agreement with her spouse, and partly because her 
mind was full of other things. What does it matter to a woman 
whether the French, a hundred miles away and more, are slaugh- 
tering kings and nobles, when she sees her only daughter slowly 
wasting away ? Sylvia sat up to dinner, but in an arm-chair, and 
supported by pillows ; and she ate nothing, but remained pale 
and listless, paying no heed to what was said. 

It was a terrible dinner. My father, growing red in the face, 
continued to pour out his denunciations, ignorant that they were 
so many curses falling on the head of his son. Outside, as during 
church service, the thunder growled and the rain kept falling 
upon the windows. A day full of gloom. My heart sank low. 
I thought of Bichard Archer, and of George, and the Sublime 
Society of Snugs ; and I trembled. 

" When I think," summed up my father, " that the last two 
years have witnessed the fall of a proud nobility, the destruction 
of all that was chivalrous in the realm of France, ahd the over- 
throw of religion, I have no patience with those who would de- 
fend the principles of revolution. When I reflect that this mad 
and ignorant people, drunk with their own freedom, which they 
call liberty, have sent to the scaffold a virtuous monarch, whose 
features my own are said to resemble — I trust the resemblance 
extends also to his virtues — I lose myself in indignation. My 
blood boils; I would send every English revolutionary to the 
scaffold without compunction — ^ay, even if he were my dearest 
friend, my oldest companion — even my very son." 

With these words my father drank the last of the four glaspes 
of port with which he was wont to conclude his Sunday dinner. 
He then pulled out his silk handkerchief, which he threw over 
his head, put up his feet on a footstool, sat well back in his 
chair, his elbows on the arms, and adjusted himself for his 
customary hour's sleep. 

My mother rose, and put the decanters back into the cup- 
board. 

"My own son," murmured my father, his voice half -stifled 
by the handkerchief. " Even my own son — I would — willingly 
I would." 

Then I arose and went out. 
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I felt like unto one found guilty, whose sentence is deferr^^ 
He knows not what it will be. A flogging almost to death — a loxng 
and miserable imprisonment in the company of wretches wb-ose 
talk is intolerable — perhaps a shameful gibbet — ^perhaps trarn-fi- 
portation across the seas ; he knows not, but expects the worist, 
and sits, meantime, mute and miserable, waiting with a fear^mil 
foreboding and expectancy. 

I was so uneasy in my mind that I could not rest or keep sfcill 
in any place. I first went in search of George. He had n. <Dt 
been at home all night, nor had he yet come home, and th^y 
knew not whither he was gone or where he could be found, ai:m- ^ 
on the kindly face of Sister Katherine was written the anxiei 
that now devoured all our hearts. I took first oars, and wi 
taken across to Rotherhithe. The gate of the dock was clos^ -^ 
and locked ; George was not there, so I came back again. 

It was then past five. Sister Katherine was making tea. — 
stayed there, being afraid to meet my father. The lieutenaiL 



was gone to the Hope and Anchor, where he spent most of hii 
evenings over a pipe of tobacco and a glass of punch. 

On Sunday evening, while it is still early, and the men hav^^ 
not had time to get drunk, it is quiet in the Precinct. Later ovm- 
there are brawls in the streets ; fighting and swearing among' 
the men, with cries and shrieks from the women. To be sure, 
those who live in the place mind these noises no more than a 
dweller in Cheap minds the rolling of the carts and the grind- 
ing of the wagon-wheels. To-night, for instance, there were 
loud voices from St. Katherine's Stairs, and the people who 
passed to and from the ships, and used these stairs, were cer- 
tainly not singing psalms and spiritual songs. These common 
things were not heeded. 

" Sit down, Nevill," she said, " if 'tis only to keep me com- 
pany." She took another cup and saucer from the cupboard 
and placed them on the table. " Most nights I care little about 
being alone : I am then sure of my company, as the saying is. 
But to-night I am afraid of myself. The lightning was so near 
this afternoon that I went out dnd sat under an elder-tree for 
safety. It has made me all of a tremble — that and my trouble 
about George. And I cut my thumb-nail this morning before 
ever I remembered the day of the week. That's the most un- 
lucky thing a body can do. Never thought of the day, my dear 
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boy, till the deed was done. Cut your nails a Sunday, and the 
devil's in your house all the week. Then this day is set down 
unlucky in the almanac. And my brother spilled salt at dinner, 
and crossed knives. I dreamed a dream on Friday — a bad 
dream — and I told it on Saturday. It will therefore come true. 
My left eye has been itching — a sure sign of bad luck. Every- 
thing points the same way. Something will happen to us, and 
that before long." 

"Indeed," I said, "I greatly fear it. Though enough has 
happened to us, the Lord knows." 

" We are bewitched, Nevill. I have said so all along, and I 
know it. Sylvia is bewitched, so that she is made to seem as 
if she hates her lover. If we cannot cure her, she will die. 
George is bewitched, so that he cannot be made to reason, but 
has fallen into a kind of madness. Good heavens ! if this con- 
tinues, what will become of us ?" 

" Indeed, Sister Katherine, I do not know. But I fear the 
worst." 

" Let us take our tea. Let us try to possess our souls in pa- 
tience." She assumed a cheerfulness which she felt not, and 
busied herself with the teacups. " Whatever happens, Nevill, 
is not so bad when it comes, as it seems, beforehand. This 
have I always observed. We bear a hundred burdens with pa- 
tience when they are laid upon us one after the other, which, 
had they been foretold, would have made us pray for death. 
Let us have patience, and thank the good Lord for the allevi- 
ations which he sends." 'Twas a pious soul. "Mostly," she 
added, " I thank him for the gift of tea. Mine is now drawn 
to a turn : a minute more, and you would taste the stalks ; a 
minute less, and you would not taste the full fragrance of the 
herb." She poured it out. "An innocent drink, -Nevill. If 
the French drank tea, they would not now be murdering kings 
and princes. It is the wine and beer, the brandy and the rum, 
that cause wars among nations and fights among men. 'Tis 
drink — 'tis drink — 'tis drink that causes all our troubles — un- 
less, to be sure, love, or witchcraft, or gambling." 

We were not so troubled in mind but we could take our tea 
and toast, and truly Sister Katherine's hand was as true over 
her tea as over her rolling-pin. 

" There is comfort in tea," she continued. " In drink there 
13 
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is only f orgetf ulness. Nevill, my heart bleeds for them. I see no 
good way out of it. If it were not for the thought that we are 
in the Lord's hands, I know not how I could endure the sight." 

" Now that it is settled that he is to go away — " 

" Nay, but when he is gone, what assurance remains that she 
will recover ?" 

" Alas ! None." 

" And if she recover and he should be cast away at sea, what 
then ? I see no way ; and look you, spite of all, Sylvia loves 
him still. I saw her yesterday reading an old letter of his ; she 
kissed it and cried over it. Think you a girl would kiss and 
cry over a letter from a man she loathed ?" 

" Then, why ?" 

" Why ? .Because she is bewitched, I say. There can be no 
other reason. For if one does but mention his name she shud- 
ders and falls to weeping, and is well-nigh torn to pieces. She 
is possessed of a devil who makes her do things that her soul 
abhors. As for George, saw one ever young man so changed? 
He who was once blithe and merry, now has never a smile or a 
laugh. He who formerly was always singing and dancing is 
now mute and glum; nothing moves him. All day long he 
sits in his repairing dock, and that gives him no joy. Last 
night he came not home at all ; his bed is as I made it ; to-day 
he has not come home. What does this mean ? Where has he 
passed the night ? How hath he spent the day ? What will be 
the end ?" 

She shook her head mournfully. 

After tea, we sat talking still of this melancholy theme. Grief 
and anxiety are not banished by talking over them; but they 
are softened. 

Eight o'-clock struck. We were still discussing the doleful 
present and the dismal future. " Something," Sister Katherine 
repeated, " is going to happen. Something always does happen 
when things have become intolerable. But perhaps the worst 
has now befallen us, and relief will be sent us. Before the 
storm, the calm ; after the wind, the rain, and then the sunshine. 
Something, I say, will surely happen. I think I shall begin to 
hope. Things will now begin to mend." 

" And I am full of foreboding. Something will happen, but 
it will bring more trouble." 
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While we spoke there came quick footsteps as of hurried 
men, and a knock at the door, which I went to open. On the 
doorstep stood the lieutenant and my father. 

" Is George here ?" asked the former, sternly. 

" No one is here except Sister Katherine and myself." 

They came in, pushing past me roughly. 

" Brother !" cried Sister Katherine, " what has happened ?" 

" Where is my son ? — where is George ?" asked the lieutenant. 
His face was working with passion — I mean not wrath, but pas- 
sion beyond wrath. It was distorted. He was in his uniform 
because it was Sunday. His fingers were clutched, his eyes rolled. 
A deadly terror seized my heart, and I thought of the Saturday 
night. What has happened ? As for my father, he, too, showed 
every sign of bewilderment and horror. What had happened ? 

"I knew that something — I told Nevill that something — I 
have felt all day — ^" said Sister Katherine. Then she sank into 
a chair. " Tell me quickly, brother. Let me know the worst. 
Is George — is he — is our boy — dead ?" 

'< I wish he was dead. It is worse than death, sister. Death 
we could bear. He hath disgraced himself and us." 

" He only prays for death," I said. 

" Then will his prayer be granted. For he will die. But not 
as he would wish." 

" Brother — for mercy's sake — what has happened ?" 

" As for the king's uniform," the lieutenant replied, " that I 
must never wear again without a blush. Yet how can I live 
and not wear it? And how can a man wear it whose only 
son — " He sat down, rose up, sat down again, and again rose 
up in his trouble of mind, not knowing what he was doing. 

Sister Katherine turned to my father. 

" You, sir, perhaps, are able to tell me — " 

" Sister Katherine, the most terrible thing in the world has 
happened. George, the son of my old friend, the descendant 
of a loyal line — formerly attached to the noble house of the 
De Comines — George Bayssallance, of all men in the world. 
George ! — ^a sailor, bound to duty, not ignorant of rank and 
order — has, you will never credit it, dear sister, but 'tis true. 
George "—he placed his hand on his breast, and threw his head 
back, and became the living portrait of the late King Louis the 
^Sixteenth — " George, madam, hath become a rebel !" 



'196 ST. katherine's by the tower. 

Sister Katherine laughed ; she laughed, like Sarai, incredulous. 

" George a rebel ? What next ? Greorge a rebel ?" 

" He is a rebel, sister. He is a revolutionary. He is a Re- 
publican. He is a traitor to his country !" 

" (reorge a traitor ?" 

" He has joined the traitors — ^he has exhorted the mob— he 
has headed an insurrection." 

" It is impossible !" 

" He is at the head of a mob. Hundreds are with him. They 
are crying for a republic. Nay, by this time the constables 
have captured him, or the soldiers have dispersed the mob. 
Perhaps he is shot." 

" Better for him and for us if he were shot," said the lieuten- 
ant. " My son ! Mine, a rebel !" 

" We hoped that, perhaps, no one recognizing him, he might 
have escaped and come here for hiding. But, no, no. Sister 
E[atherine," my father continued, earnestly, " what have we done 
that these blows of Fortune should thus fall upon us? What 
means this wrath of Heaven upon a family which hath not, wit- 
tingly, sinned above the ordinary frailty of human nature ? Such 
frailty is, we are taught, forgiven on repentance. What does it 
mean ? These afflictions allotted to a family living in this sacred 
Precinct, where, with the rest of the society of St. Katherine's, 
they maintain the Christian life and show the exemplar of piety 
and religion among rude people ! The Lord hath dealt upon us 
— upon us, of all people — chastisement of a kind to terrify the 
hardest heart. My daughter smitten with a strange disorder, 
sinking slowly, so far as we can see, into the grave, and George 
a revolutionary ! George a mob orator ! George heading a re- 
bellion ! I should as soon fancy my own son a revolutionary." 
(Alas ! that, too, he haiS to learn and suffer.) " George to incite 
the people, and lead an insurrection ! Tell me. Sister Katharine, 
if thou canst, what these things mean ?" 

" They mean that we are bewitched. Brother — Mr. Comines 
— ^this have I maintained all along. They are bewitched. First, • 
Sylvia, then George ! Next ? Who knows ? Perhaps, Nevill. 
Why not ? This boy has never caused his parents trouble, nor 
swerved from duty and religion. Nay, Nevill, never hang a 
head or blush. This is the truth. When the witch strikes 
again it may be at you." 
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CHAPTER XL 

THE INSURRECTION. 

On the eastern side of the Minories, Houndsditch, Bishops- 
gate Street Without, and Norton Folgate, there lies a part of 
London — without the city, and before the market gardens and 
cherry orchards begin — which is little known and never visited 
by the better sort of citizens. 

It belongs chiefly to the parishes of St. Mary Matf elon, White- 
chapel, and St. Leonard's, Shoreditch, though the people, who 
have of late years multiplied to an incredible extent, are reported 
to live for the most part without any i:eligion : one or two new 
churches have been built here, but I believe they are poorly 
endowed, and have no share in the numerous charities and 
foundations belonging to the city of London. The very names 
of the streets are unknown. Who has ever heard of Crispin 
Street or Brick Lane ? The folk belong altogether to the me- 
chanical class. When one goes along the Mile End Road, it is 
true there are many solid and substantial houses ; and at Step- 
ney, West Ham, Bow, and Ratcliffe Cross, merchants of repute 
have their country-houses. But in this foreign or outlying part 
of the city, as crowded as any city parish, even those of Thames 
Street, there are no gentlefolk at all : the streets are mean, the 
houses small, and the people match their lodgings. Most of 
them get their living in the employ of the city merchants, who 
find a livelihood for an incredible number of poor folk ; many, 
however, are independent workmen, exercising crafts requiring 
great skill and dexterity. Such are the watch and clock makers, 
of whom there are here a great number; gold-beaters, glove- 
makers, embroiderers, cabinet-makers, wood -carvers, and so 
forth. At Spitalfields there is a whole village inhabited by French 
silk-weavers, a very quiet and industrious folk. These people 
live apart from the better class, who know nothing of them ; 
they are not void of understanding, but, on the other hand, they 
are of quick wit (to match the quickness of their Angers), and 
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eagerly read, discuss, and consider all kinds of subjects, even 
those too high for them. Such men are easily carried away for 
lack of sufficient knowledge, and dangerous to the state. 

None but those who understand the history of their country, 
the growth of institutions, and the necessity for rank and order 
are qualified to speak or to hold an opinion on matters of state. 
This I now plainly perceive, though formerly I held the con- 
trary. Human affairs, which are inextricably involved witli con- 
siderations of self-interest, are but imperfectly administered with 
sole reference to rules of right and the propositions of philoso- 
phers. Consider ! If a class of men, ignorant, though quick- 
witted, should become powerful, they would assuredly attempt 
to reduce their opinions to practice. Their efforts to do this 
would cause worse things here than have ever happened in 
France, because our people are tenacious — ^the bulldog is their 
model — if they lay hold of a thing they will not readily let 
it go. 

On this Sunday afternoon there was a great gathering of peo- 
ple in a certain field at the back of Whitechapel Mount. It is 
a field much frequented on Sunday, because there is a pond in 
it where the young men can enjoy their favorite sport of duck 
or cat hunting. In this field they also cause their dogs to fight ; 
they bait bulls, bears, and badgers; they throw at cocks, and 
hold their prize-fights — such being their chosen method of spend- 
ing the first day of the week, the Christian Sabbath. On every 
fine Sunday there are a good number in this field : on this day, 
for instance, there were assembled a great many who took no 
part in the sports, but waited about in little groups, expectant 
of something. By what secret agency they were moved to 
assemble, what messengers summoned them, why they obeyed 
the summons, I know not. If you were to ask one man why 
he went there, he would reply that it was because his friend 
bade him go as his companion. If you asked that companion, 
you would receive much the same answer. There was nothing 
unusual in a walk down Whitechapel Road towards the green 
fields of Bow and Stepney: these men take that walk every 
Sunday. In the winter they get no farther than Half-way 
House; in the summer they stretch out as far as Bow and 
Bromley, Forest Gate and West Ham. Everywhere there are 
wayside taverns where they can drink, and in summer there are 
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leafy bowers and daisied fields where the people can walk after 
the confinement of the week. 

The groups of two or three stood about patiently, though 
showers fell and the clouds threatened. They talked in low 
tones; they whispered; they were excited about something. 
Some encouraged those who were faint-hearted; others hung 
back, and said that they would look on and see what came 
of it. 

About four of the clock there walked through the open gate 
a small company of half a dozen, headed by a young man, a 
stranger to everybody present. He was tall and )>road-shoul- 
dered. He swung his shoulders as he walked, and he had the 
rolling gait which one expects in a sailor — a handsome and 
proper lad as one would see anywhere; his face was flushed a 
rosy red ; and his eyes, which were bright, kept looking around 
him, as if expecting some person or persons not yet arrived. 

When they had advanced a little way into the field, one of 
them laid a bundle on the grass and opened it. He took from 
it a sword with a crimson sash, and a belt with a brace of pis- 
tols. With these symbols of leadership he invested the tall 
young man who was attired as a sober London merchant. 

Another of his companions who carried a pole with something 
wrapped round it, threw it open and unfurled it. The folds 
shook out in the air and showed the red Republican flag. 

Another placed a three-legged stool firmly on the grass. A 
third blew a shrill, loud whistle ; the groups began to close in 
round this rostrum, or pulpit, made by the stool. And since 
a small crowd always becomes a great crowd, unless it is dis- 
persed, just as a small fire quickly becomes a great fire if it is 
not quenched, in two or three minutes the whole multitude gath- 
ered about this stool, though I am persuaded that not a quarter 
of the people present understood what was proposed to be said 
or done. The cat was left to sink or escape in the pond ; and 
the dogs left o£E fighting because there was no one left to look 
at them. 

The young man — the leader — mounted this tribune. He was 
already a head taller than the men around him ; your London 
mechanic is short of stature — and now he was raised two feet 
and more above them, so that he commanded the crowd. 

**• Citizens," he began, in a sonorous voice, that would be heard 
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a mile away. The crowd nnderstood the fnll meaning of that 
word ; no one present but knew that the crimes of the French 
Republicans were committed by so-called citizens. The word 
had never before been used at a meeting of London men ; but 
they knew what it meant. There was going to be a seditious 
assembly, the more pleasant because it was illegal ; but there 
were no constables within reach of Whitechapel Mount. 

" Citizens," the speaker went on, " the time for discussion is 
over ; the time for action has arrived. To-day — this very mo- 
ment — we strike the first and decisive blow. I am here to give 
all brave men who are resolved on liberty the honor aud glory 
of being the first to proclaim the commencement of a new era. 
First — are we agreed that king, lords, and church must all be 
swept away?" 

It appeared that they were agreed — ^but not with enthusiasm. 

" Next, are we agreed that all men are born to equal rights ?" 

Again they were agreed ; but without enthusiasm. 

" Why, then, what need more words ? Throw up your hats, 
citizens, and shout for the British republic, proclaimed this 
day." 

One who was present, and informed me of this scene, said, 
further, that though the words were fiery, the manner was for- 
mal " He appeared," said this witness, " to be one who learned 
a lesson by heart, and was now saying it as a boy repeats his 
lines. His gestures were artificial, as if taught him with the 
words : his voice was cold. No one was moved. Those who 
shouted were the men who only wanted the opportunity for a 
riot, and welcomed it with all its chances of plunder. This 
brave young gentleman had been put on to the work by some 
others too careful of their own skins to risk such a danger. He 
was but a cat's-paw." That, truly, was the case ; you shall very 
soon discover who had made George a cat's-paw. 

"All those who mean business will follow me." Here he 
drew his sword and flourished it over his head. "Citizens, 
this day is the beginning of the republic. All over England 
this day, and at this moment, there are risings of the people. 
It is a grand, combined effort. Ours is only one of many meet- 
ings in London. We march into the city ; there we meet our 
comrades ; we seize the town ; we arm ourselves ; the soldiers 
join us ; everything falls into our hands ; to-morrow the king is 
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dethroned ; the princes fly ; the lords go hang themselves for 
fear ; the republic is founded and firmly established in a single 
day. Who follows me, I say ?" 

He leaped from his stool and led the way from the field, fol- 
lowed by his companions, one of whom was actively distributing 
the Phrygian cap, which everybody knows is the cap of Liberty. 
Some put them on ; others, however, stuck them on their sticks 
and waved them about, laughing. 

Those who followed were no more, eveix at the outset, than a 
hundred or so. Among them were half a dozen or so of eager 
enthusiasts, whose fierce eyes showed their resolution. The rest 
were a rabble, mostly of lads anxious to see a fight, take part 
in it, perhaps, and be ready at hand when the plundering should 
begin; hardly a single honest mechanic among them. Some 
were sailors from Katcliffe, always ready for a fight ; some were 
common mudlarks ; they remembered, or had heard tell, of the 
Gordon riots and the sack of the city ; they made a great noise 
as they marched along the quiet road ; they were armed with 
their sticks, of which every fellow carried one, and a good stout 
weapon it is, but of little use against a shower of bullets. As 
if a great and stable government were to be overturned by a hun- 
dred bludgeons ! 

The procession speedily reached the streets of the city, quiet 
this afternoon but for their noise. The London citizen goes not 
forth on Sunday afternoon ; he rests and reposes after a copious 
dinner; he takes his wine with his friends; he reads a godly 
book ; but he does not walk the streets except to church and back. 

At Houndsditch a few of the lads broke away, moved by 
some impulse, and ran down that thoroughfare frightening the 
Jews standing about the doorways, talking and bargaining. 
What became of these fellows I do not know. The rest, still 
headed by George with his drawn sword, marched tumultuously 
along Leadenhall Street and Cornhill till they came to the Royal 
Exchange, where the captain called a halt. 

" Here," he said, " we are to wait for reinforcements. Here 
our comrades meet us." They assembled in the triangular space 
opposite to the Boyal Exchange. Then the rain began again, 
and some, with no stomach left for the fight, sneaked off. Every- 
body else would probably have followed their example but that 
some one — Heaven knows who — rolled up a barrel of rum, 
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broached it, and b^an to hand round pannikins of this divine 
Uqnor. What is rain, which draws a man home, compared with 
ram, which bids him stay ? So they stayed and drank abont, 
pressing round and fighting for the drink. 

As for Greorge, he paid no heed at all to what was done ; he 
stood in the front of all, sword in hand, waiting, looking steadily 
down the street, as if for the promised reinforcements. 

Presently there came oat of the Mansion Honse a messenger 
from the lord mayor. It was one of his lordship's footmen. 
The yarlet came forth with all the importance inspired by a fine 
livery, with epaulets and silver lace, but recoiled at the shouts 
of the mob. Then a dead cat was hurled at his head; he 
ducked to avoid it, and lost his hat, which was speedily caught 
up and kicked about by the crowd. But the fellow had the 
courage to single out the leader, and to address him. 

'* Sir," he said, '< my master, the lord mayor, wishes to know 
who you are, and for what purpose you are here." 

"Tell him," said Gteorge, "we wait for reinforcements." 

" And tell the lord mayor," said one of the hotheads with 
him, " that we are the advance-guard of the great republican 
army, and that we wiU enlist his lordship if he chooses to join us." 

" Sir," said the footman, " I will tell him." 

He turned: another shout greeted him: another dead cat 
came flying at his head : he ran. One would not look for dead 
cats at an unexpected Sunday meeting. At every pillory they 
abound, of course : they lie in the pockets of the mob, with the 
addled eggs and the rotten apples — ^a dainty pocketfuL 

There is, I believe, a back way — perhaps several— out of the 
Mansion House into Walbrook. Had these insurgents been 
keeping any kind of watch, they would have seen another mes- 
senger steal out of this postern and hasten westward. 

" What is to be done ?" asked he who bore the flag. " The 
men are getting drunk, and the rain does not leave off." 

" We must wait for reinforcements," said Greorge. " Those 
are my orders. See ! here they come." 

There advanced rapidly up Cheapside a body of men marching 
with some kind of order ; yet not the military step, nor were 
they shouting or carrying flags. 

" Reinforcements ?" cried the standard-bearer. " Never ! They 
are constables I Shall we fight them f ' 
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They were constables — as many as could be hastily got to- 
gether — about sixty or seventy in all. They were led by the 
upper marshal himself, and were armed with their staves. They 
did not attack the crowd, but drew up before the Mansion 
House in order. Then the lord mayor came out in his robes 
and called upon the assembly to disperse. The assembly, now 
partly drunk, jeered and shouted. Then the lord mayor read 
the Riot Act. This done, he retired. Then the constables 
threw themselves upon the mob, and the fight began. 

At the first onslaught George threw away his sword and 
snatched a bludgeon. With this weapon he stood, like a Roman 
hero, holding his position against all comers. Three men came 
upon him together: he beat them back. Again they rushed 
upon him: again they fell back with broken heads. Had he 
been well backed by his men, the constables would have had to 
retire. But half of them were too drunk to fight — ^he was a 
wise man who rolled that cask of rum among them ; and, as for 
the others, some were puny creatures, not fit to cope with the 
stalwart constables. 

By this time the streets were crowded with curious spectators 
always ready to look on at a fight. At every window appeared 
frightened faces ; and still in the midst of the fighting some 
there were who lay before the cask, pannikin in hand, drinking 
as fast as they could get the rum. 

Then there was a cry raised. " The Guards I the Guards I" 

At the double-quick they came along Cheapside, bayonets 
fixed, muskets loaded. At the very sound of their feet and the 
aspect of their red coats, the whole mob, including all the 
spectators in the street, turned and fled. They fled every way ; 
down Throgmorton Street, Threadneedle Street, and the Corn- 
hill; but most by the narrow winding courts and lanes which 
make the city at this part a labyrinth. Before the soldiers 
had time to form, there was no enemy left. Half a dozen fel- 
lows lay helplessly drunk beside the cask. The rest had van- 
ished. 

" I know not," George told me afterwards, " what happened. 
I remember seeing the soldiers marching in good order up Cheap- 
side. Now, thought I, they will fire, and I shall be killed. 
Whether they- fired or not — ^whether we fought any longer — I 
know not. All I know is that I found myself alone in one of 
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the city courts. I had lost my sash and sword, and my belt 
with the pistols. I was quite alone. Presently I came into 
Thames Street — and that, my lad, is all I can tell you, and all I 
shall ever know." 



CHAPTER XIL 

OAK-APPLE DOCK. SURRENDEIL 



We were still gazing upon each other with dismayed faces 
when Sister Katherine sprang to her feet, crying, " There is tiie 
boy's footstep 1" There were many footsteps outside, but her 
ears distinguished one. "Quick, Nevill, quick — let him in! 
Lock and bar the door ! If they look to take him here, he may 
climb over the back wall That will gain him a little time at 
least.'' 

I ran to open the door. George stood without on the door- 
step. I dragged him in, and hurriedly closed, locked, and barred 
the door. As if a wooden bar would keep him from the hands 
of the law 1 

For his part, he appeared in no hurry at all ; nor did his face 
show the least disquiet. He seemed astonished at my haste, 
slowly rolled in, leisurely hung up his hat, and, going into the 
parlor, took a chair and sat down without a word. 

" Sir," said his father, rising from his seat, '* is it true that 
you — you, my son — my tongue sticks — I can hardly say the 
words — you — you have led a band of miserable insurgents — 
rebels, radical scoundrels, filth and scum — ^from Whitechapel 
Mount to the city, bawling all together for a republic — ^you?" 

" I think," George replied, unmoved, " that I did hear some 
talk of a republic." 

" Is it true, sir, I ask again, that you led these villains ?" 

" I think," said George, still unconcerned, " that we all marched 
together, and I went first. Oh ! yes, undoubtedly I was the 
first ; otherwise I would not have joined them. That was the 
condition, you know." 

Heavens! How could a man answer such a question in a 
manner so unconcerned ? 
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" Is it true," his father continued, " that you refused to dis- 
perse, and fought the constables ?" 

" If," said George, " there was to be no fighting, why should 
I make or meddle with the matter ? It was no affair of mine. 
It was but a poor fight — a miserable business. Before the 
soldiers could fire upon us — but — I forget." He spoke with 
stark, staring insensibility. 

" Oh !" cried Sister Katherine, wringing her hands. " We 
are bewitched indeed ! What have I said from the beginning ? 
Witchcraft ! Witchcraft ! Would that I knew the witch !" 

" Eebel and traitor !" thundered the lieutenant. " Insensate, 
hardened villain ! Shall one who has borne his majesty's com- 
mission, and still wears his majesty's uniform, harbor such a 
wretch ? Go forth from my sight ! Go forth ! I say. Let me 
never see thy face again ! Go forth, before I call down a curse 
from Heaven !" 

" Brother ! brother !" Sister Katherine threw her arms round 
George's neck. " Do not curse him — forbear ! Have patience. 
He is bewitched. He is thine only son, George ! — George !" 

She turned to him. " Oh !" she cried in despair, " he marks 
nothing, he is bewitched ! George ! kneel to thy father for 
forgiveness ! Oh ! he hears nothing ! he heeds nothing ! What 
shall we do ? what shall we do ?" 

" Go !" repeated the lieutenant — ^pointing to the door. " Go ! 
Lest I myself with my own hands hale mine own son to a trai- 
tor's prison and a traitor's death." 

" Brother ! brother ! George ! George !" cried the unhappy 
sister, turning from one to the other, helplessly. 

George, however, rose slowly. 

" I am ordered to go. I obey. Henceforth — '* 

But here he paused and looked about him strangely. No one 
in his right mind could so look and so behave. 

" Something," he added, " was said about a prison and a death. 
Perhaps I may find both — outside. I wish you good-evening, 
Mr. Comines," as if he had not perceived my father's presence 
until then. '< It is a cold night and rainy. But for the time 
of year — ^" 

" Rebel and traitor," cried my father, with flushing cheek. 
And, indeed, that at such a moment this man could begin to 
speak of the weather was too much. 
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" Nevill," said Sister Katherine, " go with him. Do not leave 
him. Let him not go out of your sight. Stay with him. Per- 
haps this storm may blow over. Perhaps they will never find 
out who led the mob. Take him over to his dock, and stay 
with him there. Oh, Greorge — Greorge — what can I do but pray 
for thee ? Nay — what better can we do for any man than pray 
for him ? Thou shalt have the prayers of the church day by 
day — ^yea, of this ancient and religious Foundation. Gk> now, 
George, my dear. Oh, go quickly." 

We went out together, Greorge making no reply. 'Twaa the 
last time that the poor lad saw his father. 

I led him — ^he showed no will or desire of his own, but was 
quite docile — to St. Eatherine's Stairs. The night was dark and 
rainy. The wind had now risen, and blew cold up the river. 
We took oars and rowed out into the middle of the Pool, and 
so down stream between the lines of shipping moored together, 
waiting to be discharged or take in cargo. Lights gleamed 
from the cabin windows, and every ship had her great lantern 
showing lights like lines of stars above the dark waters. Our 
watermen were silent, refraining even from bad words, and you 
may be sure that I had no desire to talk. The rain fell faster, 
and the wind blew colder. I was glad indeed when we landed 
at the Globe Stairs, Rotherhithe, close to Oak-apple Dock, which 
was marked even on this dark night by the black masts of the 
ship lying there for repairs. 

In every dock along the river, north and south, there is within 
the gates a small cottage or lodge for the residence of the watch- 
man. He lives here, and never leaves the dock from the time when 
the workmen go at evening until they resume their labors in 
the morning. Here, I thought, Greorge might, perhaps, remain 
for a while in safety, provided that no one in the crowd, either 
of those who followed him or of those who looked on, should 
have recognized him. Certainly there could be few to recognize 
the face of this sailor, who spent his life upon the sea. 

I dismissed the watchman — astonished at our appearance — to 
his bed in the room above. The room was furnished with two 
chairs, a table, and a cupboard. Over the mantel-shelf hung a 
blunderbuss, with a fly-marked card explaining that it was loaded. 
The watchman's bludgeon stood in a corner ; his rattle (which 
would have been useless in so lonely a spot) lay on the mantel- 
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shelf, where were also his pipe and tobacco-jar. Fortunately, 
there was a good fire of ship's wood (the best in the world), and 
an inch or two of candle was left. So we sat down, each in a 
chair beside the fire, to dry and warm ourselves. 

For a long time neither spoke. As for myself, I knew not 
what to say ; and, as for George, he was in no mood for talking. 

Presently the candle flickered and went out. But there was 
plenty of wood, and the light of the fire was enough. George 
sat back in his chair, his long legs stretched out and his hands 
in his pockets. But he was not asleep. Outside the wind whis- 
tled in the shrouds of the ship, and the lines rattled against the 
masts ; we heard the plashing and lapping of the waters among 
the timber-piles at the dock gates. Now and then there was 
the dropping of oars as some boat, manned by night plunderers, 
made its way up-stream to rob the ships, or returned home laden 
with their booty. 

" George," I said at last, " are you sleeping ?" 

" Nay, lad, why should I sleep ? I am waiting." 

"For what?" 

" For the traitor's prison and the traitor's death." 

" Nay, I hope that you shall escape prison. No one could 
have known you in the crowd." Here a thought pierced my 
heart like a knife. No one? Then who could have told the 
story to the lieutenant ? Perhaps, however, 'twas a friend who 
would tell no one else. 

" Since," said George, " I am not to die by fire or by water, 
or by bullet or by sword, or by bludgeon, the Lord hath re- 
served for me another kind of death. What matters? Who 
am I that I should rebel against the will of the Lord ?" 

"Oh, George! put that thought away. Why should the 
Lord desire thy death ?" 

" Nay, that is already settled. Why talk like that ? Dick 
Archer was a wiser man. He told me that the only certain way 
of death, next to murder, poison, or stabbing, with which I will 
have nothing at all to do, is to lead an insurrection. < Look 
you, brother,' said Dick, *if there is fighting — there can never 
be an insurrection without fighting — those who lead are mostly 
killed at the outset ' — at the outset, Nevill, think of that — * or 
if the rising fail, they are afterwards killed for their share in it. 
Or if the rising succeed, they are generally killed by the iur 
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gratitude of the mob. So, yoa see, the end of sach an under- 
taking is certain.' " 

'< Then it was in order to get killed, and for no other reason 
whatever, that you consented to lead a revolutionary mob ?" 

" That was my purpose. What else should I do it for ?" 

" Could you not think of your father, Greorge ? Was it well 
done f" Then I could say no more on this head, because, alas ! 
what about myself? Had I thought upon my father and his 
opinions ? 

** I thought that I should be killed in the fight ; that was all 
I thought upon. Now I consider, nothing could more anger my 
father. When it is all over, lad, you will tell him that I was no 
rebel, indeed, only that I was constrained to find a way of death. 
As for the fight, it was a mere fizzle ; yet very much astonished 
I was to find myself out of it without a scratch. Well, but Dick 
Archer knew. If not in the fight, then after the fight a traitor's 
death. Why not ?" 

" Dick Archer," I said, hotly, " is a wise man, and so is the 
devil, his master. Why, Greorge, they will hang up all your fol- 
lowers with you for high treason if they can." 

" Ay ; they are a villainous lot, 'Twill do them good to hang 
up all." 

I groaned aloud. 

" Now, my lad, Dick was right, you see, and I have, after all, 
found out the way. Now I shall trouble myself no more. I 
have done my part. The Lord will do the rest. My mind is at 
peace, and for Sylvia's sake will I cheerfully endure all that is 
to follow." 

With these words, the firelight showing a cheerful and even 
a happy face, he laid his head upon the table and instantly fell 
into a profound sleep, breathing like a child, disturbed by no 
terrors, startled by no anxieties. 

I, too, presently fell asleep. In the morning I was awakened 
by the watchman coming down the stairs to ring the workmen's 
bell. But I fell asleep again. When I awoke an hour or two 
later everybody was at work upon the ship in the hold; the 
carpenters were shaping and sawing, the calkers were tapping, 
the painters were chattering as they sat on their hanging boards, 
and from the river came the daily tumult from the ships going 
up and down, the boats, and the lighters. 
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Oeorge was still sleeping. He had changed his position, and 
now slept leaning back in his chair. Heavens ! could this man, 
strong and comely in his early manhood, with all the promise of 
a long life before him, be doomed to a shameful death upon the 
gallows, before many days were gone ? There was a little spark 
of fire still left in the embers ; I placed some more wood upon 
them. Then I opened the door and stepped out. The clouds 
and rain had passed away. The morning was cold and clear. 
The river sparkled in the sunlight ; from the marshes of Roth- 
erhithe I heard the note of a bird ; across the water three corpses 
hung on their gibbets, and turned the joy of the morning into 
bitterness, for thinking of what might be the fate of the poor 
lad in the lodge. 

The cold air awakened him. He rose and stretched out his 
arms. 

" Nevill, my lad," said he, cheerfully, " all my troubles are over. 
Dick Archer is a wise physician." He went forth into the fresh 
air and looked about him. '< Ha !" he said, breathing the air 
with satisfaction, <<I smell salt water. This puts life into a 
man." 

" Life, and not death, George." 

He turned, and smiled with great seriousness in his eyes. 
*< We are in the hands of the Lord," he replied. " Since it is 
death — well — it is not my ordering, but his. Come, let us have 
breakfast, I am hungry." 

Breakfast there was none, except a morsel of fat pork and a 
lump of bread three weeks old, which constituted all the stores 
of the watchman. To the west of Globe Stairs, however, lies 
the village of Rotherhithe or Redriff, where many decent people 
live, mostly masters and retired masters of ships. Where there 
are sea-captains, there are certainly taverns; and where there 
are taverns, there are victuals. It took, therefore, very little 
time for our watchman to fetch a good piece of cold boiled beef, 
bread, butter, and a gallon or so of small-ale, with which we 
made shift ; indeed, a very excellent breakfast it was — the best 
we were to eat for a long time to come — and George as merry 
with it as if he were still an apprentice home from a voyage. 

Breakfast despatched, George became once more a man of 
business. He remembered that he was the proprietor of Oak- 
apple Dock, and that these workmen were his. He thet^ioit^ 
14 
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proceeded to make an inspection of the work in hand. First 
he walked round the quay, which was strewn with spars, chains, 
ropes, blocks, and all kinds of gear — some under sheds, some 
lying in the open. The dock was dry, and the tall gates closed 
against the river. Within stood a fine vessel of five hundred 
tons, shored up by timbers. She was brought in for repairs, 
and thirty or forty men were at work upon her within and with- 
out, scraping, painting, calking, taking out rotten timbers, mak- 
ing her once more sea-worthy. The only way of getting on board 
this ship was by means of a plank, ouq end of which rested on 
the quay and the other on the bulwarks over the upper deck of 
the ship. To run across this narrow bridge, which springs up 
and down beneath the weight of a man, is accounted nothing by 
sailors and dock-carpenters; but a landsman, considering the 
depth below, and the certainty of broken bones if one were to 
fall, hesitates before be trusts himself to cross. According to 
the followers of the False Prophet, on the day of judgment a 
bridge no broader than the edge of a razor will be stretched 
across the Valley of Hinnom. All souls must pass over this 
bridge. The righteous will be supported by angels ; but there 
will be no angels for the wicked. 

To see G^eorge pass lightly over this shaky plank reminded 
one of that fable. I was watching him from the door of the 
lodge, when I became aware of footsteps outside, the plashing 
of boots in mire, and the voices of men. At first I paid no 
heed, thinking they must be workmen of the dock. But they 
were all engaged. There is no other dock till you get round the 
Point, and near to Deptford. 

And, save for the little village of Redriff and a row of mean 
houses, called, I believe, Jamaica Street, and inhabited by such 
as worked in river-side docks and yards, the fields and marshes 
stretch out unbroken, except by ponds and lazy streams. 

The men halted at the gates. Still, I felt no anxiety. Then 
the side-door was opened, and a head looked in. My heart sank 
low, my pulse stood still, my hair well-nigh rose on end. For, 
by the gold upon his hat and by the crown upon his staff, the 
man was proclaimed a peace-oflScer. Then the worst and heavi- 
est blow of all had fallen. They were come to arrest George 
for last night's business. He had sought death once too often. 
This man, a deputy-marshal, was followed by eight constables. 
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They were stout and sturdy fellows, their coats buttoned tight, 
carrying stout bludgeons, and of resolute appearance. The dep- 
uty-marshal, for his part, kept looking behind him, as if for their 
protection ; certainly, in single encounter with George, he would 
have come oft second-best. 

He looked about the dock. I, standing at the door of the 
lodge, made no sign. At that moment George stepped from 
the ship upon the plank, intending to come on shore again. 

" That's our man," cried one of the constables, with an oath. 
** He it was who gave me this plaguy knock over the eye ;" in- 
deed, his left eye presented a lamentable spectacle. ^' I'll swear 
to him anjnvhere. 'Twas him that led the mob." 

" And I," cried another. " I will swear to him as well." 

George, at sight of the men, stopped half-way across the 
bridge. 

The deputy-marshal stepped briskly along the quay. 

" George Bayssallance," he said. 

"That is my name," George replied, still standing on the 
plank. 

" Proprietor of the Oak-apple Dock, Rotherhithe." 

" The same, at your service." 

" Lately mate on board an East-Indiaman." 
My case, exactly," he said, smiling cheerfully. 
I arrest you, George Bayssallanc^, on a charge of high trea- 
son. Here is my warrant." He pulled it out. 

" Bring it across, my friend," said George. 

By this time the workmen of the yard had become aware of 
something stirring — something out of the way. Now with one 
consent they climbed up their ropes, and stood upon the deck, 
every man armed with something — and at the word arrest they 
murmured ominously. 

" Bring it across, my friend," repeated George. 

The deputy-marshal put one foot on the plank. 

Then the men bawled all together, " Let him come — let him 
come," and brandished their hatchets and hammers. 

If the deputy-marshal had ventured across, it would, I am 
persuaded, have been bad for him. 

" Quiet, men," said George ; " I know how to tackle him." 

With that he set his foot on the other end of the plank, and 
caused it to dance up and down — a schoolboy's trick, W\. d.W 
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quietiDg to a man nnacoostomed to this kind of bridge. The 
deputy-marshal fell back terrified. 

" Let one of your men bring it across, my friend," said George. 

The men advanced one after the other and looked first at the 
depths below — a dry dock with a ship in it looks dark and 
dreadful — and at the shaking bridge and the stalwart man upon 
it ; nay, one or two, as you have seen, had proved that strength 
and valor — and at the threatening man beyond, and they re- 
turned. 

" Surrender, G^eorge Bayssallance," said the deputy-marshal. 

George turned, and walked back to the ship. 

" Will you choose to walk aboard, gentlemen.?" he asked. 

They looked at each other and at th6 plank. Not one vent- 
ured. 

" Then, gentlemen, if no one will come on board — " He kicked 
the plank, and it fell down into the depth with a crash. '< There ! 
what a misfortune ! Because now you cannot come to me, and 
I cannot get across to you — what shall be done ?" 

The workmen laughed aloud. The deputy-marshal looked 
solemn. 

" Come, sir," he said, trying conciliation. " You must not 
resist the law. You can't escape, you know, and we are pre- 
pared to wait here all day — all night, too, if necessary ; we can 
get ladders. In short, we must take you in the long run." 

" You think I cannot escape ?" 

"You cannot possibly escape. There are eight constables, 
all resolute men, and you must leave the ship some time or 
other." 

" Oh, yes ; I shall leave the ship some time or other." 

" There can't be much provision on board, I take it. Come, 
Mr. Bayssallance, listen to reason. Think how much better it 
will look when your trial comes on, if I can step into the box 
and say that the prisoner gave himself up without any trouble. 
I might even add with tears of contrition, if you made it worth 
my while. Come, sir, you are a substantial man: all of us 
would be glad to get you off if we could. You must surrender, 
however, but we will give our evidence for you — won't we, 
men? — if so be you make it worth our while." 

The honest fellows all murmured their extreme readiness to 
oblige in this particular. 
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" Besides, sir," the deputy-marshal continued, " who is to 
swear that you led the mob ? 'Tis true, one or two of us show 
bhe marks of yoi^r bludgeon. But these are marks which a sub- 
stantial gentleman like yourself can easily rub out, and no mal- 
ice left. Very well, then. Where is the evidence of the crown I 
Some may be got to swear that you were fighting. Well, the 
iftemoon was gloomy. They might very well be mistaken. 
Anybody might be mistaken, particularly in the face of a stran- 
ger ; and you don't look as if you were much hurt. Now, it 
stands to reason that in such a fight you ought to have your 
[lead broken; and, again, it was Sunday afternoon, and you 
^ere probably taking a nap at home after dinner. Lord ! It's 
aothing. The case will break down before the magistrates on 
tihe very outset. K I were your honor, I should think nothing 
it all about it. Any good lawyer will see you through with it.'* 

" So I can't escape," said George, taking no notice of this 
long harangue. " That is what you think, is it ?" 

He laughed so cheerfully, and his face so beamed with good 
iitinior that I began to have some hopes that he might intend 
something. For instance, we were all on one side of the dock, 
3at there was a quay on the other side as well. How if he were 
;o get off the ship to that side and so escape over the wall while 
;lie constables were still considering how to get at him. 

** Don't talk of escape, sir," said the deputy-marshal. " I im- 
plore you to consider how it will seem to a jury if we have to 
iwear that you refused to surrender and tried to escape. We 
ihould be justified in firing upon you if we carried muskets. 
Consider, sir, the charge is most serious. If it ends in a con- 
dction, 'twill be a capital offence ; the temper of the people is 
oused against revolutionaries. You must be careful. Once 
nore, Mr. Bayssallance — once more, sir, you cannot escape ; we 
nust take you. Surrender, therefore, and come with us without 
lurther shilly-shally." 

" You think I cannot escape, do you ?" asked George again. 

" What odds what we think ?" replied the officer. " You have 
clayed us a trick — Lord ! we bear no malice, therefore, but you 
xre trapped. Come down quickly, and you shall see how my 
evidence shall move the court. That is, if you are otherwise 
reasonable," he added. 

George made no reply, but walked aft. Th^ ^\ivg^ ^tl ^^-^ 
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fashioned craft, high in the poop and low in the waist, lay with 
her bows inland, her bowsprit sticking out over the dock-gates, 
and her stem towards the river. By reason of her length and 
the shortness of the dock, her stem cabins almost hong over the 
great tide-gates, opened only to float a ship in or oat 

We crowded along the quay, the depnty-marshal first, cnrions 
to see what George was going to do. There was a coil of rope 
lying beside the wheel. First he lashed one end of this to the 
wheel itself. Then he took up the coil, and, with the practised 
hand of a sailor, he threw the rope over the tide-gates into the 
river beyond. Then I understood what he was going to do, 
and I rejoiced, because if he had the sense to put himself on 
board a king's ship or a volunteer, or even a trading vessel on 
the point of sailing, as an able seaman, he would surely be in 
perfect safety. He was going to escape by means of this rope. 

There are two things to understand. The top beam of the 
gates, being about a foot in breadth, presented a way from one 
side of the dock to the other without going all round. But, as 
some dock-carpenters might have their heads turned with looking 
down into flowing water on one side and the depths of ijie dock 
on the other, a light handrail was run along, except for a space 
in the middle where the gates joined. This was unprotected. 

That is the first thing.* The next is that we were close to 
Globe Stairs, and that about all the stairs down the river there 
are always a number of boats belonging to the watermen, the 
building-yard men, and the dock-men. George knew perfectly 
well that moored to the piles outside his dock, and belonging 
to the stairs, there were plenty of boats. I knew this, too, and 
waited to see how he would carry out his design. 

Having cast his rope over, he went below for a minute or 
two, and returned bearing two light sculls with him. He then 
threw himself over, and slid, by the aid of the rope, from the 
ship to the bridge of the gates, where he stood for a moment 
and laughed at the constables. 

Now, had they known of this way over the gates, they might, 
perhaps, have prevented him by occupying it. I say perhaps, 
because there was only room for one man at a time. That is, 
the whole posse comitatus might have ranged themselves along 
the bridge ; yet it was so narrow that only one man could fight 
at a time, and he only at a great disadvantage, as, being unused 
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to the situation, and fighting with a man who knew not the fear 
of height and dangerous places, and was accustomed to running 
backward and forward by this way. The constables, however, 
saw only a narrow beam; and as for crossing it in order to 
arrest their prisoner, even the deputy-marshal did not so much 
as propose it to them. 

We waited, therefore, to see what he would do next. 

He walked along the bridge to the other side, that nearest 
the stairs. Then he took the rope in his hands, swung off, and 
disappeared. 

A moment afterwards, as we looked over the wooden parapet 
upon the river, he floated out in a little dingy, adjusting his 
sculls. 

" Good-day, gentlemen," he shouted. " Pleasant journey back 
again. Send out for some liquor, Nevill; don't let them go 
home empty." 

So he dropped his sculls into the water, and crossed over to 
the opposite bank. The workmen burst into cheering of derision 
as well as of triumph. 

" He has escaped you," I said to the deputy-marshal, who 
with his posse now looked little better than so many fools, crest- 
fallen and astonished, while the workmen on board laughed at 
their discomfiture. 

"We shall have him yet. There are too many who would 
swear to him. Young gentleman," said the deputy-marshal, 
" what I said was true. Submission and a clever attorney, and 
a little expenditure, with a good and respectable alibi, would 
pull Mr. Bayssallance out of this plight. Now, if he is caught, 
which will certainly happen, he will certainly be hanged. Yes, 
for sure, his neck will now be stretched. Pity ! Pity I" He 
shook his head compassionately. 

" May I set some liquor before you, sir ? There is good 
liquor at the Dolphin Inn, hard by. After your fatigues you 
must be thirsty. It may console you to find that your prisoner 
had a proper sense of what was due to your creature comforts. 
Will you choose rum, sir, or any other liquor ?" 

" Bum, young gentleman, by all means, since you are so gen- 
erous. It is not every one who sets drink before the oflScers of 
justice." 

I exhorted the workmen to go on with their work, their mas- 
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ter being now safe, and these officers only engaged in their 
duty. 

Over the rum -and -water in the lodge, the deputy-marshal 
grew friendly. 

"You heard me, sir — you can bear witness — ^how I almost 
moved that young man, for his own good, to surrender. Sir, I 
ought to have been a barrister. I was born to be a lawyer. I 
could have moved juries. When I attend the trials, I never hear 
the counsel without feeling that I could make out a better case. 
Genius, sir, pure genius. But what is the use of genius with- 
out opportunity ? I was originally an attorney's clerk, and am 
now, as you see, risen to the rank of deputy-marshal. Some day, 
perhaps, 1 shall be marshal. What then ? I can never be what 
I was intended to become — ^king's counsel, sergeant-at-law, puisne 
judge, lord chief -justice of England, Ah ! there's ambition for 
you! There's a field! Well, in the next world we shall all 
receive our deserts. As for me, I expect nothing short of puisne' 
judge to begin with, and lord chancellor to end with ; and many 
a judge, sergeant-at-law, queen's counsel, and member of the 
outer bar that I know of now, and carry it off flauntingly, shall 
be simple ushers of my court, and wear white thread gloves." 

After this foretaste of heavenly joys, he drank my health in a 
tumbler of hot rum-and-water. 

" May I ask, sir, the name of my noble entertainer ? Most of 
those whom I arrest, or try to arrest, receive my visit in a spirit 
of hostility. I am glad to find that Mr. Bayssallance, though he 
has been so ill-advised as to escape, has left behind him a friend 
so civil and hospitable. Sir, I respect you and your friend. Sir, 
I honor you for this attention to the officers of the law. Sir, 
I drink again to your very good health. Ah ! it's only on the 
river-side that one finds rum so mellow and so old." 

"You are very welcome," I said. "As for my name and 
quality, I am an old schoolfellow and playmate of George 
Bayssallance, and my name is Nevill Comines, and I am a clerk 
in the Admiralty Office at Somerset House." 

He started and turned very red, looking at me in a manner 
that should have awakened my suspicions. But my mind was 
full of Greorge. 

" Hark ye, brother," he whispered, with a sudden change of 
manner, "if there is another boat anywhere handy, get down 
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the rope, and into that boat, and join your friend. My men 
know thee not. Sheer off, while there is yet time. Shog ; that's 
the word. Shog !" 

" Join my friend ?" I replied, thinking he was drunk. " Sheer 
off ? Why should I ?" For truly by this time my mind was so 
full of George and his dangers that I had clean forgotten my 
own. "To begin with, I do not know where my friend is at 
this moment to be found." 

" Young gentleman," he whispered again, his face again be- 
coming very red, " take the advice of one who is older than your- 
self. Shog, before more questions are asked. There is the door 
wide open. Be no more seen until, the storm is past and gone. 
lie snug, and all may be forgotten. Stay where you are, and 
the Lord knows what may happen. Best — ^'tis best, I say." He 
actually took me by the shoulders and shoved me towards the 
door. I gazed upon him with bewilderment. Not even at this 
juncture did I remember what he might mean. 

"A man must do his duty," he went on. " There's nothing 
to show that I knew my duty. Your name, young gentleman — 
I am sometimes hard of hearing — is Tomlinson — Tomlinson. 
Nothing against the name of Tomlinson, to my knowledge. 
Good-day to you, Mr. Tomlinson, and many thanks for the com- 
pliment of the rum." 

" I think you must be mad," I said. " Who put the name of 
Tomlinson into your head ? As for my name, it is, as any one 
knows — " 

" No, no ; I do not know," he interrupted, eagerly. " Let it 
be Tomlinson, or, indeed, Jenkins, or anything that you fancy ; 
but not — not — ^in the name of God, young gentleman," he low- 
ered his voice — " not Comines !" 

" Why should I vanish ?" I asked. " To-night I go home to 
St. Katherine's Hospital To-morrow I go to my desk at Somer- 
set House." 

" Will nothing move you ? Will no threat terrify you ?" 

I laughed. Who would believe that I could still be so de- 
mented as not to suspect ? 

" In that case," he said, looking me hard in the face, " young 
gentleman," he began again, " must I say more ? If your name 
is not Tomlinson, but — ^you know — that other name — that devil 
of a name which may get you into trouble— that name-—" 
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" Why," I said, in my stupidity, " it is Nevill Comines, and a 
very good name too." 

" Well, then, you have had every chance, and, though it goes 
against the grain, there is no longer any help for it." He sighed, 
and produced a whistle, which he blew. Two of his constables 
appeared at the door. He then took up his staff with the gold 
crown on top, and lugged a paper out of his pocket. *' Nevill 
Comines," he said, "aged twenty-two, clerk in his majesty's 
office of the Admiralty, secretary of a certain seditious society 
called the Snugs — I apprehend you, Nevill Comines, on the 
charge of high treason." 

Upon this, but too late, the full force of yesterday's doings, 
and the neglected warnings of the marshal, rushed into my mind, 
and I think I must have swooned, which is unmanly. 

When I recovered I was sitting in a chair, one of the men on 
either side of me. 

" In consequence of information received, Mr. Comines," the 
deputy-marshal went on, " I have visited the house where you 
met and I have seized upon your papers." 

Heavens I If I had not neglected the plain and simple warn- 
ings I If I had destroyed those papers in time ! 

" Well, sir," continued the officer, " I am much concerned. It 
seems, after drinking with a man to arrest him, as if — ^bnt it is 
the law. I am an officer of the law ; I am carrying out my du- 
ties. Very well, then. In every profession we have our little 
ceremonies — formalities. A barrister wears his wig ; a clergy- 
man puts on his cassock ; we of this branch — ^now, Tom— have 
a little ceremony." Here the men seized my wrists and made 
them fast, without my being able to make the least resistance. 
" It is called the handcuff, nothing but a formality — nothing but 
that. Well, one bird flies away, and another is caught ; that is 
the way of the world. It is bad for the bird who is caught, lut 
he ought always to think of the good luck of him who has es- 
caped." 

" You are pleased to be a philosopher, sir." 

" Oh, sir ! that is too high a word ; philosophy belongs to cor- 
responding societies and to such associations as your own. In- 
deed, sir, I could not afford to become a philosopher ; I should 
lose my office and my living. Philosophy ? The Lord forbid I" 

« What are you going to do with me f" 
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" Why " — ^here he looked into the pannikin, which was empty 
— " since there is no more drink, your honor might do well to 
fortify yonr spirits before we set out — " 

•* I want no drink." 

" In that case, the sooner we go home the better. When I 
say home, of course I mean the prison of Newgate — the last 
home it has proved, indeed, to many. To you, sir, I hope it 
may prove a resting-place for a night or two only. A cheerful 
place and a merry one you will find it." 



CHAPTER Xm. 

COMMITTED FOR TRIAL. 



Thus taken prisoner and handcuffed, I was led away by the 
deputy-marshal and his posse of constables. The people of the 
dock, when they had seen their master escape, returned pres- 
ently to work and paid no more attention to the officers of the 
law. Therefore, when I walked out with my guard, it was un- 
observed, and no attempt was made to rescue me. 

They marched me first to the Globe Stairs, where they had a 
boat lying in readiness ; they then rowed up the river through 
London and Blackfriars bridges as far as the Savoy Stairs, where 
we landed. 

" We are going to Bow Street," said the deputy-marshal, " to 
the house of the magistrate before whom we have laid the sworn 
information." 

It is not an agreeable thing thus to be marched through the 
streets of London in broad daylight. The sight of a prisoner 
handcuffed and guarded by a posse of constables is as attractive 
to the crowd as a fight or a fallen horse. The boys ran after us 
hooting ; the draymen stopped their horses ; the hackney-coach- 
men drew up to let us pass ; the people stared after us ; the very 
windows seemed full of heads curiously craned out to look after 
us. Fortunately it is not far from the Savoy Stairs to Bow 
Street. 

When we arrived at the new police office, the business of the 
day was not yet disposed of, and we had to wait while the magis- 
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trate, Sir William Coddington, heard the rest of the cases. He 
sat at a table underneath the lion and the unicorn ; before him 
was an open space, separated from the rest of the court, which 
is open to the public. A railed space was provided for prison- 
ers, and another for witnesses. Half a dozen Bow Street run- 
ners were in attendance. I was placed in the space before the 
table. The magistrate sat quiet and unmoved while the wit- 
nesses gave their evidence and the prisoner in the dock protested 
and cross-examined. 

Well, my turn came at lengtL I was not placed in the dock, 
but I stood while the magistrate addressed me. 

" Before conojnitting a prisoner for trial," he said, << it is my 
duty to hear such evidence as may be offered in support of the 
charge against him. In case the evidence is not sufficient, I can 
refuse to conmiit. In case the offence is slight, I can admit bail. 
In your case I have certain information sworn in my presence 
this morning. On the strength of this I have issued a warrant, 
and I shall commit you for trial. Tou shall hear the informa- 
tion. You may make any observation you please, but you must 
remember you are not on your trial. Constable, remove the 
prisoner's handcuffs, and place him a chair." 

The coldness of this speech struck me to the vbry soul. I sat 
down while the clerk began to read the information in a monot- 
onous voice, as some clergymen read the service. 

The sworn information seemed of great length. 

Robert Olwiu, beadle of the Liberty of the Tower, made affi- 
davit that he had seized in a certain wooden box, etc., the books 
here produced containing lists of the members and the minutes 
of the society called the Snugs. 

William Fritter, victualler, swore that Nevill Comines was the 
secretary of the club or society which met once a week in his 
house ; that he had always understood it to be a convivial asso- 
ciation of the shopkeepers and other respectable people of the 
neighborhood. 

Saunders Welsh, gentleman, high constable of the parish of 
St. Stephen's, Walbrook, deposed to the fact of the riot oniSun- 
day afternoon, headed by one G^eorge Bayssallance, a member of 
the society in question. 

The information read : << This," said the magistrate, ** is the 
case so far against the prisoner. The crown may produce other 
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witnesses. Meantime I commit you, Nevill Comines, to the jail 
of Newgate, there to be kept in custody until you are brought 
forth to stand your trial." 

So that was over, and I was fully committed. And then, but 
this time without handcufiEs, and in a hackney-coach, I was car- 
ried to Newgate Prison. 

There are, as those who have passed by this gloomy place 
know very well, three gates to the prison, all opening upon one 
side. The first of these is the small iron door whicb is thrown 
open only for the passage of the condemned convict on his way 
outside to execution. It is the Gate of Agony. The next is 
the private door of the governor's house. The third is the Gate 
of Honor Lost, that by which prisoners are received and dis- 
charged, or sent out to the hulks ; also that by which visitors 
enter and depart, and the business of the prison is carried on. 
You walk up five or six steps, and find yourself faced by a 
double door, of which the outer half is a kind of hatch, five 
feet high, consisting of stout heart-of-oak cased and bossed with 
iron, and the inner part, which swings open and is closed sep- 
arately, is a heavy iron grill, through which the jailers can in- 
spect a visitor before admitting him. 

The upper part was now open, and a man was standing on 
watcb over the lower part. 

** Prisoner," said the deputy-marshal, briefly. 

The man unlocked and unbarred and we entered. The door 
was closed and locked immediately. I found myself in a large 
room twenty-five feet long and sixteen broad, of great height, 
with an arched roof, and lit by three small semicircular windows, 
placed so high up that no one could hope to reach them ; and 
if he did, they were heavily barred. Truly, a fit anteroom, 
with its barred door and barred windows, to such a prison! 
This room is called the Lodge. 

I observed a row of buckets placed in readiness in case of fire. 
There was a wooden bench along one side ; a table stood against 
the wall, with a book and ink and pens ; there was one chair. 
There were two other doors. One of these opened into a small 
room in which was a cheerful fire burning ; this was one of the 
rooms reserved for the turnkeys. I looked into it with envy. 
Those happy dogs could step outside if they chose, their work 
once done. As for me — ^when should I step outside, and un^d^^t 
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what circmnstances f I noticed these and many other little 
things of no importance, becanse in a time of mental trouble 
one notices things that otherwise woold escape. The mind 
catches at straws to sare itself. 

A number of people, men and women, were waiting in this 
room, some presenting a most hardened and downcast appear- 
ance ; others (bat these were fewer) were respectable folk, who 
appeared ashamed of being in such a place. These were friends 
or visitors of the prisoners waiting their torn for admission. 
As they passed one by one into the prison, each in torn, their 
pockets were examined, and a form of search made by a torn- 
key and a woman stationed there for the purpose, so as to pre- 
vent the introduction of ropes or instroments of escape, and of 
spirits, which are strictly forbidden. But I observed that the 
examination was of the sdightest ; and, indeed, spirits are reaUy 
introduced into the prison, as you will inmiediately perceive. 

Among those who waited were several who, by their appear- 
ance, and by the bags they carried, seemed to be attorneys, 
or their clerks, engaged to advise prisoners in their defence. 
These marched up and down, waiting impatiently, and showing 
not the least concern. It was their daily business — ^they came 
here every day and saw the same sights. 

Close beside me stood a young woman of respectable appear- 
ance. She carried a baby in her aims, and she was weeping 
without restraint 

The deputy-marshal whispered in my ear. 

^ Look at her. She \s the wife of a young fellow who will be 
hanged come Monday morning. She is going to see him in the 
condenmed celL 'Tis hard on her. But she will presently dry 
her tears and forget him, and marry another. It frightens her 
to come here and think of his hanging. As for him, I warrant 
the dog has got his tankard in his hand, and his pipe between 
his lips." 

Then there came in three young women, dressed with some 
elegance, and all of pleasing appearance. 

Among them was one whose face and manners betrayed that 
she was not long from the country ; her cheek had still the 
blush and hue of health and youth ; her eye was bright and 
humid ; her rosy lips were parted. She might have sat or 
stood as a model for a painter, to be caUed my Lady Innocence. 
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What did such a girl in such a place 9 

Her friends tramped up the stairs and into the Lodge as if 
they were quite accustomed to the prison — which, indeed, was 
the case. But she hung hack as if unwilling. 

" Indeed," she said, " I will not go any farther, I am afraid. 
I do not like going to a prison. It may bring bad luck." 

" Come, Jenny," said one of her friends, " don't be a fool. 
No one will eat you." 

So she came in. 

" Lord !" she whispered, but so loudly that I overheard. 
" They have brought in a prisoner. A young gentleman, too 1 
The poor young gentleman ! what has he done, think you, 
Dolly ?" 

" I know not. They are always bringing in prisoners. We 
shall see him presently, I doubt not." 

The second speaker, I observed, lacked the innocent rustical 
look of her companion. 

<* I have seen dozens brought in. As for their going out 
again — " 

" Lord, Dolly ! will they hang the poor young gentleman ?" 

" Very like. They hang a cart-load every six weeks. You 
shall come to see him hanged if you like. When a gentleman 
is hanged he dies quiet and resigned. The rogue it is who 
kicks off his shoes." 

" Dolly, I am afraid. This is a dreadful place. Let us run 
away." 

" You are a fool, Jenny ; besides, the captain expects us. What 
matter to you if the gentleman is hanged or not? Why 
shouldn't he be hanged ? A short life and a merry — that is 
the word for Newgate. He is no worse off than a soldier killed 
in battle. Here they are all happy because they know the 
worst. When their time comes — why, when all is told, it is 
better than suffocating in bed — my end, likely, and yours, too ; 
what odds? Jenny," she whispered earnestly, "have you for- 
gotten the bottle of rum for the captain ?" 

" No, no ; I have it in my pocket." 

" You step in between Sophy and me, in the middle ; look as 
if you've got nothing. To be sure, the searcher lets a body pass 
in as often as not without trouble. Why should she search ? 
Why shouldn't the captain keep his spirits up with a drop of 
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ram 9 Besides, the captain oiled her palm last week with half 
a guinea." 

These ladies had friends in the prison, then. Bnt the place 
was every day thronged with visitors — as the prisoners, so their 
friends ! 

The second door was opened. The governor of the prison 
himself came in, followed by two stout turnkeys. The officer 
in charge of the Lodge reported my capture. 

The governor, a man of hard appearance, glanced at me with 
neither interest nor cnriosity. This, I confess, humiliated me. 
A prisoner feels that, at all events, a little interest is due to 
him. 

" Nevill Comines," he said. ** Enter his name. Age, twenty- 
two ; occupation, writer in his majesty's office of the Admiralty ; 
residence, St. Eatherine's by the Tower ; charge, high treason. 
Nevill Comines, your trial will come on at the sessions follow- 
ing the time when the crown has completed your case. Until 
your trial you will be in my custody. Take him away, and put 
on his irons." 

" Sir," I cried, " by your leave, sir, I am an untried man ; I 
am held innocent till I am proved guilty. With submission, 
sir, an innocent man should not be loaded with irons ; they are 
the outward marks of guilt." 

" As for your innocence, sir," said the governor, coldly, " you 
are doubtless the best judge of that. I have nothing to do with 
a prisoner's guilt or with his innocence — I keep him safe until 
he is tried, and safe after his trial until he is hanged or trans- 
ported. In order to keep you safe, sir, I clap yon and all my 
prisoners into irons." 

" But I am not yet found guilty," I urged. 

" You are my prisoner. On that point set your mind at rest. 
You shall hear the rules of the prison, and you will obey them, 
or it will be the worse for you." 

So saying, he went away. 

" Sir " — my friend, the deputy-marshal, plucked me by the 
sleeve — " suffer me to advise your honor. Do not argue with 
the governor of the jail. As for the irons, if you consent to 
pay garnish you will escape with a light and handsome pair. 
Lord bless me ! some of them take a pleasure in their irons. 
* Music of Newgate,' they say, jingling them. They will not 
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hurt you ; and, as for the look of the thing, even if you should 
find them not to agree with your good looks — why, what of it ? 
It isn't the irons — it is the being in prison that galls. Pay the 
garnish, and be resigned." 

" But — " I replied, thinking of my slender stock, and know- 
ing beforehand that my father, in the extremity of his resent- 
ment, would give nothing. 

"Sir" — ^the deputy-marshal divined my thoughts — "your 
friends will have to pay the garnish and the prison dues for 
yon. They must do so. Believe me, the place is bad enough 
even for those who can afford a private room in the master's 
house. But for a young gentleman like yourself to consort 
with the master-felons on the common side — that, sir, would be 
barbarity. Why, suppose you to go among them at this mo- 
ment, the next you would find yourself without your coat, with- 
out your waistcoat, without your hat, your purse, or your buc- 
kles. All would be taken from you ; and at night you would be 
locked up with four-and-twenty villains — ^greater villains were 
never hanged — to sleep on a sloping board, with a rug for a 
mattress, and to listen to talk more foul and wicked than you 
can hear on the river at Horn Fair Day. Pay anything- — pay 
anything rather than that." 

" Come," said one of the turnkeys. " For garnish, as respects 
the irons, the gentleman will pay a single guinea ; for admission 
to the state side he will pay three guineas ; and for rent of his 
bed half a guinea. For another half -guinea he will have coal 
and candle, plates and knife." 

" And for food ?" I asked. 

"He will have a penny loaf every day." The fellow grinned. 

" You will have what you pay for," said the deputy-marshal. 

" Is there nothing cheaper?" 

"The gentleman can enter on the master's side," said the 
turnkey. " The admission is thirteen shillings and sixpence, 
and half a guinea garnish ; his rent will be half a crown a week. 
Those on the master's side are mostly tradesmen — shoemakers 
and such — ^who carry on their trades while they are in prison. 
Footpads and shoplifters many of them. Not fit company for a 
young gentleman." 

I grew desperate with the thought of losing all my money at 
the outset. 
16 
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" What if I refuse to pay anything ?" 

"You have heard what the deputy-marshal told you. The 
common side of Newgate is not a place where gentlemen seek 
society. But you will do as you please. Come with me now 
and be ironed." 

Well, there was little choice. I parted with my friend, the 
deputy-marshal, for whom at this moment of leaving him I felt 
something like friendship, and I went with the turnkeys into 
the prison. We tamed to the left into a dark and gloomy pas- 
sage, through another heavy door of oak and iron, and so into 
a small chamber hung about with irons, manacles, handcuffs, 
chains of all kinds, ropes for the pinioning of the condemned 
before execution, the cat for flogging, and other instruments of 
justice. The man took down a pair of irons, rusty, heavy — such 
as might have been used for Samson by the Philistines. Terri- 
fied, I pulled out a guinea, and procured for this consideration 
the use of a pair of light shining irons which, the turnkey as- 
sured me, while he riveted them, had just been worn by a cer- 
tain murderer recently executed. My predecessor had, it ap-. 
peared, found them quite to his taste. The sight of their 
brightness and the music of their jingling, said the turnkey, 
amused him, and diverted his mind from the contemplation of 
death. Heavens ! To think that a man about to die could be 
amused by the jingling of his chains ! 

I next agreed, though with much misgiving, to pay an admis- 
sion fee to the state side, of which the turnkey, in the name 
of the governor, generously bated one third, or one guinea — 
business, he said, being slack on that side, though brisk in the 
master-felons' wards. This sum paid down, together with half 
a guinea for rent and half a guinea for garnish, which left me 
very low in purse, he bade me follow him to my new lodging. 

I obeyed, finding the irons a great hindrance in walking, be- 
sides the fact that they filled me with shame, and made me long 
to hide my head in some comer where no one should see my 
disgrace. So he led me through one dark passage into another, 
now past high walls and across open courts. Yonder, he told 
me, were the stairs leading to the chapel. Under the chapel 
were the cells for refractory prisoners. Here was the court given 
up to the common prisoners, those who paid nothing. The 
place was crowded, not only with the prisoners, but with their 
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friends. Surely there can be no viler place in the whole world 
than the court or yard used by the poorer felons, surrounded 
by the wards in which they sleep. You can tell the prisoners 
from the visitors by their irons, otherwise there is nothing to 
distinguish them. They all loll and lie about together, visitors 
and prisoners alike, for the most part showing by their bearing 
that they belong to the detestable and mischievous class of 
those who will not work if they can avoid work by stealing. 
Rogues, vagabonds, and thieves were they all who filled this 
yard, and they drank their beer and sang and laughed as if 
next week would not bring their condemnation. Nearly all 
these wretches, the turnkey told me, were certain to be hanged. 
I speak of what I saw on my first visit. Later on I learned to 
distinguish — they are not all so bad. 

Then we passed through another passage into a court smaller 
than that of the master-felons, surrounded, like it, by lofty 
stone walls and buildings. 

^< This is the state side," said the turnkey ; '* and here, sir, is 
your room." 

He opened the door and showed me into a room on the 
ground-floor of tolerable proportions, long and somewhat nar- 
row for its length. It was lighted by four semicircular win- 
dows, placed high up and strongly barred ; one of them was 
above the door. The walls were wainscoted or lined with oak, 
black with age and dirt, and studded with great nails. The 
floor, without any carpet, was horribly dirty ; there was a 
roaring fire ; the air was close and smelt of cooking, tobacco, 
beer, and everything that can be imagined to belong to a room 
in which four or five men live, sleep, dress, and cook their 
meals. For furniture there were chairs and a table and five 
pallet beds. About the fire was gathered a group consisting 
of four or five men and three girls. Bottles and glasses were 
on the table, and all were drinking. The girls I recognized for 
the three visitors who were waiting in the Lodge. I was sorry 
to perceive that my Lady Innocence had already, in a short 
quarter of an hour, acquired a flushed cheek and a brightened 
eye. The man who sat beside her, and had his arm round her 
waist, was a fellow whom at first sight you would set down as 
a swashbuckler ; a man of forty or so, whose puffed face spoke 
of potations. The seal of many evil passions was stamped u^^ou 
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his forehead. He wore a dressing-gown and slippers, and oc- 
copied the only elbow-chair in the room. 

" Grentlemen," said the" turnkey, "here is a new collegian." 
And so, without more words, he went away and left me at the 
doorway. 

" La !" said Lady Innocence. " It is the young gentleman. 
La ! I hope they will not hang him. I could not bear to see a 
proper fellow hanged. And they have put him in irons, too." 

The legs of all the other men in the room were, however, 
similarly adorned. She looked about her and noted this fact 
and blushed to think that she had given offence by alluding to 
this delicate circumstance. 

" Sir," said the captain — I call him so because I never heard 
any other name given to him — " sir, I drink your health and- 
to our better acquaintance." He raised his glass and bowed 
politely. " Be seated, sir ; there is a chair next to your friend^ 
Mr. Thorpe. Our better acquaintance," he went on, after I had 
taken my seat, " will be greatly promoted by another bottle or* 
two. This bottle runs low. I take your guinea, sir" — I too^ 
the hint, and, with sinking heart, produced my last guinea an& 
gave it him — " as a sign and a token that you are willing tc^ 
promote the harmony of the ward. This is not the commocB- 
side of the prison. Here we are all gentlemen. This is, in ^ 
manner of speech, the Bond Street of Newgate, It is ovlmt 
coffee-house, our tavern, our assembly room, where beauty doe^ 
not disdain to show her lovely face," he pointed to the girl»^ 
" It is also our hell, as I shall take pleasure in showing you. ^ 
sir, after supper, over a pack of cards. We are birds in ^^ 
cage, it is true; but if you get everything in the cage tha.'fe 
you can get outside, what odds for the bars? Here you hare 
no anxiety : your creditors cannot dun you — they riiay try to 
keep you in; you fear no highwayman or burglar. After jotl 
have been tried, you fear no more the arm of the law. I 
wish you a long and peaceful residence, sir ; your name escapes 



me." 



" My name is Comines, and, with all respect, sir, I hope that 
your wish may not be granted." 

" So say all when they first come here. But I, who have in- 
habited the state side for three years and more, tell you that I 
have never before known true luxury and ease. They tried me 
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at the Old Bailey, close by ; I was sentenced, now I come to 
think upon it, to the hulks and transportation. Ho, ho ! But 
I came back here, and here I remain. When a man is a man 
of family — I hope, Mr. Comines, that you are a man of family 
— ^the judge may pass any sentence he pleases, but that man of 
family remains on the state side. Nay, I know not whether I 
would wish to go out again. Sophy and Jenny and Sue come 
here as readily as to a tavern; my friends know where to find 
me ; my enemies have done their worst ; the company of the 
ward changes continually ; we have no time to quarrel ; the 
best friends part the soonest ; one goes to the hulks, the other 
to the condemned cell ; we lose no time in grief ; we drink and 
gamble continually. As for you, sir, I hope your case will not 
lead you to the cell. If it does, remember that family interest 
may get you respite — but I hope not." 

" I cannot tell," I replied, " whither my case may lead me." 

" Even the condemned cell is not without its comforts — one 
can drink in the Pre^s Yard — ^though the unmanly lamentations 
of some do much interfere with philosophical and comfortable 
drinking. But since we must all die, what matter whether to- 
day or to-morrow ? Death should have no terrors to him who 
reflects that it is as well to be sufEocated quickly in the open air, 
and before an admiring, even an envious, mob, as to be choked 
slowly on one's feather bed, with no one to watch your dying 
agonies but a greedy apothecary." 

I learned afterwards that this man, an illegitimate son of 
some great lord, and therefore, as he boasted, a man of family, 
had really by this family influence been saved first from the 
gallows, which he richly deserved, and secondly from trans- 
portation, to which he was sentenced. What he did, I know 
not; his father, however, who was powerful enough to save 
him from the consequences of guilt, could not procure his 
liberation. He therefore continued in Newgate, eating and 
drinking of the best, until his death, which happened a year or 
two later. 

Sitting next to me was a person of grave appearance and 
manner^whom the captain had named Thorpe — a substantial 
merchant. He lieemed about fifty -five years of age: he drank 
not with the captain and his friends, but he smoked a pipe of 
tobacco. He presently turned to me with a smile, showing his 
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white teeth — as for a smile, I love to see it in man or woman — 
bat this man's smile was too ready. 

" Young gentleman,^' he said, " I do not welcome thee to such 
a place. I hope thy stay will be as short as my own. For my 
part, I do but await the formality — ^the mere formality — of a 
trial." 

" I do not know," I replied, " how long I shall be here, or 
what will be the event. I am arrested on a charge of high trea- 
son." 

'* High treason 9" He pushed back his chair, as if afraid of 
being implicated by mere contact <^ High treason ! Shall the 
prime warden of a city company sit in the same room with a 
rebel ?" 

" High treason !" cried the captain, sitting up. " What ? Say 
that again. Have we traitors here ?" 

" High treason !" cried the Lady Innocence, starting to her feet. 
« Oh ! — ^the monster ! He will murder us, let us run aw&y, 
Dolly. Let us fly I" 

" Hark ye, brother," said the captain. " Here are many brave 
fellows accused of making mistakes about other peoples' houses, 
their horses, and their money, imitating their signatures, and so 
forth. Any one may be charged with such a thing ; that makes 
no difference in companionship. But we are all loyal to king 
and constitution. Here, if you please, we will have no tam- 
pering with our liberties. There shall be given no countenance 
to traitors. No conspiracies and plots shall be allowed in New- 
gate while I am here. Mark that, sir, mark that ; otherwise you 
shall speedily be made to feel the weight of my resentment and 
my cudgel." 

" It is not likely that you will be called upon to interfere," I 
said. " If you do, I shall know how to protect myself. Cudgel 
against cudgel, blustering sir." 

" Very well, then — very well. You are warned." The cap- 
tain turned round in his chair and took another glass of wine. 

The girl whom I have called the Lady Innocence continued to 
gaze upon me with pity and curiosity. 

" So young," murmured the merchant. " The pity of it ! The 
pity ! Dear, dear. Ta-ta-ta— the pity of it !'* ' 

" Well, sir," said I, plucking up a little, " it is not pleasant 
for any one, old or young, to be brought to such a place. As 
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for yourself, now, if without offence I may ask the nature of the 
charge for'which you await your trial." 

" Oh ! certainly ! No offence at all. It is nothing — a mere 
nothing — a case which the magistrate himself, though he said he 
had no option but to send it up for trial, admitted to have no 
foundation. They will put me in the dock, read over the 
indictment, call for witnesses, and when ther» are none, they 
will dismiss* the case, and discharge the prisoner without the 
slightest stain upon his character. Of that there is no doubt 
whatever — not the least doubt. I do not distress my mind 
with considering the thing as doubtful. Not at all. I sleep 
well, I eat well, I drink well, I grow fat and lusty in this prison. 
Because, young man, my heart is free from guilt." 

" Indeed, sir, I hope the end may be as you expect." 

" I shall leave the prison, and, surrounded by my friends, who 
will hold a banquet in my honor, I shall go back to my house in 
Harp Lane, and shall renew my services as prime warden of my 
company — an ancient and honorable company — and member of 
the Select Vestry of All-Hallows the Great." 

<< You are happy, sir, in the consciousness of innocence. The 
charge itself ?" 

" A tilly-vally — an invention — a mere trifling suggestion, with- 
out a tittle of proof. Ha ! It moves me to laughter ! Forgery, 
they call it. Yes, forgery," he added slowly, "forgery they 
called it. Ha, ha ! Forgery ! It is an excellent joke. Ha, ha !" 

Said the captain : 

" It is so good a joke that every six weeks some one dances 
to the music of it with his feet in the air." 

The merchant of Harp Lane turned pale. 

" At this very moment, you may go visit as fine a young fel- 
low as ever stepped — a lad of spirit, mark you, although he was 
but a quill-driver in the city. What then ? He must have his 
mistress and drive her out on Sunday, as well as his betters. 
We are all alike, though some are rich and some are poor. 
When a young fellow is poor he helps himself. This young fel- 
low — 'twould do you good to hear him sing — helped himself by 
means of his quill, which is sometimes a deadly instrument." 

"Sir," said the merchant, "I am not concerned with this 
history." 

" He lies in the condemned cell, or takes his walks abroad in 
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the Press Yard — poor devil. Yesterday I went to see him, and 
we cracked a bottle together, so that he plucked up* his spirits 
and danced a hornpipe. Next Sanday yon shall see him in the 
pew of state, while the chaplain exhorts him to repentance. Ay ! 
They all repent ; they are sorry that they took so little, and that 
so clumsily. He repents that his forgery was not for ten times 
the amount, and that he could not pass it off, as he tried, on his 
master's son. These reflections will weigh upon his- soul till the 
end, which is Monday morning." 

''How can you talk so, captain?" said Miss Jenny. ''La, 
now I Only to think of being hanged ! And I hope that no 
one in this room will have such a fate^-especially this young 
gentleman here." 

She meant me, and smiled sweetly. 

" Talk not to me of the Press Yard and the cell," said the 
merchant, who had been showing every sign of terror and anx- 
iety. "What have we to do with wretches who would even 
rob their masters to pay for their riotous living ? Let them be 
hanged, and that without pity. As for you, my young friend," 
he turned to me, " let me, as one old enough to be your father, 
earnestly exhort you to employ the time that remains to you in 
a becoming spirit. Acknowledge and confess your iniquities. 
Pay no heed to the lewd and profane talk which is too common 
in this place. Avoid drink " — ^he looked at the captain — " shun 
bad company," his pipe pointed, ■ perhaps accidentally, at my 
Lady Innocence. " Repent while there is opportunity. The 
hours fly. Repent in time. Read your Bible and meditate upon 
the wrath of an offended Deity. Fix your mind wholly upon the 
next world." 

" When Squaretoes has done," said the captain, " come to me." 

" Say to yourself daily," continued my new mentor, " that the 
law provides such and such for your case, and that the punish- 
ment thus decreed will be surely meted out to you. Perhaps 
you may fondly imagine that the evidence against you is not so 
strong as to justify conviction." 

" I think the case will prove weak against me," I said, " be- 
cause I have never advocated insurrection or rebellion." 

" What odds about your case ?" said the captain. ** It is the 
judge that makes the case weak or strong. Inquire into the 
temper of the judge, and look for the end accordingly." 
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"Too many prisoners," continaed the mercliant, "delude 
themselves in this manner. They think and say that their case 
is so weak that they must get off." Heavens I only two minutes 
ago he was himself maintaining the same thing with regard to 
his own case. Thus do we see those faults in others which exist 
unseen in ourselves. " Be not one of those unfortunates. Show 
a spirit prepared for the worst. Now in the case of high trea- 
son, what is the worst?" He approached this delicate part of 
the subject with manifest enjoyment. " For traitors, it is not 
considered that mere hanging is sufficient. Murderers are 
hanged, and shoplifters — ^" 

"And forgers," said the captain, but the merchant seemed not 
to hear. 

" Because they deprive a man of his life or of property, which 
makes life tolerable. But traitors commit crimes against a whole 
community. They are therefore sentenced to be hanged first, 
but are left swinging for five minutes only and are then taken off 
the rope, being still quick, and disembowelled with a butcher's 
knife; an operation causing the greatest agbny, under which 
they expire. They are next quartered. Such has always been 
the righteous punishment ordained for traitors. Such is the 
wisdom of our forefathers." 

"If you come to that," I said, "the hanging reserved for 
forgers kills them quite as effectually, if not so quickly ; and 
very likely it causes as much agony. After the hanging, the 
body of the forger is taken to SurgeonsV Hall, where it is cut tip 
for scientific purposes. I would as lief be quartered when I adi: 
dead as dissected. Perhaps, however, you are of a different 
opinion." 

"Young man," he replied, with dignity, "I fear that I have 
thrown away good advice. You are rude and unmannerly. 
What have I to do with hanging ? Learn, sir, that a man of my 
quality, a merchant of my position, prime warden of an ancient 
and honorable company, cannot commit forgery. He cannot, 
sir, I say he cannot." He repeated the words with swelling 
cheek. " No one ever heard of such a thing. His position for- 
bids it — forbids it, sir." 

He rose, put on his hat, and walked forth into the court-yard. 

" There goes a poor devil," said the captain, " who would eat 
his cake and have it. Hanged he will be for a certainty, \1 oisX^j 
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as an example to his brother merchants ; much good may it do 
the fat and greedy guzzlers ! Not possible for his worthiness to 
forge ? Why, if you speak of forgery, never was a craftier for- 
gery committed. Old Squaretoes will surely swing, whoever 
else may get ofL^' 

About nine o'clock of the evening I sat alone at last. The 
orgy was over. The captain's supper with which he had treated 
the ladies was finished at last, and the bowl of punch made with 
the smuggled rum was out. The gallant captain himself lay on 
his bed, whither he had been carried by the united efforts of the 
ladies, his neckerchief untied, his face swollen, his breathing 
loud — ^he was in the condition commonly called **as drunk as 
David's sow." The merchant, too, had gone to bed after taking 
as much punch as was good for him, and now lay fast asleep. 
If these things were done on the state side, I thought, what 
must be the pleasures of the master-felons' ward ? 

We were locked in for the night, the fire was nearly out, the 
candle was low. The striking of the hour from St. Sepulchre's 
was like the tolling of a knelL 

The only good thing about Newgate is the rule which sends 
away visitors early (even then some contrive to stay all night). 
This gives an opportunity for meditation to the poor wretches 
left in the wards. For the first time I was able to consider my 
most melancholy situation. 

Consider : I had no more money ; a few shillings was all my 
stock. I could not hope that my father or Sister Eatherine or 
the prebendary himself would befriend me. No, I was cast out ; 
that was certain. I could never be forgiven. What was I to 
do ? How to live ? I must go forth into the common side, and 
mate with the felons and profligates there. I must live upon 
the penny loaf provided daily for the prisoners. I could get no 
help from lawyers, having no money. Finally, I should be 
hanged, very likely as a traitor. Here was matter enough for 
reflection I 

A man must be indeed insensible if he feels no shame, or 
pain, or remorse when he finds himself in a common prison 
waiting for his trial, and that a trial which may end in a shame- 
ful death. A man, I say, must be an insensible wretch who at 
such a moment does not think of the misery he has brought upon 
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Ids parents and his friends. To me it seemed as if I coald not 
begin to think in any order. All together the thoughts crowded 
into my mind. I saw myself in irons, under lock and key, the 
companion of villains; I saw my mother weeping, my father 
speechless with wrath and shame ; I saw the prebendary him- 
self dumfounded at the news; I saw myself in court being 
tried ; and I saw myself — at the last act of a condemned con- 
vict's life. And I saw all these things, I say, together. 

It was ten o'clock and past All was quiet in the prison, when 
I heard the opening of locks and the sound of steps and of 
clinking irons. They crossed the court ; the door of the ward 
was thrown open^ 

" Look, sir," said the turnkey, " here's your room, and here's 
your 'friend waiting up for you." 

I started from my chair, making my irons clash. Before me 
stood George himself. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

NEWGATE PRISON. 



«« Oborge ! You here ?" 

** No other," he said. He took a step forward. " These pretty 
shining things," he said, looking down, "make a man walk as 
gingerly as a passenger in a gale of wind." 

" You, too, in irons, Greorge ? How were you taken ? You in 
irons?" 

"Why not, if you are, my lad? 'Rings on his fingers and 
bells oh his toes, he shall have music wherever he goes.' " 

" But how comes it ? What fatal mischance is this ? You 
had escaped — you had got oflE free." 

" Ay, I got off ; I rowed across to the Isle of Dogs. There, 
seeing no one in pursuit, I left my boat and walked along the 
river-wall, by the breach and the gut and the ropeyards as far 
as Wapping." 

" Well, why didn't you stay in Wapping ? Why didn't you 
volunteer for the navy ? Why not go on board an East-India- 
man or a Baltic ship, even as a common sailor ?" 
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''I thought of these things. I even thought I would be 
pressed — no hardship for me to go afloat as a common siulor. 
But then, I haven't told yon everything, Nevill; no, no, not 
everything." Greorge was one of those to whom the narrative 
form presents difficulties sometimes insuperable. **I came to 
perceive as I walked along that after leaving it all to the Lord, 
and leading that Tom Fool's Riot on purpose, you know, to let 
everybody understand that I had left it to the Lord— because 
no one in his senses would have headed such a bawling mob- 
it would be worse than cowardly to run away, and, so to speak, 
take all into my own hands again." 

'' This is madness, Greorge. Every man is justified in saving 
his own life if he can." 

*' Not madness ; common-sense. I will argue out the point 
with you if ever we find time and a fitting place, which I dbubt 
When I understood so much, and was enabled further to per- 
ceive that it would be cruel hard upon my soul to top up all 
my other sins with cowardice, a thing that never tempted me, 
but rather the reverse, the Lord be thanked, who inclined my 
heart to keep that law." 

" Go on," I groaned. 

** Many sins, I dare say, I have committed if I knew them ; 
fortunately I do not, a choleric word here and there being always 
permitted to a sailor — ^not shameful sins, I am sure. To fight I 
have always been ready, never have I run away. So, after con- 
sideration, I thought I would wait till sundown, and then walk 
over to Newgate Prison and give myself up." 

" Oh ! to throw away your life !" 

** No, lad, I put my life in the Lord's hands. Can't you unr 
derstand ? I say, since it is best for Sylvia's sake that I should 
die, do thou, O Lord, take my life in whatever way seemeth 
thee best. That is the whole gist of the thing. As for djdncy, 
we confess that we are all in the hands of the Lord — ^the man at 
sea and the man on land, the sick man and the strong man, the 
young man and the old man. It is the Lord who makes us die ; 
the way and manner of death we know nothing about before- 
hand. Therefore I do well to leave it openly to the Lord. I 
would kill myself, but it is a shameful thing to do. Now, hav- 
ing thus resolved, I am content and happy. I fear nothing more. 
I ask for nothing but that Sylvia may recover and forget me I" 
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This was the condition of his mind, nor conid I by any rep' 
resentations or arguments persaade him that in his hair-brained 
fight with the press-gang, his condact at the fire, his mad lead« 
ing of the riot,shis was not so much the part of the humble 
Christian as of the resolute suicide. A man must not kill him- 
self. No, he would not commit that terrible crime. But he 
would put himself in peril so deadly that, unless he had a 
charmed life, he would surely die. That he considered was a 
righteous thing to do, and a Christian rendering of the com- 
mandment. Alas ! we were all stark, staring mad at this time. 
And not the least mad of all, as you shall learn, was the man 
Kichard Archer, the cause (according to Sister Katherine and 
the wise woman) of the whole trouble. 

I could not shake him from the conviction that he had done 
everything a good Christian should. He was so firm in this 
belief that his mind was collected and easy ; his discourse was 
cheerful ; and his contemplation of the future without fear. 

Yet, withal, a sense of the position gave to his thoughts a 
serious turn. When the clock of St. Sepulchre's, followed by 
the bell of St. Paul's, struck midnight, he said, as if to him- 
self : 

<< This place is more solemn than a church ; it is like the en- 
trance to a vault ; I seem to expect the steps leading down into 
the grave. £ach hour now will bring me nearer to the time 
when I must walk into my grave, though still young and lusty. 
Yet a week or two and I shall go down those stairs. Well, I 
am called away, my day's work is done. To some is granted a 
dhort day, to some a long day ; in the end it matters little. I 
shall havie a good deal to remember. Sylvia loved me once." 

" George !" I sprang to my feet, but sank bank again, startled 
by the clinking of the irons. " What does it mean ? Why have 
all these disasters fallen upon us ? What have we done ? A short 
while ago, and we were happy. What are we now ? Sylvia, I 
verily believe, is dying ; you and I are in prison and will be 
tried for high treason ; my father, your father — all of them will 
go in shame and mourning for the rest of their days. What 
does it mean? Never, never before have I heard of such a 
wholesale wreck ! Never since the days of Job." 

<' I have asked the same question, but there is no answer. 
Man, you might just as well ask why one ship sails safe from 
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port to port and another encounters mutiny on board, fire, leaks, 
harricanes, and finally goes to pieces on a hidden rock. There 
is no answer ; wherefore let us seek no more to find one. And 
now, lad, we will tarn in if we can." 

He got up and began to look about the room. 

'* The quarters," he said, '^ are not bad, but even a Newcastle 
collier would be ashamed of such a filthy deck. If we could 
throw open the ports for an hour or so the air would be less 
fragrant. There has been punch here of late " — ^he sniffed the 
air — " and beer, and tobacco, and the society of women." Here 
he picked up a lace mitten dropped upon the floor. '< If we are 
to pass our time this way, my lad, 'twill be a poor preparation." 

He got up and began to examine the beds. 

« Here's a drunken beast for you," he said, gazing upon the 
prostrate captain. " He is a prisoner, I take it, of the unrepent- 
ant kind. Well, there are drunken swine outside Newgate. 
Here is one of another kidney." (He looked at the sleeping 
merchant, who lay on his side, his face a lovely picture of Chris- 
tian virtues, illustrated in the countenance of an elderly London 
merchant.) '^ The good man in his nightcap dreams of 8t Paul's 
Cathedral, I warrant. The beds are well enough, I dare say, but 
for cleanliness and comfort give me a hammock swinging free 
before the cockroaches that hide away in the cold latitudes 
come out again." (Here the captain turned his head and half 
awoke, with a drunken oath.) *^ Ay," said George, '' drink and 
damn, we know your kind. In Newgate we must expect New- 
gate birds." 

He lay down, and in a moment his light breathing showed that 
he had fallen asleep. Strange that a man who in one day had 
been snatched from the jaws of hell and in the same day had 
returned to the same perilous place, should sleep so soundly and 
80 peacefully ! As for me, I lay awake all night long. I could 
hear the bell of St Sepulchre's and of St. Paul's strike the hours 
one after the other. I could overhear footsteps outside the 
prison, and the voice of the watchman. Happy watchman! 
He has no irons on his feet, and he is free to come and go. In 
the early morning I fell asleep from weariness. When I awoke, 
the morning was already advanced ; George was already up and 
dressed; through the open door came a refreshing stream of 
cold air. Our merchant had left his bed and was dressed and 
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was gone into the yard. The captain still lay on his back, 
pnrple-faced, breathing heavily. 

" Well, lad," said Greorge, " what cheer? I have been foraging 
— ^you shall have for breakfast cold beef and bread, with a 
draught of small ale — nothing better." He held the tankard 
in his hand. " The air of Newgate is drowsy — I slept till seven. 
Jump up. There's a pump outside for those who choose to 
wash in the morning — a Newgate bird ought to neglect that 
custom, I suppose." His own face was glowing with the cold 
water of the pump. " Jump up, man ; come to breakfast." 
One would have thought we were embarked on some pleasure 
trip, such was his cheerfulness. "After breakfast," he said, 
<^we will make things ship-shape. A mop and a bucket of 
water for the walls, a scrubbing-brush for the floor, another for 
the table and chairs, will improve the quarters. We must get 
linen somehow, and stockings, and many things. Your hair 
would look none the worse for a little dressing, and your chin 
for mowing. There is mud on your shoes. Then, how are we 
off for provisions ? The rations amount, I have already learned, 
to a penny loaf a day. Well, trust me for provisioning the 
ship. 'Tis a hungry air. I never thought," he added, after a 
pull at the tankard, "that a prisoner in Newgate, so near the 
appointed end, could find a draught of small ale so much to his 
taste." 

Our good merchant here returned, and, seeing us engaged 
upon breakfast, stood over us and, in a fatherly manner, pointed 
out to us the sin — ^he feared it was the unpardonable sin — of 
rebellion. I forbear from repeating the discourse, and at the 
time I refrained, though with difficulty, from asking him whether 
the sin of rebellion was greater than that of forgery. George 
continued his breakfast, preserving the respectful face with 
which sailors receive a sermon. 

" If," he presently said, " we are now going to eat, drink, and 
sleep in the same place for the next three weeks or so, let us 
first make it habitable for decent folk. That shall be my 
business. Somewhere in the prison there must be a poor devil 
who will gladly earn a shilling or two." 

He went out, and presently returned with two fellows carry* 
ing mops, scrubbing brushes, pails of water, and soap. They 
were prisoners under sentence of transportation ; but, as they 



240 ST. KATHBRINE^S BT THE TOWER. 

showed themselves handy, civil, and orderly, the governor kept 
them in the prison, and saffered them to pick up what they 
could get in jobs for the day ; or when some prisoner, more 
particular than the general run, would have his room cleaned, 
these men set to work, and began with zeal to wash and scrub. 
I verily believe the place had not been scrubbed since the Gor- 
don Riots at latest. 

In the midst of their labors the captain awoke, and angrily 
demanded what they were doing, and who had dared to assume 
authority in his ward. " Look you," said George, " as for assum- 
ing authority, who made you skipper? Lie down, drunken 
swab, and hold your peace." 

The captain obeyed; whether awed by the proportions and 
the resolution of the new-comer, or whether still under the influ- 
ence of the drink. He lay down again and said not a word. 

In an hour the place had been thoroughly scrubbed and 
washed, both floor and walls, and the air of the room was 
changed. 

" Now, my lad," said George, " this is better ; as for pro- 
visions, I have learned that we can have cold victuals sent in 
if we pay for them ; if we want hot things we must cook them 
ourselves. Very good, then. I promise such a steak for dinner 
as you never ate before — so juicy and so well cooked — because 
I shall cook it myself. We may be prisoners, but we shall not 
starve." 

This promise he kept, and I may safely say that for a beef- 
steak or a chop, or anything in that way, no cook ever had a 
lighter hand or a truer eye than George. Nowhere have I fared 
better than in Newgate. As for the captain, he speedily dis- 
covered that George was a lad of spirit, a man after his own 
heart, a gallant cock, whose only fault was that he would not 
drink, and professed to dislike profane swearing, which was, 
he declared, the only language fit to be spoken in Newgate Jail. 

Well, but we were not yet settled ; for, first of all, we had 
nothing at all except the clothes in which we stood. Therefore, 
George sent a messenger into Newgate Street, and there ap- 
peared, presently, a polite gentleman, in black silk breeches and 
white stockings, his hair powdered very beautifully, who agreed 
to sell us a change or two of shirts, stockings, and things. This 
hfi did, carefully taking our money beforehand, for fear that we 



ST. katherinb's by the tower. 241 

might be hanged between that time and the delivery of the 
goods. Lastly, a barber was found, also a felon from the com- 
mon side, who dressed our hair and shaved us, so that we were 
able to present a very respectable appearance, a thing which 
should be studied as much in a prison as outside it. 

" And what have you done, brother ?" asked George, looking 
at the barber's legs, which were decorated like our own, but 
with a more rusty pair. 

" Nothing of the least importance, your honor ; not worth 
making a fuss about." 

" What is it, man ?" 

" They do say, sir, in their malice, that I was engaged in the 
coining and passing of bad money." 

" Ha ! and what sentence does the judge pronounce in such 
cases upon conviction ?" 

"- Exactly the same as for your honor," the fellow replied, with 
a grin, and pointed with his finger to his throat. So he gath- 
ered up his tackle and withdrew. 

The yard of the state side was not crowded. As yet, how- 
ever, there were no visitors. As the company here is of a much 
better class (though villains all) than belongs to the master- 
felons' side, their behavior is more seemly. There is no rude 
horse-play or monkey-tricks ; there is little bellowing of coarse 
songs ; there is no open drunkenness, though certainly some of 
the men seem anxious very early in the day to deaden their 
anxieties with beer. For my own part I cannot blame them 
greatly. Any one who has experienced the gnawing anxiety 
which preys upon the mind before trial, when one fears the 
worst, and has the worst always before his eyes ; when a man 
continually exhorts himself to prepare for the worst, yet cannot 
— I say, such a one must regard with tenderness the man who 
yields to the temptation of drink, and either lulls his cares with 
beer or uses it to get him Dutch courage. 

Yet I have known some who, at the thought of hanging, fell 
into terrors too dreadful for speech, yet, when the moment came, 
walked out to the scaffold with a step as firm and a face as reso- 
lute as a brave soldier going into action. 

The first effect of imprisonment is to make a man neglect his 
outward appearance. He no longer washes, dresses his hair, 
shaves, or changes his linen ; his self-respect is gone \ he loses 
16 
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his pride ; a brave show in dress is a mark with most men of 
self-respect ; in the prison that mark is no longer observed, save 
with one here and there. Our merchant, for instance, was as 
choice about his linen in Newgate as on 'Change, but then he 
said he was an innocent man. Most of the men on the state side 
came into the yard in slippers and dressing-gown, their stock- 
ings in holes, their chins scrubby, their faces unwashed, some 
with a nightcap on ; they lounged about, or if it was too cold 
for lounging they shuffled about; and everywhere, all faces 
alike, the same anxiety in their eyes, the same restlessness, the 
same desire to chatter about nothing, to drink, still to be mov- 
ing — anything, anything rather than to sit down in silence and 
to meditate. 

It is extraordinary how quickly prisoners will find out the of- 
fence with which a new chum is charged. Everybody knew 
when we went into the yard who we were and what had been 
done. Everybody knew that George was the leader of a riot in 
which the name of the king had been traitorously handled, and 
that I was the secretary of a seditious society which was said to 
have set on foot this riot. They regarded us with the curiosity 
and interest extended to all new-comers. 

We learned, in course of timfe, that there is even on the state 
side a kind of scale for crimes, some being admired and others 
despised. • 

On the common side this feeling is well known and under- 
stood, their hero being the proud highwayman, and their admi- 
ration growing gradually less as one descends to burglar, coiner, 
footpad, shoplifter, child-robber, mudlark, or night plunderer. 

Among the better class of rogues a man who had killed 
another in a fight was held in great esteem, while one who had 
treacherously murdered a man with a hatchet was shunned with 
loathing. There was one fellow among us (a handsome dare- 
devil rogue of thirty) who was committed for marrying five-and- 
twenty wives. His method was to hunt about for some woman, 
a widow for choice, who had money. He would marry her, and 
after he had secured all the money, he would make off with it, 
and desert the woman. He had done this in a dozen great 
towns, leaving a wife in Dublin, Edinburgh, Liverpool, Birming- 
ham, Norwich, and I know not where else. Some of the wives, 
who seemed only too willing to forgive him, came daily to see 
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him. In the end, I believe, he got oflE by causing every single 
woman to believe that she, and she alone, was his one and lawful 
wife, so that no witnesses appeared for the prosecation. This 
man was greatly admired for his courage. 

Another fellow was much envied for a display of audacity 
which carried him along for many years of prosperity, though in 
the end it brought him to the gallows. He personated sailors, 
and drew their pay and prize-money. This required great skill 
and impudence — qualities which are both admired among rogues. 

As for our worthy friend, the merchant of Harp Lane, I found 
that he was an object of contempt. It was true that he had 
forged a banker's draft, and that for no less a sum than fifteen 
hundred pounds! Such a magnificent booty made smaller 
rogues hide their faces, glorious no longer. Fifteen hundred 
pounds I Such opportunities have these rich merchants on 
'Change I Such are the privileges of the great ! If that was all, 
he would have been indeed worthy of respect; but this man 
spoiled all by his preaching. He exhorted every man, first, on 
his particular sin which had brought him to Newgate, and on 
the subject of general virtue next. That which one does not 
expect even from the ordinary, are we to receive with meekness 
from a brother rogue ? 

The crimes of sedition, revolutionary teaching, and rebellion 
were regarded, I believe, with respect among those who associ* 
ated them with the transferrence of property. London for a 
whole week in the hands of the mob ! Had George Bayssal- 
lance effected this and commanded the insurgents he would have 
been a hero indeed ! That he only attempted it was, of course, 
something to his credit. 

At ten o'clock the visitors were admitted. The first to come 
were the attorneys and their clerks, armed with bags full of 
papers. And then there was the retiring into corners to confer, 
walking up and down the yard, eager questionings, affectionate 
wringing of hands — for no man ever appears so much your 
friend as the attorney who prepares your defence. Alas! in 
most cases it is labor lost — for the defendant. The attorney 
secures his pay before he begins. Then came the friends of 
the prisoners ; some were men, but most were women. They 
brought baskets full of necessaries or luxuries. Now, as in this 
ward t]ie company were of a class higher than that on \i\v^ ^ovsi- 
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mon side, so among the women who visited us the emotions of 
shame, sorrow, and terror were more easily moved ; therefore 
there was weeping enough to tear the heart out of those who 
looked on and listened. Yes, from the soft and sOent tears of 
despair to the loud cries and hysterical lamentations of her who 
fell upon her loved one's neck for the first time in prison, or for 
the last time in the condemned cell I declare solemnly that 
every young man should be taken, as soon as he is old enough 
to understand the pitif ulness of the thing, to Newgate Prison at 
the time when visitors are admitted, there for once in his life to 
see and understand for himself how dreadful a thing is crime, if 
only for the misery and shame which it brings upon those un- 
happy ones who are bound to the prisoners by ties of blood. 

What have they done, these poor women, that they should be 
made to suffer so ? By the iniquity — nay, sometimes by the 
momentary madness — of the man on whom they are dependent 
are they plunged at once into shame, contempt, and poverty. 
Unto the third and fourth generation, saith the commandment 
For so long a time their children lift not up their heads ; they 
lie in the deeps ; they are obscure ; they are forgotten. When 
the memory of the thing is clean forgotten they come forth 
again, and climb the tree of fortune and fame, like other men. 

Heard one ever of a bishop, and of bishops there are many of 
low origin, the son of a hanged convict ? or of a judge, though 
the bar is a great nurse of ambition lowly bom ? Not so ; in 
order to rise in the world one may be the son of a tinker or 
cobbler, but one must be first the son of an honest man. Unto 
the third and fourth generation, saith the Scripture. Wherefore 
sometimes I think that for something some ancestor of mine did 
in his generation were these afflictions laid upon us. 

Among the visitors, I presently remarked a young gentle- 
woman of modest aspect and of great beauty. She was attired 
plainly, and was accompanied by an elderly servant, who bore a 
basket upon her arm. She looked about the yard, as one who 
took no heed of any present, but was looking for one man. 
Then she espied our worthy merchant of Harp Lane, and made 
her way through the crowd, followed by her attendant. She was 
his daughter. 

"My child, my Lucinda," said the good man, kissing her 
fondly. "I expected this to-day. Thy mother, my dear, is 
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well, I trust.'' Then he marked her pale cheek and red eyes. 
" Why, fond one," he said, " what occasion is there for tears ? 
Never shed tears over such a trifle as my temporary inconven- 
ience. See ! I grow fat — I am jolly — I rest from my labors. 
The price of stocks disturbs me not. I am on a holiday. It is 
as if I were standing on the sands of Margate, save that the air 
here is not quite so baJmy. Yet a healthy air— oh ! a healthy 
air — I do well upon it." 

She tried to speak, but her voice stuck. 

" I reckon," he went on, " that in a fortnight I shall be free 
again. Yes, they cannot delay the ceremony they call my trial 
above a fortnight more. Ay I in a fortnight I shall be tqed. 
Now, my dear, I have in my own mind arranged all. Your 
mother and you will be present at the trial. You will come fitly 
attired in your best to a ceremony in which your father will take 
the most distinguished place, and receive all the honors of the 
day. Ha! you shall hear the machinations of the wicked de- 
I* feated, and the judge ordering the prisoner to be discharged, 
without the least stain upon his honor. I should not like you 
to be waiting at home while these honors were paid me in pub- 
lic. The court of my company I shall also invite. One must 
not neglect the livery. I look for a banquet in my honor the 
day after my triumph in court." 

The girl smiled, but faintly ; then she showed him what she 
had brought — some confected dainties — pies and such, with 
wine and a book which he had desired ; and then she kissed 
him and turned to go ; but I marked as she walked through the 
throng how the tears rained down her cheeks, so that it was piti- 
ful to see. She knew the truth, which her father, with such 
obstinacy, persisted in concealing from himself. 

What hath since become of that poor girl, so innocent, so 
beautiful, so unfortunate, on whom, thus early, was laid so 
great a load of shame, I know not. She looked so virtuous and 
modest that I trust the Lord hath kept her from harm, though 
to shame she was already handed over. 

" Why does she cry ?" asked George. 

" Because her father is a prisoner. He is to be tried for his 
life." 

" What ! That good old man who preached to us ? What 
has he done, then ? 
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'' He is charged with forging a bank draft, and that for a great 
sum, indeed. He may be innocent. Indeed, he swears that he 
is innocent. But he is a prisoner like oorselves, he is to be 
tried like ourselves, and if he is found guilty — " 

" He will be hanged by the neck like ourselves. Poor girl ! 
poor girl I Nevill, this is a dreadful and a terrible place. I 
would the Lord had ordered otherwise; but one must obey. 
He knows what is best for Sylvia." 

Then he grew silent for a while. 

" Nevill," he went on, presently, " it is hard upon my father. 
As that poor girl will go all her life in shame for her father, so 
will mine go in shame for his son. I had not thought of him. 
It is hard for him—- yet it was the will of the Lord ; clearly the 
Lord's doing." 

While we thus talked there came towards us, hat in hand, a 
thin, shrivelled-up little creature, dressed in black, bowing low. 

'* Gentlemen," he said, with insinuating grin, and rubbing his 
hands, '< I am happy to make your acquaintance, though the cir- .^ 
cumstances are not so joyful as one might hope." 

" Sir," said George, " what may be your business ?" 

'VMy business, gentlemen, is to procure the acquittal and 
release of gentlemen like yourselves, charged with what I may 
be permitted to call irregularities ; irregularities of any descrip- 
tion. My name, gentlemen, is very well known in Newgate — 
very well known and blessed— by all who have at any time re- 
sided within these walls. You yourselves must surely have 
heard the name of QucUet — Samuel Quellet, solicitor and at- 
torney — some say, the great Quellet." 

" It is an attorney, George," I said, recognizing the man by his 
manner. It is, indeed, as easy to tell an attorney by his ap- 
pearance as a carpenter or a brewer, or a man of any other trade. 
'" Oh !" said George, viewing the man with contempt. " What 
can we do for you, brother ?" 

'< Sir, it is not what you can do for me, which is little indeed. 
It is what I can do for you, and will do, sir — will do— with 
your permission. My whole life, sir, is spent in doing good to 
my fellow-creatures. I think of nothing else. It is my trade, 
my pleasure, my duty. I have chosen among the whole of 
humanity that part of it which I find here. In other words, sir, 
I conduct the defence of prisoners, and that is my single occupa- 




i 



1 



i-J l-> . 



as: 



ST. KATHERINk's B7 THB TOWSIt. ^4? 

tion. Oatside, you will hear my name exalted to the skies by 
grateful multitudes ; it has even been proposed at the Saluta- 
tion Tavern — 'twas after the acquittal of an honest gentleman 
charged with forgery — ^that the king should be asked to confer 
upon me the honor of knighthood. Within this prison there 
are now a score and more of poor fellows looking to me — 
happily with well-grounded confidence — ^f op their release." 

"Do you, then, blind the judge and make the juries deaf?" 

" Ha ! ha ! Your Honor is facetious. I do indeed, in a man- 
ner of speaking, afEect his lordship— I say it with respect — 
with a kind of judicial blindness. I make juries deaf and the 
court blind. My methods, sir, are as various as they are in- 
genious. I look for, and I find, a flaw in the indictment. This 
established, out steps my friend from the dock and walks away 
free. I prove an alibi by evidence which cannot be overthrown ; 
I cause the witnesses to be terrified and confused, and to com- 
mit, unconsciously, acts of gross perjury. I rake up their past 
lives and make them confess to past crimes and misdemeanors. 
I show, against the clearest evidence, that the real criminal was 
another person altogether. There is no end to the twists and 
turns which I invent to procure the acquittal of my client In 
such cases as these," he added, with emphasis, " when the life 
of a gallant young gentleman is at hazard, everything is allowed. 
Yet, for myself, I hope that I yield to none in religious pro- 
fession. Every Sunday morning, and not infrequently on saints' 
days (when the court is not sitting), you may observe me in my 
pew at the Church of St. Clement Danes ; it is in the gallery — 
left hand, looking towards the altar, front row. But, sir, for 
my clients' sakes, I use every form of invention, quibble, and 
obstruction. I stand on the side of mercy. That is my proud 
position." 

He ceased, out of breath. 

" Well, sir," said George, " as for me, you can be of no ser- 
vice, because I shall employ no lawyer." 

" No lawyer ? Are you aware, sir, of the charge against you 
— ^the very serious charge? No lawyer? Do you know that 
your life — ^your life — ^is not only threatened, but is in most 
grievous peril?" 

" I believe it is," George replied ; '* yet I will have no lawyer." 

" Consider, sir, pray consider. Any poor little shoplifter, any 
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wretched woman who steals a loaf for her starving children, 
may he condemned to die, hut she mostly gets off, hecause our 
juries generally refuse to hring in a verdict in such a case. She 
may hope to get o£L But for you there is no hope, no douht 
at all. For, first, you were the leader of a seditious riot in 
which men hawled for the overthrow of king and church; 
next, you were seen, and can be recognized by many as having 
withstood and fought the constables; thirdly, the temper of 
the city is hot against you. Every man in the jury-box when 
he takes his seat will have already condemned you in his heart. 
The judge will have condemned you beforehand. There is no 
hope at all for you except in getting a clever and ingenious 
attorney, such as myself. Then, indeed, you may hope to come 
out of court a free man. Otherwise you will come out of it 
with the rope already round your neck." 

" Yet," said George, " I will have no lawyer. Sir, do not 
pester me ; my mind is resolved. But here is my friend, Afr. 
Nevill Comines, whose case is not so grave; you might per- 
chance try your hand upon him. What say you, Nevill f" 

'^ Why, George, if the gentleman has so Samaritan a disposi- 
tion as to undertake my cause for nothing — " 

''Sir," said Mr. Quellet, ''nothing would more please me, 
such is the goodness of my heart. I say it without boasting, 
because it is a natural gift — ^just as strength and comeliness 
belong to this young gentleman, who is resolved to break the 
hearts of the ladies by getting hanged. But I have a wife and 
six children depending upon me for their daily bread ; I have 
pew-rent to pay ; I have charities to bestow. Hence I cannot 
afEord myself so great a luxury." 

" I have plenty of money, Nevill. What ! man I You to want 
assistance when I can raise as much money as is wanted ! 
Shame !" 

" Shame, indeed," said the attorney. " We must be spared 
that shame. Very well, then ; that is settled. Since there is 
no doubt about the money, I will take this case in hand at once. 
I shall want a fee of a hundred guineas, to be increased by fifty 
more if — that is, when-— an acquittal is pronounced." 

" You shall have it," said George. " I will write to the at- 
torney who proved my uncle's will, and give him my dock at 
fiotherhithe— " 
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<< Ha ! he has got a dock at Rotherhithe, and lie goes wilfully 
to his destruction !" said Mr. Quellet. 

" He will procure the money, and anything more that I may 
require. You can go and see him if you please." 

" It need not," Mr. Quellet replied. " Give me your bond 
— your signature — your promise for a hundred and fifty guin- 
eas, which I can present to your attorney, and I ask no 
more." 

So he prepared a paper of some kind, which George signed 
and his own clerk witnessed. And so I was provided with an 
attorney for my defence. 

I learned afterwards that I had fallen into the hands of a low 
and creeping creature, who lived by persuading prisoners that 
he was able to procure them an acquittal if they would give 
him all the money they possessed. This was not generally 
much. The fellow had the impudence to make George sign 
a promise to pay a hundred and fifty guineas in advance, instead 
of the hundred agreed upon ; and I believe that he never, be- 
fore or afterwards, did such a good stroke of business. It is true 
that he had on more than one occasion procured the acquittal of 
a prisoner ; but in most cases the wretches who relied upon him 
learned too late that they were leaning upon a reed — ^in other 
words, that where the case is plainly proved no wrigglings of a 
crafty attorney will avail to get a man off. 

Mr. Quellet then proceeded to ascertain the particulars of the 
case as against myself. I told him everything that I could re- 
member. He made notes in a pocket-book, sighed, nodded his 
head, shook it, wagged it, coughed and hemmed, as if the case 
were one of prodigious intricacy. 

" Sir," he said at length, " I must apply to the magistrate for 
a copy of the information. I knew not when I proposed to 
undertake your defence for so paltry a sum that it would prove 
so difficult a job. Do not fear, however. I am, I hope, a man 
of honor." He laid his hand upon his heart. " Had I under- 
taken this responsible and difficult business for no more than a 
crown piece, I wouli carry it through. My wife may grumble ; 
and Jack — ^my boy Jack — ^must go without those new small- 
clothes he was promised; but I am a man of honor. You 
may trust me, sir ; you are in the best hands possible. Your 
acquittal is certain. I see an absolute answer, a clear and cer- 
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tain way out of the business. Sleep easily ; look forward with 
confidence. You are quite safe, sir, I assure you. What ? Yon 
have heard of Michael Considiue, the murderer. Everybody 
said that nothing could save that vill — , that unfortunate man. 
I pulled him through — I myself, no other — I it was who caused 
the principal witness to be drugged the day before the trial, so 
that when she went into the box she was so confused that she 
knew not what she was saying nor what had happened. She 
contradicted everything she had sworn; and when the judge 
threatened to commit her for perjury she fell into a fit, in 
which she presently, having been carried out of the court, 
breathed her last And Mike Oonsidine escaped. It is true 
that he was killed a month afterwards in a drunken brawl some- 
where, and his body carried to the middle of the garden of 
Russell Square. But he died, I am proud to think, grateful to 
his attorney. For this day, sir, I can do no more for you. 
But be easy, be happy. If you could procure for me the 
defence of your friend, who will otherwise most certainly be 
hanged, it would be an outward and visible sign, as we say in 
the Catechism — I hope you are a member of the Church of 
England— df your gratitude for my services. Think of me, Mr. 
Comines. Good-moruing, sir ; good-morning." 

In the afternoon two more prisoners were brought into the 
state side. They were the young Templar, the most zealous 
republican of our club, and the atheist poet from Oxford, who 
was equally zealous for the overthrow of everything. Like me, 
these young gentlemen were now disowned by their parents 
and were penniless. George paid for all. Had it not been for 
him, we must all three have gone over to the common side, and 
lived on the prison ration of a penny loaf a day. Mr. Quellet, 
on the strength of a second promise, undertook also the defence 
of these two. I looked daily for the arrest of Richard Archer, 
but for some reason or other he escaped, though the most guilty 
of all. Our president also escaped in a very simple^ manner, as 
I afterwards learned. He had taken the precaution to give a 
false name when he entered the society, and as he lived at the 
other end of the town, somewhere near St. James's Street, he 
was not known to anybody. The smaller fry, the mechanics 
and tradesmen, who formed the bulk of our members, were suf- 
fered to remain unmolested. Within the walls of Newgate 
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Prison lay the four members whom the government had re- 
solved to prosecute. To this end had we been brought through 
our membership of the innocent and convivial club called the 
Sublime Society of Snugs. 



CHAPTER XV. 

ON THE master's SIDE. 



Thus began our imprisonment in Newgate, a place vile and 
intolerable to those who cannot afford to pay the exorbitant 
fees of the better side ; noisome and sfmking even on that side, 
with its close yard, which no fresh air seems to reach, and its 
wards reeking with the fumes of beer, punch, fried onions, 
toasted herrings, and all the odors that hang about a kitchen 
where the sluts never open the windows. We began this first 
period of captivity in the first week of the month of June ; it 
lasted Until the third week of October. We spent the whole of 
the summer and the autumn of the year 1793 within the walls 
of Newgate, where there is never a green leaf or flower, and the 
sun only falls upon the yards to make the foul air hot and to 
increase the power of the smells. Looking back at the time, 1 
marvel how we endured it for so long. But we were young; 
we expected every day that we should be called up for trial ; 
we were in good heart, and with the help of George's money 
we were in good case, well fed, and as well lodged as the place 
allows. 

We presently changed the quarters into which we were thrust 
at first for a more commodious room on the second floor, where 
we enjoyed better air and more light. This room we shared 
with our fellow-prisoners, the Templar and Oxonian. I need 
say but little of these two young men, our companions in mis- 
fortune. The former was a brave and ardent youth, all for 
action, and would have pulled the whole constitution of Great 
Britain to the ground and set fire to the wreck in order to 
establish the republic, which he thought would prove to be the 
Kingdom of Heaven itself. The latter was one who desired a 
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revolution chiefly, I believe, oat of pity for the poor and op- 
pressed. To him the destmction of king, church, and lords 
meant the introduction on a stable basis of the universal virtue — 
the reign of the Christ, whose example he would fain see fol- 
lowed, while he professed not to believe in him. He readily 
made verses better than any I had ever before read, and his 
poetry, like his talk, was full of noble aspiration for universal 
happiness. It is by such aspirations, whether we' own that 
they are due to a divine examplar or not, that the soul is up- 
lifted ; it is also by such aspirations that humanity is advanced. 
This man, so noble and generous, whose thoughts were always 
far above the world, they expelled from Oxford and tried for 
high treason. I suppose it could not be helped, but I now 
understand that such a one ought to have been allowed to say 
what he pleased ; he should have been set in a fair garden and 
ordered to write, to speak, to meditate — ^to teach and delight 
mankind. He was a prophet, who knew what should be, and 
in time (we hope) shall be ; but he thought that merely to state 
the case was to command reform. In appearance he was tali 
and fair ; his head was small, but beautifully shaped ; his eyes 
were bright and large ; his eager mouth was always trembling 
in response to his thoughts ; his laugh was ready ; his rage and 
scorn against oppression and injustice were readier than his 
laugh. 

We were waiting our trial for high treason. It seemed cer- 
tain that we should be committed, and that we must expect a 
heavy sentence, even a capital sentence. Nay, in our case, a 
capital conviction was likely. Yet (a thing which one would 
not expect) after a day or two, this probability caused us no 
uneasiness at all. I am now able to understand the insensibility 
with which the fellows on the felons' side, who were all most 
certainly going to be flogged, or hanged, or transported, await 
their fate ; it is because the mind (even the mind of one of the 
better sort) cannot endure the continual contemplation of im- 
pending misery and pain. We call not the young man insensate 
because he laughs and sings and lightly makes love ; yet he 
knows very well that the years, which quickly pass (alas ! how 
quickly !), will soon bring with them old age, disease, and death. 
It is much the same with the poor wretches in prison ; they 
know they are going to be punished— they will suffer the agony 
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of the lash or the torture of the gallows — yet not to-day, not to- 
day ; therefore they sing and drink. 

Not to-day. Therefore we laughed and sang, and made our- 
selves as happy as we could. Prisoners though we were, you 
might have sought outside in vain for four more cheerful com- 
panions. We kept the ward like a ship, having stated times 
for turning in, getting up, washing the floor, making the beds, 
cooking the meals, and everything, each man taking his turn 
and developing dexterity in the various household tasks pre- 
viously unsuspected. Who, for instance, would have believed 
that the poet should have shown a hand so light with the ham 
and eggs and the frying-pan? Who could have suspected 
George of genius in discovering when the steak was done to a 
turn, or, as they say, done to a cow's thumb ? In the evening, 
over a glass of wine, we talked. Heavens ! how in those days 
we talked ! With what enthusiasm ! with what wild hopes ! 
with what ardor for the perfecting of mankind ! What virtues, 
what heroism, what glories lay, before our imaginations, in the 
republic of the future (the universal Republic of Peace), when 
every race should rule itself, and there should be no more king 
or wars ; when ambition should cease, and — See. The old talk 
returns to me. It is five-and-twenty years ago and more, yet 
again my heart leaps up and my blood quickens, and the old 
joy of anticipation comes back to me. I believe no longer that 
this or that form of government can create the virtue of unself- 
ishness. I know that great and many and various are the 
dangers of republican rule, yet still I think that under that rule 
the way of man's advance is the easiest and the most likely to 
be taken ; and still I think that the best chance for the future 
of the world is always to hold up the banner of republican 
equality. This comes of having been twenty years of age when 
the Bastile fell. The young men of the present have no such 
opinions. 

In one respect we were all four alike. Namely, that we were 
all cast off by our own people. Of all the prisoners in Newgate 
we were the most abandoned by our friends. No one came to 
see us. To our letters there was no reply ; we received no re- 
proaches ; we were cut off like so many black sheep. I wrote, 
for my own part, letters to my father and to the prebendary ex- 
plaining how — ^by what reading and meditation — I had arrived 
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at political convictions of which, I was aware, they could not 
approve. I informed them how I was led insensibly to taking 
an active part in the propagation of ideas which seemed to me 
reasonable in argument and beneficial in their practical applica- 
tion. With this object I became a member, and even the secre- 
tary, of an association or club connected with the well-known 
corresponding society ; that our proceedings were always, save 
on one occasion, conducted in order, and that no disturbance or 
riot had been sanctioned or approved by myself or by the mod- 
erate members of the club. I concluded with expressing my 
submission to their displeasure, and begging forgiveness. In 
fact, my letters were as respectful, I am sure, and as submissive, 
as any parent could desire. At the same time I did not pretend 
to be ashamed of my opinions, or to have changed them in con- 
sequence of imprisonment Finally, I begged of my father to 
communicate news of Sylvia, and I sent a most tender message 
to my mother. 

No answer came to either of those letters. 

Our only visitor during the first part of our imprisonment 
was the man Quellet, our attorney. He came daily to the 
prison in search of new clients, and would willingly converse 
with us, partly because he had obtained, as I have told you, the 
job of defending the Templar and the Oxonian on the same terms 
as myself, namely, a hundred guineas for each ; partly in the 
hope of bringing Greorge into his net on the same terms ; partly 
because he generally found a bottle of wine in our ward ; and 
though so thin and dried up, to outward appearance, he was a 
great toper when the opportunity favored him.^ As soon as he 
had got three or four glasses down his throat, his conversation 
began to turn upon his favorite topic, the tricks and turns by 
which he and his friends sought continually to baffle justice and 
to secure the escape of a criminal. Sometimes (but this was 
lofty treatment) there would be a flaw in the indictment ; gen- 
erally, he sought to destroy or to pervert the evidence. Once, 
as he boasted, he caused a pocket to be picked of a certain 
letter without which the case would fall to pieces ; the recollec- 
tion of this feat caused him the most profound satisfaction, as 
much as if it had been a good action. At other times he sent 
the principal witness into the box so drunk that he could say 
nothing ; or he bribed the witnesses to contradict themselves. 
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to mix up events and dates, to declare that on a pitch dark 
night there was a full moon, and so on. He never failed every 
day to assure us all three that he had our case well in hand, 
and could foretell, on his professional reputation, our certain 
acquittal. Perhaps we believed him. Whether we believed him 
or not, we were all, I can certify, of good heart. Nay, though 
we knew that George, who would engage no lawyer, was cer- 
tain to be found guilty and to be condemned, we ceased to 
concern ourselves about him. His impending fate had no ter- 
rors for us, any more than it had for him. I have already ex- 
plained the reasons of this apparent insensibility. It is, in short, 
quite true that at this time our position afEected not our spirits 
one whit. We joked and laughed ; we feasted ; we talked and 
argued as if we had been in the back parlor among the Snugs ; 
and we even made the evenings merry with the singing of 
songs. 

At first, we daily expected to welcome other members of our 
sublime society. The chairman, for example. Surely the chair- 
man was a more important member than the secretary. As I 
have already explained, the chairman had the good sense to be 
entered under a false name, and to live in another quarter of the 
town, therefore he could not be found. Or there was Richard 
Archer. Of all our members, none was more dangerous than 
Bichard Archer. And the minute-book of the society, which 
had been seized, showed this. Why was not Archer arrested ? 
And many others there w^c; the tradesmen and mechanics 
who formed our rank and file. It had, however, been resolved 
to pass them over, and to make an example of none but the 
most prominent. Yet, why not arrest Richard Archer ? 

And at the outset we expected daily to be upon trial in a week 
or two. We knew nothing about the delays of lawyers, espe- 
cially of crown lawyers. They had us in custody. Very well. 
That once secured, the rest could follow at their leisure. And 
in the end it was not till near the beginning of November that 
we were brought out to stand our trial. We were kept five 
months waiting. I submit that this is not just to prisoners, 
guilty or not guilty. They should be tried within a week or 
two of their committal. Our own case, however, was not so hard 
as that of Henry Yorke, tried at the York Assizes two years 
later. The poor wretch languished in jail for fifteen months be- 
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fore the government brought him forth for trial. I suppose, 
therefore, that we should be thankful for our speedy despatch. 

Richard Archer, then, was not arrested. We supposed, know- 
ing that he was deeper in the business than anybody else, that 
he had been able to give the runners the slip. He might have 
enlisted or have volunteered for the navy ; or he might have 
gone away into the country — anyhow, he had clearly escaped, a 
thing for which we were glad, though I, for one, loved him not, 
and George had quite forgotten his short and fervid friendship 
for this strange and moody man. 

I was, however, uneasy in my mind concerning Sylvia, of 
whom we heard nothing. Not so George. Unshaken in our 
belief that his own disappearance (that is, his death) was neces- 
sary for the recovery of his mistress, he remained persuaded 
that if she was not yet perfectly recovered that happy event 
would quickly follow — after the trial and the subsequent pro- 
ceedings, which he contemplated without the least horror, I 
think I see him now, sitting with his legs stretched out, a great 
figure of a man, his kindly face smiling, his eyes calm and 
serious. 

" Why," he said, " her recovery is already prepared for her. 
The Lord hath so ordered it. Truly, I would rather live for 
Sylvia than die for her. But if she can no longer so much as 
endure the sight of me, why should I desire to live ? Take cour- 
age, Nevill — Sylvia is yet neither better nor worse. When I 
have obeyed the will of the Lord a|id am gone, she will immedi- 
ately pick up her spirits and begin to' mend. More; she will 
have forgotten me except as an old playfellow. She will never 
know that I was made to die for her. And she will marry some 
other man, more worthy of her. She is a pious soul, and, I 
think, should marry some minister of the gospel." 

These things he said not once, but many times, and always 
with great seriousness, and as one who believed every word of 
what he said. Now, after three or four weeks of prison, I, who 
could not share in this belief, could no longer endure the sus- 
pense. Since no letter addressed to my father received any re- 
ply, I bethought me of my old friend, the Wise Woman of the 
Precinct. The go-between, the secret messenger, is always the 
old woman. To her I sent, begging her to come to the prison. 
This she did very willingly, finding, as her kind commonly use, 
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a singular pleasure in contemplating men about to die, or to be 
transported, or flogged, or in any other way under punishment. 
This pleasure is not altogether confined to her class. I have 
heard of a gentleman of high rank and noble family who would 
run over the whole of Europe only to see a man broken on the 
wheel or tortured. Thereupon Margery came, looking about her 
with the greatest curiosity, and regarding George especially with 
peculiar interest, as one who could not possibly escape. When 
she had done holding up her hands, and crying out on the bar- 
barity of the law in cooping up four such goodly young gentle- 
men, and when she had refreshed herself in the manner which 
most she loved, I asked her about Sylvia. 

"I saw her yesterday," said Margery. . "She is much the 
same. Since you left home she neither mends or worsens. She 
remains the same. If you speak to her, she replies. If you ask 
her to stand up, to sit down, to walk, or to eat, she does it. But 
she takes no interest in anything. Her mind is clouded. She 
weeps no more. I think she has forgotten everything." 

" What did I say ?" cried George, with satisfaction. " Why 
— so she has really forgotten. Nothing could be better. When 
I am gone — " 

" You won't go," the wise woman interrupted him. " They 
say in the Precinct that you must be hanged. Everybody else 
may escape, but not you. They are bound to hang you because 
you led the riot. That is what they say. Not so,* however. 
The rope is not yet twisted that will strangle you, and the tree 
is not yet planted that shall be your gallows. No, young gentle- 
man. Be easy. Sylvia will mend, and you shall escape the gal- 
lows. This is not common witchcraft. Those who cause may 
cure ; they may even prolong the spell ; but they cannot de- 
stroy. And all shall fall again upon their own heads. Oh ! you 
shall learn — ^you shall find out. The wise woman knows some- 
thing, after all, though she cannot set y6u free, nor can she 
bring a remedy to the poor young lady." 

Strange that George should in his madness prove right. 
Sylvia was no worse. Why, this was what he said ! Was 
George Bayssallance also among the prophets ? 

Then we asked her after the elders. Everybody knew, she 
said, that the lieutenant refused to speak of his son, and that 
Mr. Comines said openly that he had no longer a son. So much 
17 
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one expected. I sent, however, a letter privately to my mother 
to which I presently received a letter by the same messenger, 
and so two hearts were lightened. 

Before our wise woman went away I inquired cautiously after 
Richard Archer. She looked at me suspiciously. 

"What do you know about Richard Archer?" she asked, 
quickly. 

"Why, I know that he is — well — organist and school- 
master." 

She still looked suspicious. 

" What more should I know ? Where has he gone to ?" 

" Where should he go ? He still teaches school and makes 
the music." 

" Still teaches school ?" 

" Why not ?" 

The wise woman did not know everything. So much was 
certain. But Archer still to continue at his business ! Why, 
he was the most fiery of all our club, more fiery than the Poet 
even. He it was who planned the riot, he who put €reorge on 
to be its leader, he was the most guilty of alL And yet the 
government, which had, in the books of the club, clear proof of 
this, did not arrest him. What could this mean! We were 
soon to find out. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

A TRUE BILL. 

The delays of the law in bringing a prisoner up for trial are 
in one sense wisely ordered in the prisoner's interest, so that 
nothing shall be done in a hurry or in a passion. But they add 
greatly to the horrors of. a trial. 

In our case we were arrested in May, we were not tried until 
the end of October. I have said that we managed to preserve a 
show of cheerfulness during the summer, though the air of a 
prison in August suffocates. In September we learned that a 
special commission of Oyer and Terminer had been issued un- 
der the great seal to inquire of certain treasons and misprisions 
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of treason within the county of Middlesex. This brought the 
nature of the case home to us. 

George alone remained unaffected. ** ISo," he said, " I began to 
think that they had forgotten us. Well, the sooner the better." 

Three weeks later the special commission was opened on 
Thursday, the 12th day of September, at the Session House, in 
Clerkenwell. It shows the temper of the government at the 
time, and their apprehensions as to the extent of the danger 
that so much importance should be attached to a little, insignifi- 
cant club and to a petty riot. But, as I have already shown, no 
one knew how widespread were the meshes of the correspond- 
ing society or the magnitude of the conspiracy. The president 
of the commission was none other than the Lord Chief Justice 
Sir James Eyre. With him sat the Lord Chief Baron of her 
majesty's rCourt of Exchequer, Sir Archibald Macdonald; Sir 
Beaumont Hotham, Baron of the Court of Exchequer ; Sir Fran- 
cis BuUer, Justice of the Court of Common Pleas; Sir Nash 
Cross, Justice in the Court of King's Bench ; Sir Soulden Law- 
rence, also Justice in the Court of King's Bench. With these 
great potentates of the law sat also many justices of the peace. 
So great was the importance attached to four simple young men ; 
such honor was done to the Sublime Society of the Snugs to 
which they belonged ; so mighty was the alarm caused by the 
shouting of a hundred disorderly lads through the city of Lon- 
don on a Sunday afternoon. After the commission had been 
duly read, the sheriff proceeded to deliver the panel of the 
grand jury. This was called over, and the jury, twenty-one in 
number, all of them gentlemen of position and character, were 
duly sworn. 

This done. Chief Justice Eyre delivered his charge to the 
grand jury. 

I have since read this address, which, I doubt not, contained 
the whole law. The grand jury have nothing to do but to fol- 
low the directions of the judge when he lays down or expounds 
the law. It is not for an unlearned person like myself to pre- 
sume even to question the law as laid down in that charge. I 
would only point out, however, that when the judge had de- 
livered himself of the following passage, no other course was 
possible for the jury but to find a true bill ; and that if such is 
the law, it clearly appears that every person desirous of any 
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change or reformation is compassing the king's destruction. I 
am no lawyer, but if this is law, where is the liberty of which 
we boast? 

"A project to bring the people together in convention, in 
imitation of those national conventions which we have heard of 
in France, in order to usurp the government of the country, and 
any one step taken towards bringing it about, such as, for in- 
stance, consultations, promoting of committees to consider of 
the means, acting on those committees, would be a case of no 
diflSculty. For it would be the clearest high treason ; it would 
be compassing and imagining the king's death, and not only in 
his death, but the death and destruction of all order, religion, 
laws, all property, all security for the lives and liberties of the 
king's subjects." 

After the delivery of the charge, the sheriff handed into court 
the panel of the petit jurors. 

On Monday, October the 7th, after sitting and deliberating for 
twenty-six days, during which they heard the principal part of 
the evidence, the grand jury returned their verdict. As for us, 
during this time, we only heard that the proceedings were being 
held, and had no voice or say in the matter at all. I am aston- 
ished, now that I have read the chief justice's charge, that there 
should have been any delay at all, because, knowing the facts of 
the case, I should myself, had I been on the grand jury, have 
returned a verdict in a quarter of an hour. 

The grand jury then, nearly four weeks after the chief justice 
had charged them, returned a true bill for high treason against 
the following: First, George Williams, chairman or president 
of the club or association called the Sublime Society of Snugs, 
not yet in custody. You have already heard that this prudent 
person, who was entered in our society under a false name, and 
lived in quite another quarter of the town, escaped detection 
and was never brought to trial. Next, against George Bayssal- 
lance, of the Oak-apple Dock, Redriff, owner of the aforesaid 
dock, formerly third mate on board the Hooghly^ East-Indiaman ; 
Nevill Comines, clerk in his majesty's office of the Admiralty ; 
John Campbell f ower (this is the young man whom we called 
the templar), of the Inner Temple, student-at-law ; and Arthur 
Hallett, late of Merton College, Oxford, gentleman — all for high 
treasoa. 
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Our attorney came to tell us this news. He rubbed his hands 
and nodded his head. " Joyful news, I call it, gentlemen, be- 
cause your trial cannot now be any longer delayed, and with 
your trial will come your freedom; that is" — he looked at 
George and shook his head — "the freedom of those who use 
the weapons of defence which Providence has put into their 
hands. I say Providence, gentlemen, who has found for you 
one acquainted with the stratagems of the law ; who is also a 
stickler for the Church, and a pew-holder in the church of St. 
Clement Danes. For those, I say, who disdain not to use this 
-weapon thus providentially placed ready to their hands — I say 
that this intelligence, which would dash the spirits of others, 
should be considered joyful." 

" Very like. Very like," said George. " You will all be ac- 
quitted, lads. So much the better for you." 

" But you, my dear sir — you — you — the most guilty of all — 
it is not yet too late," cried the attorney. " Even now there is 
time. What ! A thousand ways are open — " 

" No," said George. " One way alone is open. Man, trouble 
me no more." 

For the moment Mr. Quellet desisted. There was a look in 
George's face which commanded obedience. He sat down by 
the fire in silence ; while the attorney, drinking a glass of wine 
— say, rather, a bottle of wine — proceeded, as usual, to boast of 
his tricks. One trick of his he did not relate ; namely, that of 
bribing the turnkeys with a percentage or commission on all 
moneys he obtained from prisoners who employed him at their 
suggestion. Nor did he warn us — though he must have known 
all along — that nothing he could do would be of the slightest 
avail in our case, of which the facts were indisputable. Yet he 
took three hundred and fifty guineas from us — that is, from 
George — for pretending to conduct a defence where there was 
no defence possible. 'Tis the trade of a fox. 

Then for a week we heard nothing more. But a heavy load 
lay upon our spirits. We laughed no more, nor did we sing. 
On Sunday, when we attended the service in the chapel, I trem- 
bled, thinking that perhaps in a week or two we ourselves might 
all four be sitting in the condemned pew like the poor wretches 
who lay there huddled together like sheep waiting for the 
butcher. 



On the Monday following, however, a* turnkey brought us a 
summons from the governor, who ordered us to attend at his 
private house. Accordingly we followed, and were taken to a 
room reserved for such communications as that made to us. 

We found a gentleman seated at a table, on which were four 
small packages of paper. He was an elderly man in a full wig, 
yet not a barrister or a clergyman ; he was dressed in black, with 
very fine lace at his wrists, in the old fashion. He held in his 
hand a snuff-box, and he was conversing with the governor, who 
sat beside him. At the back of his chair stood a clerk, obedi- 
ently waiting. 

"So," said this gentleman. "These are the prisoners, are 
they ?" 

He looked at us sternly, and shook his head. 

" Misguided young men," he said to the governor, in a low 
voice. " Pity ! Pity I See the end of it" 

" These are the prisoners," said the governor. 

" Gentlemen, the solicitor to the Treasury, Mr. White, hath a 
communication to make on the part of the crown. I entreat 
your attention." 

" Greorge Bayssallance," began Mr. White, reading our names, 
one by one. Each man answered in his turn. 

" I have to inform you that a true bill has been found against 
all of you by the grand jury summoned and sworn for the pur- 
pose. A copy of the indictment has been prepared for each. 
It is here." The clerk distributed these documents. 

" Next a list of the jurors impanelled by the sheriff has also 
been made for every one of the prisoners, and is hereby deliv- 
ered to you, so that through your counsel you may challenge 
any or every one of them." The clerk distributed this paper. 

" Lastly a list of the witnesses who will be called for the 
crown has also been drawn up for every one." Here the clerk 
gave us the list. 

"You are thereby enabled, through your counsel, to learn 
beforehand the nature of the evidence thiit will be produced in 
court. That is all I have to say." 

The turnkey opened the door, and conducted us back to our 
ward. 

Then I confess, a great heaviness fell upon my mind. And I 
could perceive that two of my companions were equally affected. 
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As for George, nothing moved him. He tossed the papers on 
his bed, and weht on with the work in hand, which was the 
preparation of a stew for dinner, peeling the potatoes and slicing 
the onions and carrots, as if nothing had happened. 

Our attorney, however, who was in the prison, hurried to our 
ward to receive the documents. First, he opened and read out 
aloud the indictment, which was truly the most long-winded 
paper I have ever seen or heard. Yet Mr. Quellet read it with 
round and swelling voice, and with as much satisfaction as a 
poet shows in reading a fine ode. The longer and more wordy 
is a paper, the greater is the pleasure felt by a lawyer. What 
the whole amounted to you can easily understand. It was a 
charge, in short, of high treason. 

" Yes," said the attorney, contentedly, " 'tis a very fine indict- 
ment, truly. Oh ! you gentlemen of the Treasury know how to 
draw up an indictment. So much I willingly concede. It is in 
the handling of the materials that our skill comes in. There 
you own our superiority, I believe. Well, we shall see. Luck- 
ily for you, gentlemen — I mean for three of you — that I was 
enabled to become an instrument — I say — an instrument. Well," 
he sighed, " let us see the panel. Any one can frame an indict- 
ment. It takes a jury to believe it, and witnesses to prove it. 
And here, gentlemen, I think you will first begin to admire my 
skill — the skill of the lower branch. For I shall so challenge 
and pull to pieces — ^through my counsel — every man that they 
shall with difficulty get a jury at all." 

" Yet," said George, " considering that in the long run they 
will find a jury, what does that help ?" 

" That helps greatly. With submission, sir, you know noth- 
ing whatever about the subject. You have never, I take it, 
been on your trial before. Any pickpocket could answer that 
question for you. Every delay, every difficulty, every impedi- 
ment makes for the prisoner. That is why our ingenuity is 
always inventing fresh obstacles. What ! Think you that the 
jury sit unmoved when they see counsel (employed and in- 
structed by the attorney) straining every nerve, seizing on every 
point of law, to defeat the prosecution? Not so, gentlemen, 
believe me. Often have I said to myself, when I have witnessed 
and heard such noble efforts, that were I on the jury I could not 
resist those efforts — I must give way, and return an acquittal. 
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The feeliugs, gentlemen, the emotions of the jury, must be con- 
sidered." 

" We have next " — ^he went on turning over the papers — " a 
list of the witnesses to be produced by the crown. Let us see 
whom they will call. A shabby lot, I warrant. Constables — 
what jury regardeth the oath of a constable ? Runners — a cor- 
rupt crew — we shall make mincemeat of them. Yes, as 1 thought. 
Here are constables who speak to the riot itself. That does not 
concern you three gentlemen. Yes, they will speak glibly. But 
wait until my counsel tackles them. Then, if you please, another 
turn shall be played. But 1 forgot — you, sir," he addressed 
George, " persist even now in refusing the aid of the counsel. 
Your fate be upon your own. head. Now, gentlemen, as regards 
yourselves. There is the landlord of the tavern where you met. 
What can he depose ? That a convivial association, known as 
the Sublime Society of Snugs, met there once a week, and that 
he provided them with liquor and tobacco. Very well. Then 
there is the book of minutes and the list of members. The book 
of minutes — in your handwriting, Mr. Comines. Yes, that may 
be difficult — to an unpractised hand it might be a very awkward 
piece of evidence. However, prove to me, if you can, that it is 
in your handwriting. Next, prove to me, if you can, that the 
contents are treasonable. Eh ? Then there is the deputy-mar- 
shal, who arrested you, and there is one Richard Archer." 

" Who ?" we all cried out, startled. 

"Richard Archer, schoolmaster of St. Katherine's Hospital." 

" Oh !" cried one of us. " Richard Archer ? Is it possible ? 
Richard Archer ?" from one to the other* (excepting George) 
passed the word. " Richard Archer ? It cannot be." 

" Richard Archer, schoolmaster of St. Katherine's Hospital," 
repeated our attorney. 

" But," I said, " he was foremost among us. Archer was our 
most zealous speaker; Archer was the leader of the more vio- 
lent among us. It was. Archer who dragged George into the 
riot ; it was Archer who enlisted him ; it was Archer who de- 
signed a universal and simultaneous rising." 

The attorney nodded his head and repeated his words. " Rich- 
ard Archer, schoolmaster of St. Katherine's Hospital." 

We looked at each other in amazement. This, then, was the 
reason why he, the worst of all, had escaped arrest. 
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"Richard Archer, gentlemen, has turned king's evidence," 
said the attorney. ** Why, had you told me about 4iim I should 
have warned you to expect this fact. We who have to do with 
courts and criminals know very \^ ell that when a crew is broken 
up or a gang clapped into prison it is always the one most im- 
plicated who is the first to become king's evidence, if the gov- 
ernment will accept him. He thinks, you see, to save his own 
neck by tying the rope round the necks of his friends. Honor 
among thieves, they say. Ha ! they know nothing ; only a 
Newgate attorney knows the truth. Gentlemen, there is no 
honor among thieves, but rather treachery, villainy, and cheat- 
ing. And if no honor among thieves, how, saving your pres- 
ence, can one look for honor among conspirators ? Well, Mr. 
Bayssallance, I hope you are quite satisfied now." 

" I am perfectly satisfied," said George. 

This, then, was the end of so much zeal. Archer had turned 
king's evidence. 

" George," I said, " I can understand it all. This man has 
compassed your destruction and mine as well ; he is the cause 
of the whole trouble. Can you see ? Are your eyes opened ? 
This man, your friend, in whom you confided more than in your 
old friends — this man, who has never ceased to envy and to hate 
you — has devised a hellish plot to ruin and destroy you, and 
with you us as well. You were too prosperous and happy for 
him. He was filled with jealous hatred. I understand it all. 
What if, by some devilish machinations, he has brought that 
affliction upon Sylvia's head ?" 

" What does it . matter ?" George replied, unmoved. " The 
man may be a villain ; well, then, he was suffered to be a villain. 
So that I understand the Lord's will in this business, why should 
I inquire how it was brought about I Villain or true man, I 
have no further concern with him." 

" The poor gentleman is mad'" whispered the attorney. " No 
one but a madman would talk of his trial in such a way. Oh ! 
he is mad. Well, gentlemen, you might have suspected this 
man. Of course, I fully understood that there would be king's 
evidence ; there always is. Otherwise there would be no trials 
of any kind possible. Leave your case with me. Before that 
witness leaves the box he shall wish he had been in the dock, 
quiet and comfortable, with nobody to ask him questions. Rely 
upon that, gentlemen." 
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CHAPTER XVn. 
the trial. 

Now we had not long to wait. Our case, once completed by 
the prosecution, was immediately set down for trial. We were 
informed that it would probably be called on Saturday, Octo- 
ber 26th. As for our defence we had severally and separately 
stated for Mr. Quellet's information everything that we could 
possibly remember bearing at all upon the charge. That is to 
say, I, for my part, wrote out and gave to my attorney such an 
account of my connection with the club as you have already 
read in these pages. I described how the members were princi- 
pally republican in theory only ; how the violent measures ad- 
vocated on the last evening that ever the club met were pro- 
posed by another member (not myself), and reprobated by the 
chairman. 

Well, I set down my things (I believe 1 might have spared 
the trouble), partly because our clever attorney certainly paid no 
attention to them, partly because the conclusion of the case was 
resolved upon from the beginning. As for George, he prepared 
no defence, refused legal assistance, and continued in cheerful- 
ness, unassumed and real ; but the rest of us grew restless, and 
fell into methods of silence, walking about like caged creatures 
(which, indeed, we were). 

On Monday morning George brought a piece of news upstairs 
from the yard. Our friendly merchant, who was in for forgery, 
had been sent up for trial. 

*^ It is certain," he said, '^ that the case will go against him. The 
amount which he obtained by his forgery is very large. There 
is no hope for him except from the king's clemency, and yet 
the poor man went off laughing and dancing, taking leave of 
the prison as of a place he should never again see, because he 
was going to be triumphantly acquitted. Well, he will come 
back presently a wiser man." 

I gave no further thought to the case of this worthy and virt- 
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uous person, whose sentiments were so opposite to his conduct, 
because my own case now occupied all my thoughts. 

At eight o'clock on the morning of Saturday, October 26th, 
we were all four taken from the ward and brought to the gate 
at which we entered — ^that which I have called the Gate of Hon- 
or Lost. Here we were handed over to the custody of the 
sheriffs' sergeants-at-mace, eight of them, attended by sixteen 
yeomen, all dressed in blue cloth gowns and carrying trun- 
cheons. Guarded by these officers, we marched out into the Old 
Bailey and so down the street to the Session House. George 
marched at the head of us with cheerful and shining counte- 
nance ; the rest of us, I fear, with pale cheeks and trembling 
lips, though we endeavored to assume a confident carriage and 
appearance. That man, truly, who can stand up in a court of 
justice and answer unabashed to a capital charge must have the 
insensibility of brutishness, or he must be, for the time, as 
George was, deprived of his full reason. For some moments 
after we were placed in the dock I could see nothing clearly : a 
mist was before my eyes. 1 could hear nothing distinctly ; a 
ringing was in my ears. Presently I recovered, and became 
aware that the judges were in their seats, and that the clerk of 
the court was standing up to read the indictment. 

1 already knew the contents of that windy document, and felt 
no inclination to listen to it again. I therefore allowed myself 
to look about the court. 

The Session House of the Old Bailey, which, I suppose, very 
few people are curious enough to visit, is a square hall of good 
size, lit by three windows in a row ; through the windows one 
sees nothing but the wall of Newgate Prison. Along one side 
is a low gallery for the accommodation of those who wish to 
attend the trials. I am told that many people do nothing else 
but sit and watch the course of justice from this gallery. On 
the side facing the windows is the dock, or enclosed place for 
the use of the prisoners. On the opposite side is the bench 
which runs from one side quite to the other. Here are seats 
for the lord mayor, the aldermen, the sheriffs, the ordinary, the 
justices of the peace, and visitors of quality, who are permitted 
to sit here by the judges. There are also desks for the use of 
the judges. The sword of justice hangs on the wall behind the 
chair of the presiding judge. 
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Below the bench and on the judge's right is a square box or 
pew, in which the witnesses take oath and give their evidence. 
On the other side, at the left of the judges and under the gal- 
lery, is another box, much larger and square, divided into two 
pews for the accommodation of the jury. By this arrangement 
the jury sit with their faces in shade, while the full light of day 
falls upon the witness and upon the prisoners. Further, by 
this arrangement, the judges command the whole court — ^jury, 
witnesses, and prisoners. The middle of the room is taken up 
by a large table covered with a green cloth, on which are laid 
out a quantity of law books for reference by judge or counsel. 
Places are also provided for counsel ; for solicitors or attorneys, 
for witnesses waiting their turn, for reporters, and others. This 
morning I observed that the place was quite full. Barristers in 
wig and gown were crowded in the body of the hall. The Iprd 
mayor, the sheriffs, and some of the aldermen were in their 
robes and chains, sitting beside the judges. There were also 
some ladies (I heard afterwards, very great ladies) curious to 
witness a trial for high treason. All gazed curiously at the 
prisoners — ^the four young men charged with attempting a revo- 
lution in imitation of that successfully accomplished across the 
Channel. Three yeomen stood before the dock, one at each 
side and the rest behind. 

The judges who were assembled to try the case showed by 
their numbers and their rank the importance attached to the 
trial. Lord Chief-Justice Eyre presided ; with him were Lord 
Chief-Baron Macdonald, Mr. Baron Hotham, Mr. Justice Butler, 
and Mr. Justice Grose. The majesty of the law was, indeed, 
made manifest to the most stupid person in the array of these 
learned and illustrious judges, and in the awful gravity of their 
faces. 

The indictment having been read, the plea of not guilty was 
entered in our behalf. Then Mr. Attorney-General, who con- 
ducted the prosecution for the crown, rose and informed the 
court that three of the prisoners were represented by counsel, 
while the fourth refused any legal assistance. The counsel for 
the three prisoners wished each case to be tried separately. He 
had no objection to this course save on the ground of delay, and 
should begin with the case against the prisoner Nevill Comines, 
secretary to the seditious society spoken of in the indictment. 
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Upon this my counsel, Mr. Felix Vaughan by name, a gentle- 
man as learned, I dare say, as he was fluent, rose, and, after in- 
forming the court that he appeared for the prisoner Nevill 
Comines, asked that the court should adjourn until Tuesday, 
the 29th, to which course the court consented. 

This done, there was nothing but to be marched back again 
by our friends in the blue gowns and to wait, with as much 
patience as we could muster, each for his own turn ; but the 
weary hours crept and dragged. 

Tuesday morning dawned at length, and I was once more 
taken to the Session House, this time to stand my trial in 
earnest. 

The same bench of judges sat ; the court was crowded. The 
counsel for the prosecution consisted of the attorney-general, 
the solicitor-general, Mr. Sergeant Adair, and five juniors ; while 
1 had but one barrister, Mr. Felix Vaughan, and he was a 
junior. 

If I dwell upon the proceedings of this trial, it is not, believe 
me, in order to procure for myself the appearance of great im- 
portance, but because in its particulars it closely resembled the 
trial of George, which followed, so that in describing one I am 
describing both. 

At first it seemed as if we should never be able to get a jury, 
because my counsel challenged one after the other, either in the 
name of the prisoner, without assigning any reason, or because 
they were not freeholders of the county of Middlesex. At last, 
however, twelve men were found and duly sworn, and took their 
places. 

This done, the Clerk of the Arraigns, one Thomas Shellen 
by name, rose and spoke as follows : 

" Nevill Comines, hold up your hand. 

"Gentlemen of the Jury, — The prisoner, Nevill Comines, stands 
indicted, together with others — " Here he read over again the 
long indictment, which I omit. "Upon this indictment," the 
clerk went on, " the prisoner, Nevill Comines to wit, "hath been 
arraigned, and upon his arraignment hath pleaded not guilty, 
and for his trial hath put himself upon God and the country ; 
which country you are. Your charge is to inquire whether he be 
guilty of the high treason whereof he stands indicted or not 
guilty. If you find him guilty, you are to inquire what goods 
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and chattels, lands or tenements^ he had at the time of the high 
treason committed, or at any time since. If you find him not 
guilty, you are to inquire whether he fled for it ; if you find 
that he did fly for it, you shall inquire of his goods and chattels 
as if you had found him guilty. If you find him not guilty 
and that he did not fly for it, say so, and no more, and hear 
your evidence." 

The case was opened by the junior counsel in a very short 
speech. 

When he sat down, the attorney-general rose, with a pile of 
papers before him, and after arranging his gown so that it 
should not interfere with his gestures, he began a speech worthy 
of a much greater case. I blush, even now, to think that a per- 
son so humble as myself should have been the subject of this 
great oration by one of the most illustrious lawyers of the time. 
Why, I was but the secretary of the Society of Snugs, and he 
gave me a speech which occupied eight hours in the delivery. 
He began at nine ; he went on with a short interval until nearly 
five, when the court rose for dinner. He had then, however, 
concluded. 

Eight hours ! Could Catiline himself expect more ? 

He began with great solemnity to inform the jury that the 
indictment, stated generally and stripped of its legal phrases, 
charged the prisoner with compassing the king's death (a most 
terrible crime, indeed, and one of which I was entirely innocent). 
He then spent at least an houx in setting forth the heinousness 
of the crime, the various ways in which it would be attempted, 
and the opinions of great lawyers upon it, and especially those 
of my Lord Hale, of whose memory he spoke with the greatest 
respect. Now when he had laid down the law and some of the 
facts, that is to say, the existence of our poor little society, he 
connected the crime of compassing the king's death with the 
members of the club as follows (I copy from the speech as it 
has been printed) : 

" Gentlemen, I think that the evidence that I shall lay before 
you will most abundantly satisfy you that the associations of 
which the prisoner, through his society, was a member deigned 
to alter the whole form of the sovereign power of this country ; 
that it was to form, or to devise the means of forming, a repre- 
sentative government; to vest in a body, founded upon uni- 
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versal suffrage and the alleged inalienable and, as they are called, 
imprescriptible rights of man, all the legislative and executive 
government of the country. That a conspiracy to this end would 
be an overt act of high treason cannot, I presume, be disputed. 
It deposes the king in the distinction of the regal office in the 
constitution of the state. 

" Gentlemen, I go further. If it had been intended to have 
retained the name and office of the king in the country, and to 
have retained it in the person of the present king, creating, how- 
ever, by the authority of the intended convention, a new legisla- 
ture to act with him, provided they would allow him to act with 
such new legislature, and then calling upon him to act against 
the express obligations of his coronation oath, if he could forget 
it, still would it have been a conspiracy to depose him from his 
royal authority as now established. If he refused to act, he must 
necessarily be deposed from that authority ; if he did accept, he 
was not the King of England as he is established by law the King 
of England. But he could not accept, he could not so govern ; 
he is sworn not to so govern ; he must refuse, he must resist, 
and, in consequence of his resisting, his life must be in danger P 

This argument proved effective. Considering it after the 
lapse of so many years and the dying-out of heat and passion, I 
think it forced the point. But that matters nothing now ; I 
have no intention of giving you the whole of this great speech. 
You have seen how the compassing of the king's death was ar- 
rived at. I will try, however, to show the drift of the addres^. 
He proceeded next to speak of the clubs or societies established 
in various parts of th,e country, artfully comparing them with the 
famous Jacobin Club of Paris, from which such vast evils had 
proceeded to the kingdom of France. He then proceeded to 
describe the Constitutional Society, the London Corresponding 
Society, and the Society for Constitutional Information ; he read 
documents which proved their opinions and their activity ; he 
dilated at great length on the mischiefs which would follow the 
general adoption of those opinions — the destruction of the an- 
cient kingdom of the Two Islands ; the ruin of trade ; the gen- 
eral bankruptcy (this went home to the jury, who were all trades- 
men) of persons carrying on business of any kind; the over- 
throw of religion — not the abolition of the Established Church 
alone, but the complete suppression of every form of the holy 
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religion (some of the jury were nonconformists, perhaps); the 
wars, both intestine and external, into which the country would 
fall ; the neglect of agriculture ; the destruction of commerce, 
great and small ; the fall of our institutions ; the starvation of 
the people. What a picture did he draw of Great Britain, 
should the people resolve to rule themselves ! 

He read extracts from Paine's " Rights of Man," a book 
praised by the society for its constitutional information. Also 
from Joel Barlow's "Advice to the Privileged Orders," which 
had been equally honored, and, indeed, had received the special 
thanks of the society. These extracts he connected with a run- 
ning commentary, in so much that the faces of the jury grew 
harder, and it was apparent that they would show no mercy to 
those who should be convicted of holding such opinions. 

In a word, the attorney-general first laid down ceitain prin- 
ciples, definitions, and opinions of great lawyers. Next he de- 
scribed certain well-known political societies of the day and their 
opinions. He then drew a moving and eloquent picture of the 
disasters which would follow the adoption of these views. He 
proceeded to connect with the greatest skill the poor little So- 
ciety of Snugs with the great Corresponding Society, and made 
out that we were a great and important body — perhaps the cen- 
tral and most representative body — although occupying a posi- 
tion so obscure and apparently humble. 

He then read from our minute-books a great number of pas- 
sages, all showing the dangerous character of the society. It is 
quite true that we had offered congratulations to the Friends of 
the Constitution, generally called the Jacobins, in Paris; that 
we had passed resolutions of thanks to Tom Paine and Joel 
Barlow ; that we advocated a better representation of the people. 
I dare say there were many other resolutions which could easily 
be twisted about so as to show sedition, or treason, or anything 
you please. At the same time, we were, I maintain, a harmless 
body of obscure people who loved to talk, and would have done 
no harm. 

Lastly, he made a gi*eat deal of the riot, which he called a re- 
bellious and illegal gathering together of the king's enemies. It 
was advocated, as was shown by the minutes, in the club itself 
on Saturday ; it took place, headed by a member of the club, on 
the Sunday, The minutes which he should read would prove so 
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much. (Alas ! my unfortanate minutes ! Why, why had I not 
followed the advice of the marquis ?) 

Enough of the attorney-general. 

It was, as I have said, five o'clock when he sat down, after a 
most eloquent appeal to the jury. The court rose for dinner. 

At seven o'clock the case was resumed, and the first witness 
was called. 

This was the landlord of the King's Head tavern, where the 
club met* He deposed that the Snugs were a society originally 
founded some fifteen years before by certain quiet and respect- 
able tradesmen of the neighborhood ; that it had met every Satur- 
day evening during that long period ; that he himself was not, 
and never had been, present at the meetings ; that to his certain 
knowledge all the original members of the club had either re- 
tired or were dead ; that the club was founded for convivial pur- 
poses only ; that he had never been informed of any change in 
the character of the club, but he had observed that of late the 
members had ceased to sing and drink less, but talked the 
louder. As to what they talked about he knew nothing, and 
had never inquired ; he was wholly ignorant, and had never sus- 
pected, that he was harboring a seditious and treasonable associa- 
tion. The officers of the club, he said, were one George Will- 
iams, chairman, of whose occupation and residence he was ig- 
norant; and Nevill Comines, the prisoner at the bar, whose 
father was high bailiff of St. Katherine's Hospital. Shown a 
certain box, he recognized it for the box in which the papers and 
property of the club were kept. 

On cross-examination he said that he had known many re- 
spectable tradesmen members of the club ; that he had heard 
voices raised in conversation or argument, and might, perhaps, 
have heard something of what was said; that he had never 
heard any treasonable talk whatever ; and that he was himself a 
loyal subject of King George. The door was kept locked, but 
that was also the custom with Freemasons, the Lumber Troop, 
the Gormagogs, and other societies who commonly carry on 
their proceedings in lodges (or rooms) tyled, or closed. 

The next witness was a runner, who deposed to taking away 

from the tavern the box lying on the table, with the papers and 

books of the society ; these he indentified. Another witness, 

one of my superiors in the Admiralty, deposed to my hand- 

18 
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writing in the book of minutes. Cross-examined: Gave the 
prisoner an excellent character for intelligence and zeal at his 
desk. 

I think It was at this point that my counsel, Mr. Vaughan, 
called attention to the lateness of the hour, though, for his own 
part, he was ready to go on till any hour. It was in the inter- 
ests of the jury that he ventured to ask his learned friends if 
they intended to finish their evidence that night. 

His learned friends said that it was impossible ; their evidence 
was not half concluded. Then, after more of that wrangling 
without which no business can be conducted, the court consented 
that the jury should be accommodated by the sheriff with beds 
for the night, and adjourned the case (it being then half-past 
twelve) until eight o'clock in the morning. 

They took me back to the ward, where the others were quick- 
ly awakened and eager to know how the case went on. When 
I had finished telling all I remembered it was close upon four in 
the morning. That night, however, I had no sleep ; yet I was 
no longer terrified. The utmost majesty of the law, after you 
have watched it for a whole day, presents its point of human im- 
perfection. Even though a man wear the wig and the robes of 
a judge, he presently shows himself to be a man. I say that I 
was no longer so much awed by the appearance of the court as 
beaten down and overwhelmed by the vehemence of the attor- 
ney-general. So great a criminal ; designs so monstrous ; con- 
spiracies so wide-spreading ; caused his speech to be like a rag- 
ing torrent. I had never believed myself to be so great a sin- 
ner. Nay, I had never felt myself a rebel or a traitor at all. 
Therefore, excited, anxious, and stricken with amazement, I lay 
awake until the time came to go back to the court, where I stood 
as the clock stnick eight, unrefreshed by the night, and anxious 
only to have it over and to know the worst. 

They began calling the rest of their evidence. Why set down 
what each man proved ? Why stop to tell of the constant 
wrangling between the counsel — of the little points of contra- 
diction when some witness blundered ? Dates, distances, clocks, 
watches, handwriting — everything gave my counsel an oppor- 
tunity. I know not what he was paid, but he earned his money. 
They proved the riot, and they read the minutes which spoke of 
the violence proposed and carried. 



ST. katherine's by the tower. 276 

Then they called Richard Archer. 

This villain, as he was about to prove himself, stepped from 
the body of the court, where I had not seen him, and entered 
the witness-box. He glanced at me as he took his place. He 
met my indignant eyes with a scowl such as I had never seen 
upon the face of any human being — a scowl of malignity and 
hatred. Perhaps it was only the natural expression of his own 
shame. For why should he hate me ? What harm had I ever 
done to him ? None, to my knowledge. 

He took the book and his oath, and then turned to the counsel 
for examination. He was perfectly self-possessed, calm, and 
easy— one would have said that he was accustomed to the pres- 
ence of judges. He even looked handsome, his black hair 
brushed back from his white face, and tied with a silk ribbon, 
neat. His brown cloth coat was neither above nor below his 
station. His manner was respectful ; he answered the exact 
questions put to him ; and his language was that of one who 
has received a superior education, and knows how to express 
himself with correctness if not with eloquence. With such ease 
and confidence did this man betray his friends and comrades ! 
Oh, front of brass ! 

He deposed, therefore, that he was by calling a schoolmaster, 
and that he taught the school of St. Katherine's Hospital, being 
servant of that honorable society, and residing in a house pro- 
vided for him within the Precinct. He was also organist to the 
church, and played for the services on Sundays and high days. 
Further, that he had joined the club called, foolishly, the Sub- 
lime Society of Snugs, in the belief that he should be honored 
with the society of sober and respectable nien — chiefly substan- 
tial tradesmen and shopkeepers — who, over a cheerful glass and 
a song, would converse upon such matters as occupy public at- 
tention from day to day, and that within the proper boundaries 
of loyalty and decorum, such as fitted his own station in life 
and his calling. 

I observed, at this point, that the jurymen of the trading 
classes, who do not regard as of much account a mere school- 
master, were greatly impressed by the modesty with which this 
man spoke and carried himself. He actually understood that 
a schoolmaster is honored by the company of a draper or 
grocer. A very worthy young man, this, Even the lord chief- 
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justice Dodded his head in approbation of his excellent senti- 
ments, and the attorney-general, with a wave of his hand, wafted 
them with encouragement into the jury box. 

" In gradual course," he went on, " a change came over this 
originally harmless assembly. The men of substance left it ; 
new members came in, chiefly of the mechanical class ; he hoped, 
at first, that they were respectable and sober-minded men, not 
unfit to associate with himself, though not of the class and posi- 
tion of their predecessors. Three or four, however, belonged 
to the better sort ; of those, one, Nevill Comines, was the son of 
the high bailiff of St. Katherine's, and held an appointment in 
his majesty's Admiralty ; another was a student of the Temple ; 
a third had been a student at Oxford University, but was ex- 
pelled for atheism. There was also one George Williams, who 
was the chairman and a very dangerous person. The conversa- 
tion now became highly seditious in character ; the most radical 
changes were freely discussed and approved ; the murder of the 
French king was freely advocated before that lamentable event 
took place ; the club entered into correspondence with the Con- 
stitutional and Corresponding Societies, passed resolutions con- 
ceived in a revolutionary spirit, and called out for the overthrow 
of the Constitution and the reform of government in every 
branch. As for himself, he said that he was pained and grieved 
at first, but remained silent, hoping that the club would re- 
turn to its original spirit. When this proved impossible, he 
still remained with the intention of preventing mischief." 

" Now, Richard Archer," said the attorney-general, " I ask 
you to carry your memory back to the Saturday evening, the 
day before the riot took place. Do you remember anything." 

" I do remember that evening." 

" What can you tell the court about that evening ?" 

" There was a meeting at the club, as usual. And there were 
delivered one or two most violent speeches — that is to say, 
speeches advocating violence." 
• " Do you remember who spoke ?" 

" There were several. The most violent speech was that of 
the prisoner." 

" Do you remember what he said ?" 

It is incredible to relate what followed. This man — this 
villain of the deepest dye — actually quoted passages from his 
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own speech on that evening, and gave them as mine. Hq put 
his own exhortations to violence into my mouth — mine ! Why, 
I had said nothing. I voted in the minority with the moder- 
ate men. But the minutes contained an account of what had 
passed without names. Was there ever a more detestable 
monster ? 

He was perfectly safe; the prisoner could not open his 
mouth ; no one else was in court who could speak to what had 
been done. As for the other members of the other club, they 
were scattered and disguised, every man happy in not being 
pursued, none so ill-advised as to venture their necks within 
reach of the Old Bailey. 

My advocate then took him in hand. He made him reveal 
the whole of his past life. At first I thought it would damage 
his evidence when he told how he was formerly a barefooted 
boy who had no father, and whose mother took in needlework. 
But this, I soon saw, was ridiculous, because there is no dis- 
grace in making your way upwards. My counsel seemed to 
make a point when he pressed the witness as to remaining in 
the club after its sentiments had become distasteful to him. He 
made him confess that he had never protested against the 
opinions of the members. Questioned on the subject of betray- 
ing friends and comrades, he grew for the first time confused, 
but quickly recovered, and said that his duty to king was above 
the claims of private friendship. Asked how much he was 
going to receive as a reward for his treachery, he said that he 
had received nothing, and was not aware that anything would 
be done for him. Asked whether on that Saturday evening he 
had not himself introduced one of the prisoners, he confessed 
that he had done so in the hope, he said, of keeping him out of 
more mischief. " But," said my counsel, " there can no greater 
mischief happen to any man than to be hanged, drawn, and 
quartered for a rebel !" Asked if he had not himself exhorted 
the club to violence, this perjured villain fiatly denied that he 
had spoken at all that night. " Not even to protest against dis- 
loyalty ?" asked the counsel. " Not even that," replied Richard 
Archer. 

So he stepped down from the box, his evidence done, meet- 
ing my look once more with a malignant grin. I have never, 
before or since, felt (as then I did) a consuming desire to kill a 
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maiu Could I have killed him on the spot, I would have done 
so. This I now confess with shame. He who kills a man in 
intention breaks the commandment as much as he who actually 
slays another, so that I was a murderer as well as a traitor. 
When he sat down, I understood very well the effect of his evi- 
dence : 

(1) The jury were now fully persuaded that I was a violent 
and dangerous revolutionary. 

(2) They were also persuaded that I, with my friends, had 
been constantly crying out for open rebellion. 

(3) That it was after my exhortation that the riot, which they 
magnified into the march or progress of a rebellious army into 
the heart of London, was carried out. 

At the beginning of the trial, if I caught the eyes of the man 
Quellet, he would nod and smil^, as much as to say that our time 
was coming. He now kept his back turned to me, and he 
smiled and nodded no more. This I understood to mean that 
his former assurances were futile, and the case was lost. 

Other evidence there was, but of a formal kind. 

My counsel addressed the court in defence. He spoke first 
of the youth and previous good character of the prisoner. Next, 
in admitting that the prisoner held views much to be re- 
gretted and fatal to good government if they were to be carried 
into effect, he contended that a great many other people in this 
country, carried away by zeal and dreams of universal liberty 
and peace, had similar views, but that the government had not 
thought proper to arrest these people, whom all the jails in the 
country could not accommodate. 

" Grentlemen," he said, " the prisoner is young : he has been 
carried away by excess of generosity to excess of folly. He 
thought that the moment a republic was proclaimed all ills 
would cease, all crimes would vanish, every man would love his 
neighbor, none should cheat or overreach — and, in fact, the 
kingdom of Heaven itself would begin its long-wished-f or reign 
upon the earth. But, gentlemen of the jury," he went on, " it 
was a generous, if mistaken dream, and we must not condemn 
a young man for dwelling on a delusion which, when he grows 
older, he will perceive to be impossible. The attorney-general 
has read extracts from the minutes of the club to which the 
jonng man belonged. These minutes were, no doubt, reprehen- 
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sible, but they should be considered as standing by themselves, 
not as part of the conspiracy or agitations carried on by the 
Corresponding Societies. They are mere theories advanced by 
men who argue. Have vre not all heard, when young men get 
together, views and opinions advanced in the heat of argument 
which in cold blood would be quickly rejected ? It was the 
misfortune of this society that its members kept minutes at all. 
Had it not been for this unlucky accident, the young man now 
at the bar before you would be walking free and unmolested. 
Wpll, they unfortunately kept minutes. Mr. Attorney-general, 
with all the eloquence for which he was famous, with all that 
grasp pf law for which he is so illustrious, has turned these 
minutes of an obscure and insignificant club of young enthusi- 
asts and harmless mechanics into the mischievous conspiracies 
of a great revolutionary centre." 

These words I remember very well, because I thought them 
more likely than anything that had been said before to in- 
fluence the jury. 

Mr. Vaughan followed up this line of argument for some time, 
saying it over and over again, repeating it in different words, 
going back to it, a method which then seemed to me tedious, 
but which I now understand to be the very best way of driving 
a thing into the collective minds of a British jury, which is apt 
to be prejudiced and certain to be stupid. He dilated on the 
members of the club. Who were they ? Watchmakers, silk- 
weavers, shoemakers, with two or three young gentlemen among 
them. Out of the whole club, none but these four young gen- 
tlemen had been arrested. Where was the president or chair- 
man ? No one knew. That was suspicious, for the president 
was surely more deeply dipped in sedition than any one else. 
Where were the other members ? Their names were all in the 
hands of the government. Why were they not produced to 
support the evidence of the crown ? Out of the whole list but 
one was forthcoming — ^this schoolmaster ! This sneaking rep- 
tile, who continued in the club long after, according to his own 
account, he ceased to be in harmony with its sentiments, solely 
to»reap reward by denouncing men who regarded him as their 
friend and brother. None but this wretched schoolmaster, who 
would doubtless, if this ancient and venerable Society of St. 
Katherine's preserved its character of loyalty, receive another 
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kind of reward. Well, he said (this man) that the violent 
speech of the last night was made by the prisoner. They had 
no other evidence of the fact. No other evidence at all — not 
the minutes, because thej mentioned no names ; not any other 
members of the club — " 

I forbear going on with the speech. Suffice it to say that if 
eloquence and reasoning could have saved me, Mr. Felix Vaughan 
would have done so. But I looked in vain on the faces of the 
jury for any softening. Hard and unforgiving faces they were. 
When my counsel sat down they were as hard and as unforgiv- 
ing as at the beginning of his speech. Long before this candles 
had been brought — a pair of candles for the desk of every judge, 
candles for the table in the court, candles in the sconces on the 
walls. I looked at the row of faces on the bench : the judges, 
severe and stem ; the mayor and aldehnen, fat and rubicund, 
but stern ; the justices of the peace, men of property and posi- 
tion, scowling at the revolutionary who would deprive them of 
their all. Even the ladies, of whom there were half a dozen, 
looked as cruel as the women of Carthage. They would have 
liked to see the man who wanted (so they were taught) to rob 
them of their fine houses and their wealth dragged and drawn 
asunder by wild horses. There was no pity in those faces ; the 
candles showed them hard and cruel as the faces of the jury- 
men. Whenever I looked about the court, whether on the bench, 
or among the jury, or among the counsel in the court, I saw 
written, plain and clear — condemnation. 

It was ten o'clock at night when the attorney-general rose to 
reply. He knew very well that the effect of his opening speech 
was still fresh in the minds of the jury ; he therefore said little. 
He reminded the jury that he had proved all he had undertaken 
to prove. He said that no real defence had been set up at all. 
As for pretending that the club was a convivial club, the very 
pretence made things worse, because it showed the members 
carrying on these treasonable practices under cover of good- 
fellowship. And as for youth, what man in his senses would 
acquit a grown man, two-and-twenty years old, of a crime on 
the ground of youth ? Therefore he called upon them fo** a 
verdict as loyal men, lovers of king and constitution, and desir- 
ous above all that order and tranquillity should in this country 
allow every man to carry on his business undisturbed by mur- 
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derers from France, or by their friends and sympathizers in these 
islands. So, after a short speech of uncommon strength and 
vigor, the attorney-general sat down. 

The judge summed up, also briefly. He pointed out the law, 
as he had done to the grand jury. He tt)ld the jury that they 
had nothing to do with the apparent harmlessness of the club, 
or with the youth of the prisoner, or with anything at all but 
the plain law. As well pretend that a young pickpocket must 
escape a whipping because he had an innocent-looking face, or 
because the watch which he stole had nothing but a tortoise- 
shell case. They were, then, to find guilty or not guilty accord- 
ing to the law of the land. And the law was what he himself 
had laid down for their guidance. 

The jury returned a verdict without leaving the box. 

" Guilty, my lord," said the foreman. 

Then a sudden horror seized my soul. The court swam before 
my eyes ; I should have fallen but for the arm of the turnkey, 
who stood beside me. I recovered immediately. The judge 
was asking me, with a hard voice and hard eyes, if I had aught 
to say. 

I tried to tell him that indeed I had nothing to say, but my 
voice stuck. I could say nothing. I shook my head. I was 
conscious that the people in the court were murmuring their 
satisfaction at a verdict so speedy and so just. 

The judge waited a moment for me. 

Then he put on the black cap. 

At that moment the ordinary of Newgate appeared behind 
the judge's chair, habited in his robes. 

The judge, in an awful silence of the court, pronounced the 
sentence — the awful sentence upon traitors, which they no longer 
carry out in its entirety. No, I cannot repeat it. 

He concluded, " And may the Lord have mercy upon your 
soul." 

The chaplain replied, "Amen." 

When the judge began his sentence the sergeant-at-mace, stand- 
ing on my left, seized me by the right-hand thumb and held it, 
I knew not why. When the judge came to the last words, he 
slipped a nooSe of twine, or thin string, over my thumb and 
drew it tight. 'Twas the outward sign or token of the rope that 
was soon to be pulled tight about my neck. 
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CHAPTER XVHL 

THE CONDEMNED CELL. 

The left-hand sergeant tapped roe on the other shoalder. I 
turned to leave the court. The fine ladies were chatting and 
laughing loudly; the sheriff was walking out after the judges; 
the counsel, the attorneys, the witnesses, and the jury were all 
tramping noisily out of the place — ^the show was over. Only 
Richard Archer — perhaps I was mistaken — lingered hehind ; the 
last face I saw was his, with a horrid grin of malignant joy. 
Well, he had compassed my destruction. What good would it 
do him? 

In moments of great trouble, when the mind is overwhelmed, 
it is impossible to think of anything. There is no sequence or 
reason left ; the brain has lost its power of control ; there is 
no power of election or repression left ; there is no will. The 
thoughts fly about the brain like thistledown; they dance like 
motes in the sunbeam ; they appear and disappear like goblins. 
When our procession came out of the Session House into the 
Old Bailey, first I noticed that the stars were shining brightly 
overhead ; I wondered why they took the trouble to illuniinate 
this gloomy place. While I was thinking this, I became aware 
that my irons were making quite a new mnsic ; their monoto- 
nous jingle-jangle had become a glad and triumphant song, as 
if they rejoiced over the verdict — fetters and the gallows have 
always been sworn brothers — certainly they never before sound- 
ed so pleasantly. At first, I remembered, I used to hate the 
sound of them. Now, however — oh! wonderful! Would it 
appear incongruous if I began to dance to this sweet music? 
Would they increase the sentence — yet, how could they increase 
it? If I were to sing as we went along? I even thought that 
Sylvia, who was always fond of a new tune, would like to hear 
this ; I pictured her dancing with me along the flags between 
these prison walls, as we used to dance about the apple-trees in 
the orchard. 
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*' This," said my conductor, waking me out of my dream, " is 
the condemned cell." 

He had a lantern in his hatid, with which he threw a little 
light about the place. I saw that it was quite a small room ; 
there was a barrack-bedstead, that is, a sloping plank — ^two, in 
fact, side by side. 

** Take this," he said, pointing to one. " To-morrow you may 
have a cell to yourself. This bed is hardly cold yet from Dick 
Pennyweight, hanged o' Monday. Your turn will come next 
Monday, unless you get a reprieve. There's the water-jug." 

So saying, he left me at the bedside and went away, locking 
the door after him and leaving me in the dark. 

The sight of the bed filled me with a longing for sleep and 
rest. I was hungry and thirsty, but I was tired to death. I 
threw myself down on the bed, dressed as I was, and in a mo- 
ment fell fast asleep. Strange, that not even the thought that 
I was lying in this dreadful place could keep me awake one 
minute. 

'Twas then about eleven o'clock. I slept in this condemned 
cell until seven next mommg ; then I was awakened by a dis- 
mal groaning in the cell. Outside it was daylight, but the small 
window high up in the wall admitted but a dim twilight. I 
could see, however, on the bed beside me the figure of a man, 
crouched like a child, his head on his knees, groaning and cry- 
ing. Then I remembered where I was, and why. In the con- 
demned cell. Heavens ! There was another wretch with me in 
the cell — another poor creature doomed to die. 

" Who are you ?" I cried, springing to my feet. " Who is 
this other miserable creature?" 

" I am an unfortunate merchant in the city ; I am prime war- 
den of my company, and church-warden of my parish church." 

"What!" I cried, "you are Mr. Thorpe? You are found 
guilty of forgery ? You, who went off to court like a bride- 
groom to his wedding ?" 

" Alas I it is the same," he replied. " I am now a disgraced 
man. I cannot tell how I shall ever recover the shame of the 
trial ; for the rest of my days I shall be pointed out on 'Change. 
I shall be the man who was tried for forgery and found guilty." 

" Sir I this is the condemned cell ; ' we are both to be hanged ! 
What nonsense is this about 'Change ?" 
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" No, young man " — he sat up in his bed, with dignity— 
*< you are mistaken ; I shall not be hanged. You will, of course ; 
but I shall not. Richly you deserve it. You will be hanged, 
drawn, and quartered, as becomes a traitor to his country. Your 
friends will be served in like manner. Ha! 'twill be a noble 
lesson, and a warning to all traitors. What? Laws would be 
of no use if villains like you escaped. But as for me, 'tis not 
with me a question of hanging. No, no, that would be prepos- 
terous; 'tis the verdict — ^the verdict — that it is which sticks. 
Why, I looked for nothing less than an honorable acquittal ! I 
was certain of it. I looked to leave the court and return to my 
friends and my business without a stain upon my character." 
(And yet this man had forged a bank draft for £1500!) "I 
thought we should have had a great banquet in my honor at my 
company's hall ! See the cruel turn of fortune ! I am found 
guilty. Was there ever jury more prejudiced, more obstinate, 
more stupid ? And for the form of it — only the form of it — 
the judge, who showed by his face, so hard and stem it was, 
his opinion of the jury, was compelled to put on the black cap 
and pronounce a sentence — " (he caYight his breath) " a sentence 
of the kind reserved for criminals — for the form of it." 

"Sir," I said, "I know not what the form of the sentence 
may have been in your case, but the manner of its exe — I mean 
its carrying out — will probably be the same as my own." 

" Ha !" he gasped. " Thus it is — ^this young man understands 
nothing. Learn, sir, that when a man h^ friends so powerful 
as mine, he is not subjected to this infamous punishment. My 
friends are nothing short of the whole great, rich, powerful city 
of London. Hang me? The government cannot do it, sir. 
They dare not do it. The greatest city in the world says to 
the king : * Your majesty will be pleased to exercise clemency 
in this case. This gentleman, most unfortunate at his trial — a 
most worthy, upright. God-fearing gentleman, will receive at 
your majesty's hands a pardon full and free.' Nothing short 
of a pardon full, free, and inmiediate will satisfy the city in 
this case. No, no ; it is not the sentence that troubles me. It 
is the verdict ; the malignity of the prosecution ; the perjury of 
the witnesses ; the imbecility of counsel ; the misdirection of 
the judge, though I think the poor man meant well ; the stu- 
pidity of the jury ; all combined to bring about the verdict, 
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and the formal — the formal — sentence. Next week I shall be 
oat again. But I fear it will be some time before my friends 
will be able to reverse the verdict." 

Here the warder unlocked the door. 

" I shall now dress and go abroad," said the unfortunate 
forger, " to take the air in the Press Yard. I should recommend 
you to stay here and meditate. A Bible and prayer-book are 
in the cell. Remember, young man, thou hast but a few hours 
to live." 

It was now light enough, the door being open, for me to see 
what kind of place I was in. First of all, it was a small cell, not 
more than nine feet by six, but vaulted, and about ten feet high ; 
in the upper part of the vault was a small window with a double 
grating; the stone walls were lined with planks studded with 
broad-headed nails. A doleful room ; a dismal, horrible place, 
haunted with the groans and tears of despair, and the sighs of 
those who fear that their punishment will only begin with their 
hanging. The most callous criminals grow pale and tremble 
when they are thrust into these darksome cells. 

There are fifteen of these doleful abodes, five on each story. 
In general, each prisoner has his own cell ; but when, as some- 
times happens, there are more than fifteen waiting execution, 
there must be more than one in a cell. Therefore, I found my- 
self with the unfortunate forger. 

Though there are sometimes so many criminals lying in the 
condemned cells, by the king's mercy they are not all executed. 
Respites, as everybody knows, are common and easily obtained, 
under one pretext or the other, so that a man may lie for weeks, 
months, and even (as has happened) for years, in this dismal 
place and yet in the end be taken out and hanged. Hope, as is 
natural, springs up anew with every respite, so that in the end 
the unhappy wretch does not believe that he must die, and loses 
all his terrors, and forgets his repentance until it is too late. 

When I went forth into the Press Yard — the long and narrow 
court with high walls in which we had to take air and exercise — 
I found some of my companions in misery already out of their 
cells. They were walking up and down the court ; my friend, 
the merchant, with the dignity due to his position ; they were 
sitting in the day -room assigned to us. The friends of the 
prisoners were already admitted ; they brought with them food. 
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beer, cards, tobacco ; some, if they were of the better sort, even 
spirits, if they could be smuggled. We had the yard for fresh 
air, and the day-room, on the groand-floor, for rain and cold 
weather. 

By this time the drinking and the riot of the day had already 
begun. I say riot because, although the place was a haven of 
peace compared with the master felons' side, it was shocking to 
see men condemned to die within a few days or weeks drinking 
and smoking with the utmost indifference and recklessness, 
gambling and jesting with careless ribaldry. Every room- 
ing there came to the Press Yard a certain worthy and pious 
soul (not a clergyman of the Church of England) who offered 
his services for prayer with the condemned : by all but a few 
he was derided and refused. Yet he came daily. This morn- 
ing I observed that he spoke earnestly to the merchant, in a low 
voice. 

" Sir," said he, " I thank you heartily ; in the church you will 
always find me performing my duties. But for prayer in a 
condemned cell — there, indeed, sir, you must hold me excused. 
My respite will arrive in an hour or two ; my pardon shortly 
afterws^s. There are, however, others — this young gentleman, 
for instance, to whom your services may be useful." He in- 
dicated myself and resumed his walk, his hands clasped behind 
his back, his head erect ; it would have been the walk of a great 
City merchant on 'Change but for the irons which caused his 
feet to drag, and clinked as he moved them. 

I presently discovered that there is little friendship among 
these companions in misery. They look at each other for the 
most part askance, unless they happen to be highwaymen, whose 
calling is regarded by all malefactors with envy or with pride. 
Shoplifters, forgers, burglars, sheep and horse stealers, coiners, 
and the like regard each other with contempt ; and the crime 
of high treason I quickly found was abhorred by alL You 
would have thought, to see their brazen faces and to hear their 
talk, that they cared nothing for their awful fate. Yet when I 
conversed apart with one of them, and marked his haggard, anx- 
ious, and roving eyes, his twitching cheeks, his sudden pauses 
and breaks and silence — nay, the very eagerness with which he 
drank — it became apparent that the bitterness of death was upon 
bim. They looked forward with fearful hearts. And at night 
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they had to endure the cell — perhaps alone; perhaps — some- 
times more terrible — with a companion ; always being startled 
out of their sleep from time to time when the jailers go their 
rounds. 

The condemned cells are, in fact, like the rest of the wards 
in one respect. The men can receive their friends ; they may 
feast on what they please, or on what they can get ; they may 
drink ; but little joy comes to them with their drink, only in- 
sensibility at the best, or a drunken braggart courage. , 

All the men, except the merchant, were rough and common 
fellows, with whom one could not converse. I walked about ; I 
returned to the cell, and sat on the bed. 

A strange eagerness fell upon me, I wanted the thing to be 
over and done with. I wondered how one would feel dangling 
and turning round and round, like a leg of mutton. As for 
other things, my parents and my sister, the safety of my soul, 
I could not a9 yet think of them at all. 

About three o'clock in the afternoon another prisoner was 
brought to this gloomy place. This was George himself, his 
trial already over. Yet mine had lasted two long days. He 
marched along briskly, lifting his legs as lightly as if there were 
no chains upon them, his face shining, a smile upon his lips. 

" Well, lad," he said, cheerfully, " here 1 am at last, to keep 
thee company." 

" You, too, George ?" Yet what else could I expect ? 

" To be sure, who but I ? The trial is over. I pleaded guil- 
ty, because when a man is so near his end he cannot afford to 
tell lies. * Guilty,' I said. Well, I thought there would have 
been no more ado, but the judge would have sent me off at once. 
Not so; five long hours did they spend over their evidence and 
their charges and deliberations. Never mind." 

He shook himself like a dog out of the water. 

"That's over at last. A brave show they made with their 
robes and chains : the lord mayor himself is a sight to remem- 
ber. Nevill, my lad, that fellow, Archer, is a villain — a perjured 
villain. I suppose he thought to save his own neck, but he is a 
liar. He told the court that the speech at the club about the 
rising — I believe that was full of lies — was made by you ! 

" * My lord,' I said to the judge, * this man is a liar.' 

♦* Whereupon the judge bade me hold my tongue* 
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'< ' My lord,' I said, * with sabmission, the worst yoa can do 
to roe is to hang me, which I believe yoa intend, wherefore I 
am not afraid. This man,' I repeated, < is a liar and a villain.' 

" * Hold your tongae, sirrah,' said his lordship, sharply. 

'< ' In good time, my lord,' said L * This fine speech was not 
spoken by Nevill Comines, whom you have sentenced to death, 
but by the witness himself. He it was who exhorted ns to re- 
bellion ; took me to the clnb, and made me promise to lead the 
rebels, A perjured villain ! That is all, my lord.' 

" Well, the judge grew very red in the face. I suppose he is 
not used to be spoken to — ^prisoners are mostly afraid of a man 
who can order them to be flogged and what not — and he opened 
his mouth twice to speak. Then he composed himself, and 
said gently that, being the prisoner, I could not give evidence; 
that if I chose to make a defence, I could do so, but I had al- 
ready pleaded guilty ; that I could, however, cross-examine the 
witness,^ if by so doing I could mitigate the extent of my guilt. 
But I had no more to say, and so they went on and here I am. 
We must make the best of things, lad, though we shall miss 
the comfortable room on the state side. Enough said; no la- 
menting, Nevill," for the tears were in my eyes at the sight of 
this poor fellow. Who could have thought that, for no sins of 
his own (of which we knew), so many evils should have fallen, 
and that so suddenly, upon him ! All because his mistress 
loved him no longer — there was no other cause — ^and for this 
he must be taken out and hanged. 

. " Last night, Nevill," he went on, " the news came that thou 
wast sentenced. Well; they will not hang thee. Why? I 
know not why ; but I am certain that the only one to suffer for 
that Sunday's work will be myself." 

" Not hang me ? But I am in the condemned cell ! My 
doom is pronounced." 

" Yet they will not hang thee ; that I know full welL" 

My heart leaped up ; I had not thought of this chance. What 
if I should escape the gallows, after all ? Man is a selfish creat- 
ure. I forgot the fate of Greorge — I forgot everything except 
the chance that I might yet escape the gallows. 

" How do you know, George ?" 

" I know — ^" he hesitated, uncertain — " I know because I have 
been assured. Since I have entirely submitted to the will of 
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the Lord ; since I know that he hath ordered the manner of 
my death for the good of my poor mistress and sweetheart, I 
know — perhaps the Lord hath put these things into my mind — 
that none shall die except myself. They have sentenced thee, 
lad, through the perjury of the villain Archer, whose ribs I 
would assuredly break with a cudgel were I free. They will 
perhaps sentence the other fellows, our two messmates — ^that I 
know not, but they, too, will escape. No— they will not hang 
one of you. And as for me — " He stretched out his hands 
and raised his eyes, and his face became all glorious as one who 
hath a heavenly vision ; yet we were standing together in a cor- 
ner of the Press Yard, and around us were the vilest and most 
profligate wretches, men and women, in the whole of this great 
city. '* Oh that I could die by the cruellest and most lingering 
death if only I could restore Sylvia to health thereby ! I see 
lier poor thin cheeks filling out when I am gone ; she regains 
lier roses ; her eyes are bright again ; her mouth smiles ; she 
dances as she goes ; her heart is light. She has clean forgotten 
me. That is as it should be. I shall be dead ; I shall have 
died to save my girl. What better lot, Nevill ? what better lot f 

On Friday evening, about nine o'clock, when we were already 
locked up — so that I knew not until the morning — ^they brought 
^to the condemned cells the other two. So that now our party 
^^as complete. 

All night long I lay awake on my hard bed, praying with all 
:ny heart and all my soul for an escape — any escape — ^from the 
:^atal tree. I remembered the words of the old woman : '< He 
^hall not have power to destroy." Who could be the master of 
^11 this mischief, unless it was perhaps the villain Richard 
^Archer ! 

The next morning was Saturday. On Monday those con- 
demned, unless a respite came, would be taken forth and 
anged« 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

SATURDAY. 

"Now," said the merchant, in the morning, "the governor 
will send for me as soon as he is dressed. * Sir,' he will say, * I 
have great pleasure in telling you that the king hath been 
pleased to grant a respite.' That is the first step towards the 
pardon which will follow. By the word pardon is meant, in 
such a case as mine, not so much the forgiveness of a crime 
which was never committed, but the consequences of a mad and 
mischievous verdict. Toung man, I would that I could feel an 
assurance that your conscience was as clear as mine. Then 
you would be enabled to contemplate your awful fate with res- 
ignation, if not with hope." 

I was by this time buoyed up with the hope (founded on 
nothing but George's assurance) that the gallows was not to be 
my awful fate. Yet the good man spoke so earnestly that one 
could not resent his advice. It was like unto cold water poured 
down the back. It recalled the actual truth. This was the 
more impressed upon me when I met the other two, the Tem- 
plar and the Oxonian, who had been put to the bar together, 
their offence being exactly the same, in succession to Creorge, 
and after a trial of eight hours were found guilty. The judge, 
in their case, dwelt heavily on the danger of the times, and the 
necessity for making an example. 

" You are young," he said, " but the youngest can set fire to 
the house ; you are not too young to know the wickedness of 
such an act ; you are well educated, which makes your case the 
worse. Expect not, therefore, any clemency. You have con- 
spired together to bring over to this country the crimes whicli 
now disgrace the ancient kingdom of France ; you would de- 
stroy the throne, the church, and the aristocracy ; you would 
render it impossible for honest men to pursue their business ; 
you would fill the streets with murder and massacre. You have 
been prevented in good time ; you will have the satisfaction of 
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feeling, with your latest breath, that the principles of order, 
law, and true liberty are still as strong in the heart of the Briton 
as when these things were fought for and won." 

" Expect no clemency ?" Why, then, what did George mean ? 
Bather, what a fool was I to rely upon George, whose mind was 
weakened by his troubles, so that he could not see aright ! 
There was nothing, therefore, before us but preparation. And 
here, I confess, I had an excellent example set me by our two 
companions. One of them (the student of law) set himself 
earnestly to work upon the condition of his soul, availing himself 
daily of the help rendered by that good and pious man whom I 
have already mentioned, reading and meditating every day in 
the gloom of the cell, whither no one followed him. The other 
(whom I have called the Poet) had unhappily abandoned his re- 
ligion ; chiefly, I believe, because he could not answer certain 
questions — as if the whole scheme of the universe stood open to 
the gaze of a lad of twenty-one — but he retained some faith 
in the Universal Father, to whom he composed a hymn during 
these days, most beautiful and moving. The horror which one 
naturally feels for one who has lost his religion was, in his case, 
changed into pity that a man whose heart was by nature singu- 
larly so pious should have to die while that piety was gone 
a-wandering out of the right path. He looked forward to death 
without fear. " We live at the most," he said, " for seventy 
years ; then we die and are forgotten. We come from whence 
we know not ; we go whither we know not. After we are dead 
nothing signifies to us. If there is another life, which we can- 
not affirm or deny, it is not on this earth, but elsewhere, and 
the loss of a few years here will not be felt or remembered there. 
If there is, on the other hand, no life to come, then we shall feel 
nothing and know nothing, any more than we did in the ages 
before we were bom, e'er ever the world was made." 'Twas a 
strange jotng man, tall and thin, of soft speech, yet eager — of 
brightness that was sometimes fiery, and of affections always 
ready. Well, the history in hand will presently tell what be- 
came of him. 

We spent the morning in this gloomy conversation, surround- 
ed by the poor wretches who were to suffer, like ourselves. One 
can think of death with resignation : it is the common lot. 
There is a hope beyond the grave : to the penitent forgiveness 
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is promised ; to those who are forgiven there are also promised 
joys of which we cannot even dream. We are born to a more 
glorious inheritance than we can even imagine. Yet even to 
him who dies of a disease which leaves him time for meditation, 
the prospect of separation causes tears. To me, while I forced 
myself to think of the life to come, the thought of the shame- 
ful gallows would intrude. Then my heart would stop, my 
pulse cease, and a deathly chill would fall upon me ; then 
would I sit, eyes staring, mouth open, until the horror of it 
passed away. When I say that I felt this, so also did my com- 
panions, except George, who remained in his cheerfulness. Yet, 
as I know, his was not the insensibility of the wretches who 
drank and sang with their fellows at my elbow, but the confi- 
dence of one who is at peace with his Saviour and with himself. 

Understand that this was Saturday. If no respite came, we 
should suffer on the Monday morning. After the severe words 
of the judge there seemed no hope. And — a thing which I had 
forgotten — who was to ask for this respite ? For we were all 
four abandoned — cast off by our friends. The meanest, lowest, 
poorest rogue in the Press Yard was richer than ourselves : none 
so poor but he had some friends who would plead for him; We 
had none. 

The striking of the bells — that of St. Sepulchre's and that of 
St. Paul's — became the knell of the parting soul. The cell was a 
tomb— darksome, terrible ; the sight of those who laughed and 
roistered made the prospect more intolerable ; the high walls 
found voices to mock at one ; at moments, one seemed to go mad. 

" Courage, lad !" — George laid his hand upon my shoulder — 
" they shall not hang thee. Remember, I know that none shall 
die except myself. This knowledge has been placed in my 
heart, I verily believe, for thy comfort. Shall iSylvia — shall 
that girl for whose sake all this trouble has been raised — shall 
she have to weep and mourn because her only brother has been 
hanged ? Never ! That will not be permitted. What did thy 
eyes gaze upon just now, that made thy teeth to chatter ?" 

" George, I saw a gibbet, and a dangling body turning round 
and round, quivering upon the rope in dying agonies !" 

" 'Twas my gibbet and my body. What are any agonies to 
me, seeing that they bring back joy and health to Sylvia ? My 
gibbet — my rope — my body — " 



ST. katherine's by the tower. 293 

And even while he spoke there came the respite, as if to show 
the truth of his prophecy. We were not quite abandoned by 
our friends. There was one who, as soon as he heard the sen- 
tence, began to work on our behalf. 

It was the afternoon : the clock had just struck three : the 
day was cloudy, and the twilight was already falling upon this 
deep and narrow hole. I saw the governor himself appear at 
the other end of the yard, and with him one who was hidden 
by the throng. At sight of the governor all sprang up with pale 
faces and trembling lips, and eyes of longing. For he brought 
a respite for some one. 



The poor merchant, the companion of my cell, ran to meet 
him as fast as his irons would permit, crying, " My respite ! my 
respite ! It has come !" 

" Sir," said the governor, " no respite has come for you. 
Prepare for the worst." 

He fell back, laughing — he actually laughed. " It will be 
here before the night," he said. " The pretence has been 
carried on long enough — quite long enough. But I am not 
concerned." 

I watched him. He suddenly ceased to laugh ; his cheek be- 
came white, his eyes stared ghastly. I knew that, like me, he 
had caught sight of that gibbet and that swinging body. Then 
I saw who accompanied the governor. 

We were not abandoned, I say. We had one friend still, and 
he was here. There was a respite, and it was for us ; and the 
man who brought it was none other than my old friend and 
patron, the Reverend Prebendary Lorrymer, at sight of whom I 
was fain to cover my face with shame. 

" Sir," he said to the governor, " suffer me to have speech 
with these young gentlemen. Take me, Nevill, out of this 
place, which causes one to understand the tortures of the damned. 
Is there no retired spot away from their sight and hearing ?" 

I led him with hanging head to the cell. 

He sat down on the bedstead. 

" Here," he said, " is an awful twilight as of the tomb. Here 
we can converse as in the presence of death and the Great Judge 
of all. Nevill, unhappy boy, think not that this thy fate should 
leave us callous. Nay — " but here he stopped, while the tears 
ran down his cheeks. I fell on my knees before him. " Nay," 
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he recovered himself, " 'twas not to weep with, nor to reproach 
thee, poor boy. Thy reading led thee into the false reasoning 
which comes of a little knowledge and a lack of wisdom. Thy 
generous heart caused thee to believe doctrines which are easy 
to proclaim and hard to be disproved. I blame thee not for re- 
publican opinions, but for thy secrecy. Yet will I not reproach 
thee. Enow, then, Nevill, that the sentence will not be carried 
into effect for a week longer yet. There is so much respite ob- 
tained. I had much trouble to procure this favor because the 
judges are severe, the temper of the better sort is exasperated, 
and the danger from such as have been thy friends is very 
great ; but there is a respite." 

He then went on to an exhortation or discourse on the duty 
of one in my position, which I forbear to set down, though I 
remember it every word. 

This done, I ventured to ask him concerning my parents. 
That my father was still unforgiving I expected, and that my 
mother went all day long in tears surprised me not, though it 
added to the remorse of my heart. Sylvia was unconscious of 
all, and remained in the same condition. 

At this point, therefore, I thought it well to inform nay patron 
of the strange reasons which had led George into the business. 
I told him all that I knew ; how he conceived the idea 
that nothing but his own death would bring relief to Sylvia ; 
how he would not kill himself, but sought death in one shape 
after the other ; how, finally, at the suggestion of the man 
Archer, he was brought to the club and made to lead the mob 
in the miserable little riot which they called an insurrection. 
This narrative touched him deeply. I asked bim, further, to 
tell the lieutenant and Sister Katherine everything, in the hope 
that thus their hearts might be softened. 

He was greatly moved. He ordered me to bring George to 
the cell where h^ sat ; he conversed with him alone for half an 
hour, while I stood outside the door. Then he called me again. 

" This business," he said, " grows more strange. It seems 
all — ^in every point — to have grown out of that fit which seized 
Sylvia. For, first, George was thrown into a kind of madness — 
the madness and melancholy of love — thus he fell a victim to 
suggestions and illusions of the Evil One ; finally, he became 
a ready prey to this man — ^this villain — the serpent whom we 
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have nourished in our bosoms (but he shall stay there no long- 
er), and was put up by him to lead what was hoped would prove 
a signal for general insurrection. Poor lad ! Well, I bade him 
prepare for death, and he smiled ; he says he is already as one 
dead ; he is obeying the Lord's will ; Sylvia will recover and 
forget him ; he is happy. Poor lad ! Poor lad !" 

He presently rose with a few final words of forgiveness and 
blessing. Before he departed, he also spoke to our two com- 
panions words of admonition, which they received in good part. 
So he went away and hope revived. The cell ceased to be a 
tomb ; and the striking of the clock ceased to be a knell for the 
parting soul. We were safe for a week longer. 

The next day being Sunday, we were all taken to the chapel 
for morning service, except those who refused to go on the pre- 
text that they belonged to some other form of faith, but in 
reality because the condemned pew is a most dreadful place. 
Every Sunday we had attended the chapel, so that the sight of 
the men about to be hanged had grown familiar. But this was 
the first time that we sat in that pew. 

Those who know not the chapel or the prison may be told 
that it is a large room of convenient proportions. The pulpit 
is affixed to the wall. A large space is railed off at either end, 
one for women and the other for men. The prisoners can at- 
tend or not, as they please ; those who do, behave for the most 
part with some show of decency, though sometimes there is a 
brawl. A small gallery near the pulpit gives seats to the sheriff 
and others who come to hear the sermon preached to the con- 
demned ; and these themselves sit in a large square pew in the 
middle of the chapel. 

Nine men and two women occupied the pew on this Sunday 
— namely, the merchant, our party of four, four or five rogues, 
male and female, and one, a murderer, who was brought out 
from the cell where, as soon as a murderer is sentenced, he is 
kept on bread and water, and watched day and night lest he 
should destroy himself. The middle of the pew is taken up by 
a black coffin, to remind the worshippers, if they needed other 
reminder, of the fate awaiting them. The chapel was this day 
filled with visitors who came to look upon convicts out of the 
common — a city merchant of good reputation to be hanged for 
forgery ; four young gentlemen to suffer for high treason ; these 
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were ocenpants of the pew not often to be seen. Well, I hope 
that oar bearing and appearance satisfied them. The city mer- 
chant looked about the chapel smiling on the visitors ; the pre- 
tence was to be kept up to the last. He carried a large prayer- 
book, and he led the responses, though one of the warders acted 
as clerk, in a loud and clear voice. When the sermon began, he 
turned his eyes to his companions in the pew, and, at the more 
striking periods, he gravely nodded his head, or emphasized with 
his forefinger, as if to press the point home to them. The 
wretched murderer seemed beyond all feeling or consciousness ; 
he lay huddled in the comer, and never moved during the whole 
service. The rogues — who were condemned for smaller crimes 
• — listened in apparent attention ; the coffin riveted their eyes ; 
from time to time they passed their hands over their cold, wet 
foreheads. Poor wretches 1 If the church allowed the cus- 
tom, I would long ago have caused prayers to be said for the 
souls of those whose flight upwards or elsewhere I so nearly 
shared t 

The service came to an end. When it was over, and we rose 
to go, our friend the merchant, who had borne himself so brave- 
ly, as I had noticed before in the Press Yard, turned suddenly 
white, and gazed with staring eyes before him. Then he reeled, 
and fell forward, lying along the coffin. 

They carried him out and gave him water to drink. Pres- 
ently he recovered. 

" My respite," he said, when he was brought back to the 
Press Yard, " is strangely delayed. I cannot understand the 
cause of this delay. Any other man would feel uneasy. But 
I am not — no — ^not in the least. It will come to-night— -or, per- 
haps, the first thing to-morrow." 

His daughter came to see him — the poor girl whom I had 
already seen — in the prison. Alas ! — the poor girl I Her eyes 
were streaming ; she could hardly stand upright ; she fell upon 
her father's breast, weeping and crying aloud, so that it tore 
the heart only to see and hear her. 

He laughed ; he bade her be of good cheer ; he assured her 
that he should be out of prison in a few days ; all would yet go 
well ; she must not believe what was said — with a great deal 
more. So that she went away at last, persuaded, perhaps, that 
her father wo\ild yet escape. Alas ! poor girl ! How would 
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she find herself mistaken in the morning ! He slept all night 
without waking. I thought he was free from care. I have since 
learped that this long sleep was probably the effect of the heavy 
load of care upon his^ mind. Yet I am certain he persuaded 
himself of his own safety. He should escape the gallows, he 
thought. 

All night long, for my part, I was kept awake by the sound 
of hammers ; they were erecting the scaffold outside the prison. 
Monday's batch were to be hanged here, according to the new 
and humane custom. 

At two in the morning I heard the ringing of a harsh hand- 
bell. It was followed by a hoarse voice, bawling so loudly that 
those who were awake in the condemned cell could hear the 
words in the dead stillness of the night : 

'* All you that in the condemned hole do lie, 
Prepare you, for to-morrow you shall die. 
Watch, all, and pray ; the hour is drawing near 
That you before the Almighty shall appear. 
Examine well yourselves, in time repent. 
Lest you may to eternal flames be sent. 

^ And when St. Sepulchre's to-morrow tolls. 
The Lord have mercy on your souls.*' 

My companion in the cell heard not these words; he was 
sleeping soundly. The door was thrown open while it was yet 
dark, and the jailers roused him up. 

When he heard that he was to be hanged in two hours he 
laughed. " I thought," he said, " that the respite would have 
come on Saturday ; as it did not, I perceived that the form was 
to be kept up. Well, my men, I will dress and attend you. 
The governor, however, has the respite in his pocket." 

They offered him what he chose for breakfast ; they sat in 
his cell while he dressed. At half -past seven they told him it 
was time. 

" Ay, ay," he said. " Well, we are ready, we are ready ; a 
tedious form, but rules must be observed. Well, I suppose I 
shall return in a few minutes, unless the full pardon has been 
already made out." 

So he walked away cheerfully ; I went out of the cell after 
him. The five rogues who were to suffer with him were being 
led away with hanging heads; the murderer, half dead with 
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fear, was supported on his way; the merchant walked after 
them, holding up his head, and carrying his hat under his arm 
as if he were going on 'Change. 

Then the bell of St. Sepulchre's began to toll the knell of the 
dying. 

When the unfortunate man arrived in the room where they 
knock ofiE the fetters and pinion the men, and understood at 
last that there was no respite for him, but that he must surely 
die, he fell down, seized with a swoon of the most deadly kind. 

They carried him out and supported him to the end, and even 
the hangman could not tell when he tied the rope whether the 
unfortunate gentleman was conscious or not. I hope he re- 
mained unconscious after he was turned off. 



CHAPTER XX. 



THE kino's OLEMEKCY. 



We spent five days more in this stinking place, where I verily 
believe some of us would have died had our stay been prolonged. 
We were still under sentence of death ; and a respite is so com- 
monly granted on such trivial pretexts, if only to allow more 
time for preparation, that it counts but little, and should not (as 
it always does) raise hopes of pardon or commutation. Our 
only friend, the prebendary, came often, and never failed 
(though he was working assiduously in our interests) to admon- 
ish us on the shortness of the time that remained, and to exhort 
us to repentance. Sometimes, in the dead of the night, when 
I lie awake, this terrible fortnight returns to me with all its 
attendant horrors. I see the rogues who are to die on Monday 
morning rolling drunk about the yard, their chains clinking, 
their mouths full of blasphemies, bawling ribald songs, sup- 
ported by other rogues and drabs like unto them, not yet con- 
demned to die. I see in a comer some poor trembling wretch, 
not so lost to shame as these, reduced by poverty to crime, 
waiting in misery for the day of doom : with him some woman 
— wife, or daughter, or sister — on whose face it is written that 
death — any death — would be better than this shameful fate. I 
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think of what followed for that poor girl, daughter of the forger ; 
a life ruined, cast down, and disgraced. Where doth she now 
live ? Where doth she hide her poor head ? I see the tall and 
burly figure of George himself in good case, in spite of his long 
sojourn in the jail, cheerful and contented — even happy, because 
he thinks that he knows the will of the Lord, and is obeying it 
Now he who does his duty cannot be far wrong. As I recall 
this scene, so full of shame and pity, I feel again the heaviness 
of the sentence, and expect again to hear my own knell rung 
and my own funeral service read. 

Enough of it. 

On Thursday morning, my patron having given us no hint of 
what was likely, the governor ordered us to be conducted from 
the Press Yard to his own house. 

" Is it another respite ?" I asked the warder. 

" Prisoners in the Press Yard are never taken out for a simple 
respite ; they only leave it to be hanged, or for chapel, or to 
hear a change in the sentence. But I know nothing. Bless 
you, the government don't send messages to the warders. If 
it's good news, gentlemen, a guinea is the least I can expect." 

" A guinea from each," said he of the Temple. " Push on, 
man, I feel these cursed chains already slipping from my ankles. 
To escape from this abode of all the devils I would be content 
to become like that other eminent traitor, Lambert Simnel, a 
scullion in the royal kitchen. I would scullion it with zeal. 
Push on !" 

We were taken to the same room in which we had received 
the papers concerning our trial. As before, the governor was 
seated at his table ; beside him, as before, sat Mr. White, the 
solicitor to the treasury. 

" Prisoners," said the governor, " I have ordered you to be 
brought here in order that you may receive a communication 
from the government, brought by the solicitor to the treas- 
ury." 

Mr. White looked up. 

" You have gone through a period of great anxiety," he said, 
" since last you came before me. Anxiety, I am sure that you 
now acknowledge, richly deserved. But these are my private 
sentiments. One cannot change a trial for high treason into a 
wedding feast, nor turn a prison into a palace, or the condemned 
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pew to a stall at St George's. If you will listen, I will now 
read you the paper which sets forth his majesty's gracious inten- 
tions in your case." 

" God save the king !" said George. 

" Amen," said Mr. White, solemnly. 

He then received from his clerk, who stood behind his chair, 
a paper, which he read aloud. It was like the indictment, long 
and full of repetitions, and read without any stops. 

He finished it at last, and laid it down. 

" In other words," he said, " by the king's clemency your sen- 
tences are commuted. You, John Campbell Power, and you, 
Arthur Hallett, who were simple members of this seditious club, 
and are not proved to have encouraged or advocated violent 
measures, yet continued members long after you knew the revo- 
lutionary sentiments of the members, are to receive the king's 
pardon in consideration of these facts and of your youth and 
inexperience, on condition of being imprisoned in his majesty's 
jail of Newgate for one year, reckoning from the time of your 
arrest. You will be treated as misdemeanants only. Your chains 
will be knocked off, and you will live, if you please, on the state 
side, or in any other lodging that the governor may assign to you." 

They changed color ; they became pale ; the tears showed 
in their eyes. This was, indeed, an unexpected mercy. 

" Let them sit down, warder," said the governor, kindly. 
" Give them chairs'. So. They will recover immediately." 

"Yours, Nevill Comines," continued the solicitor, "is con- 
sidered a more serious case. You were the secretary, the most 
important member of the club. The evidence before the court 
went to prove that you were also one of the most active. It is 
certain that you constantly took part in debates and proposals 
concerning matters of high treason. Yet his majesty is un- 
willing to take the life even of one whose projects, if successful, 
would have destroyed his own. He offers you a free pardon 
on condition of your serving him for five years in some branch 
of his forces, by sea or land. He gives you the choice of 
service." 

" I am his majesty's grateful servant," I replied, not knowing 
what else to say. 

" Show your gratitude, young gentleman, by devotion to 
loyalty when you return to the duties of a civilian's life." 
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" Lastly, George Bayssallance, I come to you. It is true that 
you were the leader of the riot." 
I was," said George. 

You walked at the head of it carrying a drawn sword — a 
drawn sword — in the streets of London — on the Sunday." 

" I did," said George. " It is most true." 

"You have richly deserved the worst fate. Yet his majesty, 
graciously considering that no lives were lost, no property 
damaged, and that the riot was quelled before it became serious, 
offers you a free pardon on condition of being transported, for 
the remainder of your natural life, to one of his majesty's 
settlements abroad." 

" God save the king !" said George. " But, sir, I know not 
how I can accept that condition." 

" Not accept the condition ?" 

" Else," said the governor, " you will be hanged on Monday. 
To-day is Thursday." ^ 

" I am not my own master in the matter," George explained. 
"There is One higher than his majesty. I mean the Almighty, 
It is his expressed will that I must die. Unless I am assured 
to the contrary, I cannot accept this condition." 

" The man is mad," cried the solicitor ; George was mad, but 
not in the way he understood. " Am I not here to signify the 
order of the king ?" 

" The sentence of the judge," said the governor, " expresses, 
when it is delivered, the will of the Lord ; the pardon of the 
king shows the mercy of the Lord. What other assurance or 
revelation can you expect, Mr. Bayssallance ? The days of rev- 
elation finished with the Book of Revelation." 

" No, no. I mean an inward assurance." 

" Is he of the Methodists ? Is he one of those who have 
gone mad with enthusiasm ?" asked Mr. White. 

" Not to my knowledge," said the governor. " Come, sir, do 
not stand in your own light. Transportation, to a temperate and 
pleasant climate, is a light punishment for a young and healthy 
man like yourself. Why, some of the transported convicts have 
sent for their sweethearts and are married. You yourself — " 

"I seek an express assurance," George repeated. "Gentle- 
men, in this case it is not my own life only that is concerned — 
it is another's." 
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The governor shook his head. " Well," he said, " you will, 
perhaps, get that assurance after one more night in the con- 
demned cell. Remove the prisoner, warder." George bowed, 
and went off with a smiling face. "You, gentlemen," he turned 
to us, " will go back to the state side ; you will be relieved of 
your fetters. You, Mr. Comines, will make your choice with as 
little delay as possible." 

We went back to our old quarters on the master's side, the 
irons knocked off, the bitterness of death past and gone, re- 
joicing over our good fortune. Who so happy as three con- 
demned convicts newly pardoned ? " Why," said the Tem- 
plar, clapping me on the shoulder, "you are already a free 
man. To serve in the king's army is liberty. Your five years 
of service will be nothing. Perhaps they may make you 
an officer. The war we are now waging promises to be long. 
There will be marching to and fro, and campaigning here and 
there. You will be winning glory on the field " — ^much glory, 
indeed, the private soldier wins ! — " You will come home and 
tell of war's alarms." 

" As for you," I said, " your short imprisonment will be over 
in a few months. Then you will be free men." 

The first glow over, one began to examine into the situa- 
tion more closely. Certainly it is better to march with a 
regiment than to hang on a gibbet. Life has always some 
sweetness. Yet at two-and-twenty, after the ease and comfort 
of London, the barrack has few attractions; discipline is se- 
vere ; it is difficult to escape the lash of the cat, or at least 
the sergeant's stick ; drill is irksome ; a camp is rough ; the 
fare on a campaign is seldom abundant; there are many fa- 
tigues and many dangers. 

"When we do go out," said the Templar, "what shall we 
do next I For my own part, I have no money and no trade ; 
my father hath renounced me. What shall I do ?" 

" I, too, am cast away by my parents," said the Poet. " W^ell 
we will find something, I doubt not. Meantime, let us cele- 
brate the loss of our chains with a bottle of port." 

In the end, when they came out of Newgate, they found 
themselves penniless and friendless in the streets. No one 
would employ a young gentleman fresh from prison. I found 
one of them a few years later when I returned home. It 
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was the Templar. He was then employed in teaching callig- 
raphy by day, and in the evening he played the fiddle at a 
drinking and dancing place near the Strand. Had it not been 
for the Society of Snugs, he might by this time have become 
a judge, or king's counsel at least. As for the Poet, you shall 
hear in due course what became of him. 

The commutation of the sentence was due to none other than 
the prebendary himself. With great diflSculty he caused to be 
represented to his majesty such extenuating facts as could be 
produced. He produced affidavits from three members of the 
club, who (under an assurance that their names would not be 
divulged unless under promise that no steps should be taken) 
swore that the only violent speech the day before the riot was 
that made by the king's evidence himself, Richard Archer. 
He also showed, by the same evidence, that George Bayssal- 
lance had been a member of the club no longer than. that single 
night, so that it was wrong to impute unto the club the actions 
of this young man. He further showed that the riot was not 
of a dangerous character, but was rather a frolic of mischievous 
boys, resulting in no losses, or destruction of life or property. 
And then he set forth plainly that George was a young man of 
good character and loyal disposition, who had become deranged 
through a love-disappointment. In fact, his reverence laid 
before the king exactly the defence which should have been 
laid before the court had we engaged an attorney who knew 
anything at all except the conduct of cases concerned with 
burglaries, forgeries, and common shoplifting or sheep-stealing. 

He prepared this case, therefore, with great thoroughness, 
and caused it to be taken in hand by one great man after 
another, until it reached the king himself. And the well- 
known clemency of his majesty, as well as the popular opinion 
that the judge had been too severe in his charge and in his 
verdict, inclined him to extend his grace to the poor convicts. 

" To you, young gentlemen," said the prebendary, when he 
visited us on the afternoon of that day, " you, who have still to 
serve an imprisonment of a few months, I recommend a course 
of serious self-examination. You will find that you have been 
betrayed by inexperience and ignorance (because even at two- 
and-twenty the judgment may go astray) into rashness amount- 
ing to madness ; you have foolishly tilted at strongholds which 
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laugh at your puny efforts ; you have permitted yourselves to 
be allied with men of neither position, knowledge, nor character. 
What ? You stoop to friendship with such as the man Richard 
Archer ? These are grave offences. Ponder them, therefore." 

He shook his head, and bade them leave him alone with me. 

" Nevill," he said, " I have taken advice, and been at much 
trouble to find out what course is best for you under the con- 
ditions of this pardon. Five years' service in some part of 
his majesty's forces by sea or land. Consider. Able seaman 
thou wilt never be. No, thou canst not now begin to run 
about the rigging of a ship, nor to learn the sailor's trade. 
There are so-called landsmen on board every ship — armorers, 
carpenters, cooks, and so forth ; but I think this will not do 
neither. The companionship of sailors is rough and rude; 
but that, I fear, one must not consider, because, wherever we 
turn, the companionship is rough and rude. Let us consider 
the army. It is now a time of war, and, unless the Allies 
prove more successful than at present they promise, the war 
may. prove long, and even disastrous. Well, if I were a private 
soldier I would rather follow the flag afield than live in a garri- 
son. In the open field the living is uncertain, and the sleeping 
is hard ; there are many discomforts ; but to such a man as you, 
a man of books, of quiet habits, the campaign will be more tol- 
erable than the barracks. There will be no daily drill, no petty 
tyrannies of the sergeant, no indignities to endure at the hand 
of the oflicers ; soldiers in time of war become brothers, whether 
they are oflicers or in the rank and file. True, one may be shot 
or speared ; one may take disease and die ; these are chances. 
Yet, I think that we may find something better than mere 
soldiering. Listen, therefore. I have inquired further ; I have 
learned that another company of marines is to be sent immedi- 
ately to the convict settlement of Botany Bay. They will go 
out in charge of the next convict ships ; they will land with 
them and join the garrison of the settlement. These men are 
reported to lead a life of comparative ease and comfort. They 
have few duties ; the convicts give them little trouble ; some of 
them live in cottages of their own ; many of them have their 
wives with them. I have made application, therefore, for you 
to join the regiment of Royal Marines. And I have made fur- 
ther interest to have you appointed to the company going out to 



ST. kathbrine's by the tower. 305 

New South Wales. It will go hard, my poor boy, if I cannot 
provide thee with a comfortable voyage, an indulgent command- 
ing officer, an easy captain, and a sergeant whose interest it 
shall be to keep thee out of trouble. If there should chance to 
be an engagement or an action, why — then I know that thou 
wilt do thy duty as a man." 

I thanked him again for the fresh proof of his kindness, which 
indeed knew no bounds. 

** I have again spoken to thy father, Nevill. For the present 
he will not look upon thy face, nor will he suffer any of the 
household to see thee ; not until the punishment is complete. 
Yet his heart is softened, and I doubt not that in the long run 
he may relent. I bring thee a tender message from thy mother, 
with which thou must be content. Sylvia, alas ! regardeth not 
anything." 

I asked him what of Archer, who had given the evidence ? 

" That person," replied the Brother of St. Katherine's, " dis- 
graces the society no longer. We called a chapter — it met this 
morning — at which all the brothers and sisters were present. 
We resolved that, seeing he had been for a long time, unknown 
to his employers, a member of a secret and seditious society ; 
that, by his own evidence, he had been present where violent 
discourses were held ; that by the united testimony of three 
members, not arrested, and of the four prisoners, it was he him- 
self, and none other, who had delivered the most seditious 
speech of all ; and that it was he himself, and none other, who, 
knowing full well the character of the club, had persuaded 
George Bayssallance to become a member, and introduced him — 
the society adjudged that he be forthwith expelled from his em- 
ployment, and from the Precinct itself, as a person improper 
for the teaching of the young, and unfit to take part, even as a 
penitent, in the service of the Almighty." 

" That is something gained," I said. " He may yet learn the 
bitterness of the prison to which he brought us, his sworn 
brothers and companions." 

" The man is changed, however. He is strangely changed. 
He obeyed our summons, and stood before us, but he behaved 
with a new insolence. For, instead of waiting submissively to 
hear our will, he told us that he had come to lay down his post ; 
he would, he said, be schoolmaster no longer, nor would he 
20 
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play the organ any more ; henceforth the world should hear of 
him in other and nobler places — and so flung out of the room, 
and hath now left the Precinct with his mother. He will per- 
haps become a highwayman. What other occupation is possi- 
ble to a man without friends, without money, and without char- 
acter ? Well, let him go for a knave." 



CHAPTER XXL 

RICHARD archer's GOOD FORTUNE. 

I The man Archer did not propose to become a highwayman. 
The reason of his impudent bearing towards his employers 
was a thing totally unsuspected: a thing which could never 
have been guessed — one of those strange discoveries of which 
one reads in idle romance. You have read how the wise wom- 
an told his fortune from the cards. Wealth, rank, and author- 
ity, she said, were to come to him. You shall now hear how 
this part of her predictions came true. There was a sequel 
to the fortune, also hinted by the witch. This, also, you shall 
learn. 

It was, again, the wise woman who revealed the thing to him. 
How she got the secret I know not ; but since I am not willing 
to believe that supernatural powers can be attained by any per- 
son, I suppose that, having been told the principal incident by 
Archer's mother — that quiet and well-behaved person, who lived 
with her son, and still worked for the ladies of the Hospit^ — 
she contrived, by means known only to herself, to ferret out the 
rest. Remember that it was Margery's business to learn every- 
thing about everybody, so that there was not a person in the 
Precinct whose private history she did not know — all the love 
affairs, all the secrets, all the things — if any — of which that 
person was ashamed, and would fain conceal. Therefore I be- 
lieve that, when Mrs. Archer first came to the place with her in- 
fant, Margery made haste to find out who she was, and who was 
the father of her child. Once you have won the confidence of 
a woman, sooner or later she will tell you everything you want 
to know. All that this poor woman could tell about her hua- 
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band, therefore, she had told. If the witch knew more, she 
most have ferreted it out for herself. 

Richard Archer went to her house one evening about this 
time, in obedience to a message from her. But this time he 
went openly, and without attempt at concealment. 

" Well, gammer," he said, roughly, throwing himself into a 
chair. " You want to see me. Well, I am here. What have 
you got to say ?" 

He was gloomy, because he daily expected that the society 
whose servant he was would find out the part he had played at 
a certain trial. 

" I do, young sir — ^young gentleman, I should say." 

" I am not a gentleman." 

" Wait, wait — many a strange thing happens. Do you re- 
member the last time you came here ? To be sure you do. You 
have never forgotten that evening. The old woman, to begin 
with, told you a great secret — a wonderful secret— a secret that 
made you twice the man you were before: such a secret as 
filled your whole soul with joy and pride. You pretended not 
to believe it. Well, was the old woman right ? Evil heart and 
evil eye — she said — was she right, my son? Was the power 
there ? Have you tried it, and proved it, and found it true ? \ 
Have you ever gone to the old woman and acknowledged that 
she was right ? These innocent people whom you have yourself 
overwhelmed with misfortune — do they bear witness to your 
power ?" 

" Ay 1 sometimes I think it is true ; but what if I have such 
a power ? It has proved of no use to me. It won't bring me 
money or buy anything for me." 

" Not a bit; you have used it for a villainous purpose, you 
see. Had you — but never mind what you might have done. 
Since you learned that you possessed that power, an innocent 
girl has been afflicted with madness — well-nigh to death, but 
not quite. Three gallant young gentlemen are languishing in 
prison and are disgraced for life ; another is lying in the con- 
demned cell, and will be hanged o' Monday, for all the world to 
see. But, if I know my trade aright, he shall not be hanged." 

" Did you send for me in order to tell me this ?" 

" No ; I have a great deal more to tell. Well, the brothers 
and sisters have found out at last, though none of them would 
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read the reports of the trial, that the chief evidence was Richard 
Archer, their schoolmaster and organist, and to-morrow you will 
be haled before the chapter and expelled. Sister Eatherine 
came here to-day, talking about witchcraft — and told me so 
much. She thinks that you are bewitched as well as the rest 
Ho ! ho ! And what will you do when you are turned out ? 
You cannot go into the market and be hired for your evil eye ! 
And the common people in the Precinct have found out by this 
time that you turned informer. They swear that they will have 
your blood. An informer — and living in their midst ! Have a 
care lest a bludgeon end thy days for this precious day's work." 

" Tut ; do I look afraid of their bludgeons ?" 

She looked at him with the admiration which old women open- 
ly bestow upon young and straight-limbed men, and she laughed. 

" No," she said ; " if you have to fight, you can protect your- 
self. Well, he will be satisfied when he sees you." 

" Who is he — who is to see me ?" 

" Wait a bit— wait a bit." 

" They will turn me out, you say. Very like. Will that give 
them back their sons? Will that bring back things as they 
were before you told me — if that was true ?" 

"Why, any man can compass revenge and hatred. Love, 
alone, is the gift of God. Evil eye or not, any one can work 
mischief, young gentleman — " 

" Again — I am no gentleman." 

" Young gentleman, I say. Do you think I do not mean my 
own words ? Why, I promised wealth, station, and authority. 
These, I say, I promised ; you remember so much. Now the 
time has come for you to receive them." 

" I am in no mood for trifling," said the man. " Wealth will 
satisfy me ; station is impossible ; and, for authority, why, I 
have the past behind me. The former schoolmaster of St. Kath- 
erine's will hardly be received into a place of authority; Give 
me the money," he held out his hand. " Hand over the wealth 
you promise," he added. " What is it ? A new crown-piece ?" 

" I mean what I say ; but, on conditions." 

" What conditions ?" 

" Is your envy or hatred of these people satisfied ?" 

" That's as it may be." 

" Why, you have done as much as any reasonable man could 
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desire for his worst enemy. You have brought them all to 
death's door. You should be satisfied." The man smiled. He 
had certainly overwhelmed his victims with disaster. "The 
only condition is, that you cease to compass evil for them, and 
think of. them no longer. It will not be diflScult, because you 
are now going to leave the Precinct ; you will enter into other 
company much greater even than that of the brothers. Oh ! it 
will be easy for you to forget them — unless you are in love 
with Sylvia." 

" I am no longer in love with her— I never was, but I thought 
to spite the other man. Let them who will fall in love with 
her languishing blue eyes and her soft voice. Give me a 
woman with a spirit of her own — a woman I can fight and 
subdue." 

" Why, then we are agreed. Give up, I say, your malice and 
persecution, and suffer them to recover in the best way they 
can. Do you promise ? Mind — wealth, authority, and station 
is what I have to give you. But you must forget your rancor ; 
else you shall have none of these things." 

" Why," said Archer, slowly. " I don't believe you can do 
what you say. How can such power be yours ? But if you 
make me rich, I don't know — I say — I don't promise." 

" Then you shall not be rich," the old woman interrupted 
him; "go away; remain poor; go into the street and starve. 
You shall have nothing. Go. You are a devil." She spoke 
so fiercely, and her eyes glittered so terribly, that Archer was 
shaken. 

" Is it real ?" he asked. 

She made no reply. 

" Tell me ! Is it real ? Come, then, I promise — I swear. I 
will pursue them with no more animosity. From this moment 
I renounce it all. If I begin again, take from me that wealth 
which you have promised." 

" Kiss the book," said the witch, earnestly. He took the 
Testament which she offered him, and kissed it solemnly. " So, 
now you have sworn. If now you break that oath you will lose 
all. Now," she added, "for aught I know, you will lose all 
some time or other." 

" Give me a long rope, but let me feel rich once before I die ! 
Let me know what it is to buy every pleasure and enjoy, enjoy, 
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enjoy, if it is onlj for a twelTemonth. Hien let me die, and it 
will b^ with a cheerful heart.^ 

^* I will giTe joQ more, a great deal more, than joa desire or 
expect. Listen now, young gentleman — ^yoong gentleman, I 
say — what did your mother teach you abont her marriage T 

^ She was truly married in church, but to a Yillain who was 
married already. His name was Archer, and he was a sailor. 
Doubtless he is dead long ago, cast away upon a cannibal coast, 
perhaps, and devoured by savages, for his sins.** 

*'*' Suppose he told her the truth when he said that he was sin- 
gle. Suppose, therefore, that you are his legitimate son. Sup- 
pose, further, that he was not poor, but rich." 

Richard Archer sprang to his feet. 

^ Suppose that he is not dead, but lives, and that his wealth 
is of that kind which descends from father to son.** 

" Is this true ?" 

*' It is, indeed, most true. Your mother is that man's lawful 
wife ; you are his lawful son and heir ; you will inherit his es- 
tates and his title." 

** His title r 

^ He is no less than a nobleman. He is a viscount. His 
name is the Right Honorable the Lord Viscount Aldeburgh, 
formerly rear-admiral in his majesty's navy." 

*' Does mv mother know this t" 

^ No, she does not. Ton shall tell her. But first see his 
lordship your noble father." 

Richard Archer sat down again. 

" My noble father ! my noble father," he repeated. " I am to 
see my noble father ! I am to go to him in these clothes ! I 
suppose he is dressed in satin, and surrounded by his people in 
livery. How will he receive me ? When I tell him that I have 
been schoolmaster to a charity school, and that I have been 
king^s evidence in a trial for high treason, how will he receive 
me then ! When he sees my boorish manners, how will he re- 
ceive me f 

*^ Ton need tell him nothing about yourself. You are edu- 
cated ; you will go to him dressed as becomes your rank ; you 
are handsome, and will become your clothes. When you have 
got a sword by your side and lace at your wrists, your manners 
will become as fine as vour clothes." 
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" How is this story to be proved ?" 

" It is proved already. There is a gentleman of the law, a 
proctor who practises in St. Katherine's Court, a very learned 
person, who is so wise that when he wishes to learn the future, 
and whether he shall be successful or no in any enterprise, he 
comes to ask my advice, and as I advise him, so he acts. A 
prudent, careful, and far-seeing gentleman I He is therefore 
prosperous. To this gentleman, who is secret as the grave, 
have I opened the business, and he has now discovered the 
whole. First, he knows a man who was at the time his lord- 
ship's valet, and remembers the circumstances ; how his master 
came to the city disguised as a merchant sea-ofl5cer, in love with 
a city tradesman's daughter ; and how he married her openly 
in the church of All-Hallows the Great, Thames Street; and 
how, after a month or so, he went off and deserted his wife. 
Now, young gentleman (who will be a lord before many years 
are out), the first wife of his lordship, from whom he was sepa- 
rated, died a week or two before he married your mother. The 
certificate of the death and of the marriage prove this fact. Be- 
lieve me, your mother, if she had her rights, would be the Lady 
Aldeburgh. Your mother has letters from her lover, which are 
signed with his name, Stephen Archer. But, indeed, there is 
no doubt whatever." 

" No doubt," he echoed. " There is no doubt whatever." 
" All is prepared. This good proctor first wrote a letter to 
his lordship, and has since seen him. He says that your father, 
who is confined to his chair with a stroke so that he can no 
longer use his legs, stand upright, or walk, first fell into a 
violent rage — ^his temper is well known — swearing that the thing 
was a conspiracy. But he presently condescended to listen to 
the facts, and though he doth not acknowledge and confess that 
he was indeed married to your mother, he is so far moved that 
he consents to receive you." 

" All this without my learning anything of the matter." 
" What need to tell you until the business was completed ? 
Well, to cut the story short, my lord is now ready to be con- 
vinced, my friend is quite sure, that you are his son, but he 
will not yet acknowledge you. He will first see you, converse 
with you, watch you. It appears, luckily, that ho has quarrelled 
with those who look to succeed him. If you do not please 
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him you will have to wait until his death, which will not be 
long delayed, because he is subject to heart pains which will 
kill hira soon, besides his stroke. Do your best to please him. 
Go gayly dressed ; let your talk be of things that most he loves 
— wine and feasting, music and play-acting, singing women and 
dancing women. You can play to him, and he can himself 
make music on instruments — even the bloodthirsty spider loves 
music. Play not the things which you play on Sundays in the 
church ; psalms and such he does not desire ; play songs about 
love and all kinds of profane delights. And hark ye, do not 
hang your head ; forget the school and the organ gallery ; show 
a dancing leg and a laughing eye — What ? — you have too dark 
a look. You brood over your lowliness. The time for hatred 
and envy is gone ; you are going to become the richest and 
most fortunate young gentleman in all London. Hold up your 
head, therefore, and look cheerful, and, above all, show yourself 
a lad of mettle. Be not afraid of him — What ? He is a devil, 
as is well known. But so are you, Richard Archer, as I know. 
Stand up to him, therefore. He cannot live more than a year 
or two, if things come to the worst." 

" When am I to go ?" 

" You will go to-morrow. Wait," she fumbled among the 
folds of her gown and produced a letter, folded. " That is for 
you ; it is from your friend the proctor ; take it, and now go. 
Wealth and station and authority — all these I promised, all 
these I have given. How long you keep them, or how you lose 
them, is your own affair." 

This is the reason why, when the chapter sent for their school- 
master, he treated that venerable body with a disrespect the like 
of which they had never before experienced ; but he was not, 
as they suspected, resolved to try his fortune as a highwayman. 

That day he left the Precinct, with his mother, and never was 
seen in the place again. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

A SUDDEN CHANGE. 

George went back to the Press Yard and the condemned cell, 
his end being now certain, and fixed for Monday morning. 

As for me, I was presently transported by boat under guard 
of two men belonging to my regiment (as I must now call it) of 
Royal Marines. I sat between these two fellows and told myself 
that I must now put on the scarlet coat with the stiff white 
collar, the black hat with the white plume, the pipe-clayed 
shoulder-belt decorated with an anchor, and that I must now 
learn to hold myself as upright as the lieutenant, carry a musket 
and bayonet, and very likely go to sea and fight the French. By 
great good fortune I had no fighting during my time of service. 
So I became a recruit, and was placed in the awkward squad, 
and began to, learn the drill. A man should begin soldiering 
early if he would enjoy the work. But one must make the best 
of what cannot be avoided, and I hope that I became in a few 
weeks a tolerable soldier. The life of the rank and file is hard, 
but then they are bom to endure hardness. The conversation 
that one hears is coarse, but then these fellows are accustomed 
to coarseness. After Newgate, indeed, it was almost pious. At 
first there was a certain prejudice against me, partly because I 
was a gentleman, and partly because these honest lads love not 
the smell of prison, which still clings to the jail bird ; but they 
found me harmless, and this prejudice wore off. 

In the barracks there were no newspapers, and I heard for 
some time nothing of what had happened. Moreover, as I was in 
some sort a prisoner, I had no liberty outside, and could not for 
some time learn any news. Presently, however, I procured a 
paper with a list of the hangings of that Monday morning when 
George was to have suffered. Heavens! The name was not 
among them. In another place of the same paper I read as 
follows : 

" George Bayssallance, the fortunate proprietor of Oak-apple 
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anatomy at Surgeons' Hall ! Why, sorrow comes unsent for, 
as we all know ; but sorrow pays no debt. Grant me patience !" 
" Truly !" said George, " I am right sorry to anger you." 
" Anger ? Anger ? The boy is going to be hanged by the 
neck till he is dead, and he thinks he will anger me ! Child ! 
it kills me. I feel thy rope round my own neck : I am ashamed 
to stir abroad : the rogues of St. Katherine's Stairs look after 
me. They say, * There is the woman whose nephew is to be 
hanged o' Monday.' It kills your father. None of us can hold 
up our heads any more, that is certain. We never can : we 
are ruined. And he talks of angering us !" 

" It is worse for you than it is for me," said George, " be- 
cause I am doing the Lord's will ; but you — " 

" Oh !" she cried. " Again ! He says it again ! Never was 
there any man before who wanted to be hanged. Art afraid of 
growing old — that thou must be hanged when thou art young? 
Yet half an hour's hanging hinders five weeks' riding, as they 
say. But it is no use talking. Yet, to young and old alike, 
life is sweet ; while there is life there is hope. What ? Oh I 
it is horrible ! It is dreadful ! There are no words for this 
madness. ' The Lord's will ! The Lord's will !' Oh !— " 
" Not madness," said George, " but sober sense." 
" It is witchcraft," said Sister Eatherine. " I said so at the 
very outset, and I say so again. It is witchcraft, rank witch- 
craft — such witchcraft as I never thought to see in my life- 
time. First, it is Sylvia who is bewitched. She must hate the 
man she loves. Then it is the lover who is bewitched. He 
must die to make her well again. Well? What is it to be 
well? It is to love him again — and he is dead. What health 
is this ? Then the poor boy Nevill is bewitched, and he must 
needs turn the world topsy-turvy, and so brings his own neck 
into danger, and now wears the king's uniform, and carries a 
pike on board ship as a marine. There's a fine end to come to ! 
And now thou art so mulish that nothing will serve but — " 
Oh I lad, lad — George, my George — " She changed her note, 
and burst into weeping and sobbing. " Live, my dear. Only 
consent to live, and Sylvia will recover. Consider, thou must 
go away out of her sight. She will recover, and perhaps, even 
yet, all will be well, though I know not yet. But live — if it is 
at the other end of the world, among the naked savages — live. 
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Oh ! my boy, thou must not die before me ! Live ! Still 'tis 
day while the sun shines. Only live — only consent to live !" 

He was much moved by her tears and importunity — more 
moved than by anything that had been said to him. But he 
remained in his mulishness. It was the Lord's will. He could 
not fly in the face of the Lord's will ; and, for Sylvia's sake, 
death was nothing. So she sat weeping in the dark cell for 
a while longer, and then came away. That was Saturday after- 
noon. On the Monday he must die. 

But there was to be one more suppliant, who would move his 
heart and change his mind. 

You have seen how the man Richard Archer conversed with 
the old woman, and what grand things she promised him. You 
know what she thought: how she laid the whole burden of 
these woes upon an evil eye and an evil heart. I repeat that I 
have never been able to believe that any man should have so 
much power intrusted to him. We ought not to believe such 
things. They are pagan ; they belong to the days of superstition ; 
they consist not with the doctrines of the Christian Church. 
But things which happened must be related in due order. 

It was on the Wednesday evening that he held the discourse 
with the wifi^ woman. On Thursday morning he visited the 
proctor, of whom mention has been made. After this he at- 
tended the chapter, and behaved with the strange insolence of 
which you have heard. On the same day he took his mother 
away with him, and returned no more. 

On Friday morning Sylvia, who had gone to bed heavy and 
melancholy, as was her wont, slept all night long and into the 
morning. At seven her mother found her sleeping, and left 
her, being unwilling to disturb her. At nine she was still 
asleep, and at ten. Towards noon she awoke. Usually she 
awoke with a start and a sense of pain, which only increased as 
she returned to consciousness ; usually she awoke with a mem- 
ory of evil dreams and the foreboding of a miserable day. This 
morning she awoke gently, with the sweetness of a night un- 
disturbed, and — what next? She sat up in bed and looked 
around her, wondering. She rubbed her eyes. What had hap- 
pened ? For she felt a strange sense of relief. Her head was 
light again ; her heart was light ; her limbs were light. She 
was frightened. She cried aloud : 
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" Ah ! mother, mother — what is it ? What is happening to 
me ?" 

" Child !" Her mother ran to take her hand. " What is 
happening ? Oh ! I know not. Is there new pain ?" 

" No— no — What is it ? I feel no pain, but pleasure. I 
feel light again. The pain is gone. Mother, am I dying? Is 
this the beginning of sweet heaven? I feel light again, and 
happy. I can speak. Something has been taken away from 
me. Am I dying ?" 

" I know not. Oh ! my dear, I know not." 

" Where is George ? If I am to die, let me die with my hand 
in his !" 

" My dear, why talk of dying ? There is a color in thy 
cheeks again. Thy head is cool. Thy pulse is regular. Death ! 
Nay, I think, rather, it is life." 

She brought out a bottle and gave her a few drops of cordial. 
Sylvia drank, and sat upright. 

" If this is death — " she murmured, waiting for her last mo- 
ment. 

But while she waited she became aware that not the chill 
hand of death, but the warm breath of returning life was upon 
her. For the first time for six months her cheek was touched 
with color, her eyes were soft, her head wais held erect. 

" Mother," she said, " I shall not die, but live. I have been 
— I know not how — in some strange dream, that has held me, 
and filled ray mind " — she shuddered — " spectres and wicked 
words, and — and — I cannot remember. I have loathed to look 
upon George. Now all are gone. Oh ! will they come back 
again ? Mother, mother, call George to me^quick — quick—- 
before they return! There is none but George who can save 
me. Oh ! bring him soon. Where is he ? Where is he ?" 

Her mother fell on her knees, and raised her hands. " Ob, 
Lord God !" she said, humbly. " We thank thee — ^we praise 
thee — oh, we thank thee — " and so over and over again, being 
beside herself for joy and gratitude, and not able to find any 
other words. Presently she called her husband, and sent for 
Sister Katherine, and they all rejoiced together. Then she 
must be fed so as to become strong, and they made an egg-pos- 
set for her, and watched while she took it how her thin arms 
seemed to fill out, and her wan face to brighten, and her lips 
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and eyes began to smile — catching each other by the hand, with 
joyful ejacujations and words of thanksgiving that the child 
was raised from the dead. 

Then she arose and dressed herself, and came down-stairs, 
walking strong and upright. And while they all rejoiced to- 
gether the good prebendary arrived, full of sorrow over George's 
obstinacy, and he must learn what had happened, and must share 
in the general joy. 

" But George — where is George ?" she asked again. 

" My child," said the prebendary, as he looked at the others 
and no one spoke. '< Much has happened since the strange and 
unexampled illness fell upon you." 

" Witchcraft !" said Sister Katherine, stoutly. " Talk not to 
her of illness. Witchcraft,' I say, even in your presence, preb- 
endary. Witchcraft." 

" Indeed," said my mother, " it becomes not a simple wom- 
an to believe more than is allowed and enjoined by her spiritual 
pastors and masters, but witchcraft it seems to me. Nothing 
less than witchcraft will explain it." 

" For aught we know," said the clergyman, " demoniac pos- 
session may be permitted again in these latter days. Perhaps 
it has been suffered to continue from primitive times. Nay, in 
the Middle Ages we read of exorcisms and the casting-out of 
devils, a thing which we have been too ready, perhaps, to set 
down among the superstitious fables and beliefs of the time. 
However, for the moment let us not consider the cause while we 
solemnly thank the Father of All for his great mercy in restor- 
ing to life one who was well-nigh like unto the dead. Learn, 
my child, without further explanation, that George is now in 
grievous trouble and in great peril of his life." 

" George in trouble ?" 

^ Briefly, the presumptuous boy took it upon himself to con- 
strue a wild fancy of the brain into an express assurance of the 
Lord's will. He had the temerity, I say, to believe that the 
Lord, who hath spoken once for all through his own Son and 
apostles for the guidance of holy church, did actually speak to 
him, and ordered him to throw away his life." 

Sylvia understood not one word of this. 

" He believed, in short, that the only way to secure thy recov- 
ery, child, was himself to lose his own life." 
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" Oh ! George would die for me — ^he would die for me ?" Syl 
via murmured, clasping her hand ; " for my unworthy sake V 

** I say that he conceived this belief, and still holds it. He 
is not a reprobate or a castaway, and, therefore, he would not 
commit suicide, but he would and did expose his life to every 
danger. And, as each in succession was encountered with no 
hurt to himself at all — each escape being, rightly interpreted, a 
providential rebuke — he braved the wrath of Heaven to such a 
height as to lead a riot in the streets of London — a mob of dis- 
orderly wretches bawling for the overthrow of the king, the con- 
stitution, and the church." 

" George lead a mob ?" 

" Even so ; wherefore he now lies in Newgate Jail." 

" George in Newgate Jail ?" 

"And under sentence of death! The king's clemency he 
hath refused — for thy sake, Sylvia — and if he still remains 
stubborn, he must die on Monday." 

Then Sylvia arose. She who but yesterday was so weak that 
she could not stand; was now strong and able to walk and en- 
dure fatigue. Love lent her strength. 

" Let me go to him. Oh !" — she laughed and cried together 
— " it was for my sake. Who would think that a man would 
die for the sake of a foolish girl ?" ^ 

" They are so made," said Sister Katherine. " Sit down, 
child. I will go to the prison and carry George the good news. 
Sit down and rest and get strong again." 

" I am strong — I am strong and well. Let me go to him at 
once. Oh, let him suffer no longer ! None but I must save 
him from the death he would have for me. Oh ! — let me go. 
Let me bid him live. And if he can still find it in his heart to 
love the unhappy girl who has caused this trouble — " 

" Child," said the prebendary, solemnly, " I, too, will go with 
thee. Thou shalt take to this thy lover the life and healing 
which God hath placed in thy hands for him." 
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CHAPTER XXm. 

GEORGE GIVES WAY. 

It was growing towards twilight on Saturday afternoon. The 
Press Yard and the day room were filled with a crowd of the 
friends and relations of the condemned convicts, many of whom 
were to suffer on the Monday morning. As the day of execu- 
tion approaches, the friends of those about to die crowd more 
thickly round them, thinking, in a rude but hearty fashion, to 
console their last hours by the assurance of friendliness, by the 
sympathy of their presence, and by continual gifts of strong 
liquor. Besides friendship, they are actuated by the curiosity 
of impending fate ; round each miserable gallows-bird, convert- 
ed for the nonce into a hero, is gathered a crowd of admirers. 
They applaud his braggart resolution — his assumed recklessness ; 
they exhort him to show as bold a front outside the prison as 
he maintains in the Press Yard. Let there be no falling-ofE at 
the last moment ; let him approach the presence of his Judge 
with a laugh and an oath. So they fortify him with every con- 
solation except the only one of real use. Everybody knows 
what such people say. We must all die once, to-day or to-mor- 
row, it is small odds which. Let us be thankful for a longish 
rope ; your turn to-day, brother, mine to-morrow. A short life 
and a merry one. Pass the pannikin; keep it up to the end. 
Why, such a day as this brings out a man's true friends. Saw 
one ever such a crowd to say good-bye? It shows the great- 
ness of the hero. The world will look out on Monday morning, 
when there will be a gathering to do honor to the occasion, such 
as was never seen before but at a coronation. Many a younger 
man has gone before. It is a good thing to remember what a 
long spell has been your lot. To be hanged is no worse, but a 
great deal better, than to die of a putrid throat or a rheumatic 
fever. If everybody had his choice, all would die by hanging 
when they could no longer live in pleasure. Hanging — mere 
Jianging in the air by the neck — is reported, by those who have 
21 
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been cut down, half-hanged, as not painful, but pleasing ; they 
have spoken of sweet sounds, as of music in the ears, and of a 
falling to sleep, and of fancies such as that one is borne upwards 
on feathery clouds like downy beds, or lying in soft waters, or 
floating in a bai^ down a gentle stream. Such talk as this goes 
on forever in that dismal place ; while all the time the bottle or 
the tankard passes round till the poor wretches lose their wits, 
and forget the part that on the morrow they must play. 

One more day, and then the last look at the light of the sun. 
One more chance of repentance — one more service of prayer and 
contrition in the chapel, and then the funeral service read before 
them when they shall walk in procession through the little por- 
tico. I think that, however much a convict may drink, he can 
never quite forget his doom. I have seen one at his very worst, 
when he reels and cannot speak or stand, suddenly grow ashy 
pale, and tremble, and pass his hands over his eyes. He has 
seen before him the gibbet, he has seen the dangling rope. His 
looks are haggard, though his words are brave ; his eyes roll in 
wildness, though he professes to have no fear ; because that* ter- 
rible vision never leaves him. 

At the end of the narrow yard, apart from the rest, George 
stood alone leaning against the wall. You might have taken 
him for a spectator — one wholly unconcerned with the place, 
and pleased to watch the humors of the crowd — ^but for his 
irons. On his face was stamped not a brazen insensibility of 
one too stupid to be moved by any terror — ^but a calm serenity, 
a cloudless cheerfulness, as of a soul at perfect peace with its 
maker and itself ; one who knows that death is best for him, 
and ordered by the Lord as the means by which his mistress is 
to recover. Nay, his very face shone in this dark court as if 
the rays of the sun fell upon him — ^it was glorified by the 
strength of his faith. And as for the noisy crowd around him, 
he looked upon them with eyes that saw, and saw not. 

Those eyes of his really saw, and had seen for a long time, 
nothing but a thin, pale girl, propped by pillows and cushions, 
wasting away in her chair, silent and sad, until the knell of St 
Sepulchre's, which rang him into his grave, should ring her 
again to life and joy. A strange fancy of the brain ! But I 
have told you all along that this is a strange book — the history 
of a marvel. 
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This serenity, however, was to be disturbed ; this cheerfubiess 
was to be changed, and that in a manner the most unexpected 
of any. 

" George !" 

He heard his name called and he lifted his head, because he 
knew the voice, and he thought that the call came from that 
spectre of the sick girl in the chair. 

" George !" 

Again he moved uneasily, because the voice sounded so clear 
and strong, and the sick girl of his imagination showed no sign 
of motion and was certainly not calling him. 

Before him, unregarded, stood two gentlewomen : one middle- 
aged and somewhat short of stature, fat, and well nourished, as 
the physicians say ; the other a tall, slight figure, wrapped in a 
shawl and her face covered by the flap of her hat. As he moved 
not and made no sign, she tossed back her hat and laid her 
hand in his and looked up. Then he started and saw her and 
recognized her. Heavens ! It was Sylvia's voice ; it was Syl- 
via s face ; it was the touch of Sylvia's hand. Not Sylvia as 
he saw her last, shrinking from hhn with eyes of loathing ; but 
his own Sylvia, meeting his eyes with looks of love and sweet- 
ness. Oh I the love in those tender eyes ! The sweetness of 
those blue eyes! The refreshment of their soft light to his 
poor shipwrecked soul ! Sylvia ! Sylvia standing before him 
restored, and in her right mind ! 

At this unexpected sight he could not speak. He gazed as 
one in a dream — ^nay, he thought at first that it must be a ghost 
or image of that sweet lady sent by Heaven's grace to comfort 
his soul before it should leave its earthly clay. Amid the noise 
and ribaldry of the scene around him, who could expect that 
such a sight could be aught but a vision ? 

She took his silence for reproach. "George!" she cried 
again, " have you no word of welcome for me ? Am I clean for- 
gotten? Nay — nay, I deserve this silence, and more. Oh, 
George !" she threw herself upon her knees and caught his hand. 
"Forgive me — oh! forgive me, my dear. I have been mad; 
some evil spirit held my soul. But he has now left me — never 
to return. Oh ! my poor dear, 'tis I — ^none other — am the cause 
of ail. Forgive me !" 

But^ for reply, he only stared, with open mouth. Remember 
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that lie was entirely possessed with the belief that no other 
way was open for Sylvia's recovery save through his own death. 
It was the madness of love. He still thought of the girl, pale, 
feeble, sitting among her pillows in her arm-chair. There, he 
had fully persuaded himself, she would sit until his death, when 
she would instantly recover. Well, he was not yet dead; he 
had about thirty hours still to live, and yet she was before him, 
the color returned to her cheek, and her eyes bright with love 
and sorrow and self-reproach ! Therefore he thought that he 
was dreaming or gone mad. 

" George," said Sister Eatherine, seizing his arm and shaking 
him, " have you become blind and deaf and dumb ? Why, here 
is your old sweetheart on her knees before you. Look at her, 
man — as plain as a pack-saddle ! What ? — ^where is now the 
Lord's will? You must die for Sylvia to recover — ^must you? 
Nothing short would serve— oh ! nothing short of that. You 
must die ! Oh for patience !" She shook him again by the 
arm. 

" George !" cried the girl again. • 

" You must hang for her to get well ! 'Twas the Lord's will !" 
She kept on shaking him with both hands ; because Sister £[ath- 
erine being little, and Greorge being big, all her efforts shook 
him but little. " Look at her, man ! Why — ^is he mad ? Does 
he think she is a ghost ? Look, I say — ^take her hand. Stand 
up, Sylvia ; give him both thy hands. So, stoop down, great 
fool, and kiss thy sweetheart." 

With these words Sister £[atherine recalled him to his senses. 
He obeyed. He stooped and kissed her— once — ^twice — thrice — 

" Sylvia !" he said, " what does this mean ? Li the name of 
God, tell me what does it mean ?" 

" It means that you wiU live and not die," said Sister Kath- 
erine. " Quick I send for the governor, make submission before 
it shall be too late. Oh ! hasten ! hasten." 

"George does not understand, as yet," said Sylvia, gently. 
" Take me out of this noisy place, George ; take me to some 
place where we can talk, and I will tell you what it means." 

He led her to his own cell. 'Twas next to that where lay a 
murderer doomed to die on the Monday. He was guarded by 
two warders, and made to live on bread and water. His groans 
and lamentations could be plainly heard in the next cell. Sister 
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£[atlierine remained at the door while these hapless lovers talked 
within. Was there ever heard of so strange a place for the 
renewing of love as a condemned cell in Newgate ? 

What they said matters nothing. When they came out, 
presently, Sylvia's face was fall of joy and happiness. 

George it was who now looked troubled ; he who had hith- 
erto shown no sign of anxiety now trembled in his limbs, and 
his face showed every mark of eagerness and disquiet — even of 
terror. 

" Well ?" said Sister £[atherine. " What shall we say, now, 
of the Lord's will?" 

'< I must hasten to accept the king's clemency," said George. 
" Let me see the governor quickly." 

" The prebendary is now with him. There will be no delay." 

'< I stifle in this place, I cannot breathe. The air chokes me," 
he cried, who an hour before had been the most cheerful habi- 
tant of the prison. 

"The company of these wretches drives me mad. Sylvia! 
my dear, this place is not for thee. Leave me until I can in 
some fitter spot — ^" 

" Nay, George, what is fit for you is fit for me." 

9 

What more ? That evening he sat again in his former room 
on the state side, with two of his former companions, the Teni- 
plar and the Oxonian, who were completing their term of im- 
prisonment; his irons were knocked off; he was once more a 
free man — if that can be called freedom when one is taken to 
the hulks, there to abide until the next transport should set sail 
for the convict settlement across the ocean. 

It was about three weeks later that I, being still in Deptf ord 
Dockyard, received the news that I was ordered for active ser- 
vice. At the same time I received a letter from the prebendary, 
my patron. 

^* I have been successful," he told me, " in procuring your ap- 
pointment to a company of marines going out as a guard on a 
convict ship and as garrison of the convict settlement of Botany 
Bay. This appointment will at least save you from the dangers 
of war. I have also made some interest in your behalf with the 
officers under whom you will serve. Ton may rely upon lenient 
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treatment and on such consideration as is possible for one in 
your position. I need not point out to you the necessity of 
keeping silence on those political opinions — those republican 
doctrines — which I hope you have finally abandoned; and I 
hope I need not exhort you to a cheerful and ready obedience 
to the rules of the service and the discipline of the ship. 

" I have now to convey to you the good news that your sister 
Sylvia has recovered her hetdth of mind and strength of body 
as miraculously and suddenly as she lost them both. This took 
place two days before that appointed for George's execution. 
The new aspect of things restored him also to a true sense of 
his position ; he made haste to accept the king's clemency, and 
^ is now lying in the hulks, awaiting his transportation to the 
same place whither you are bound. The dock at Bedriff which 
we, in our shortness of vision^ expected to make so handsome a 
provision for him and his family is now confiscated, and will 
be sold by the crown ; he himself is transported to the new set- 
tlements for the whole term of his natural life. How this will 
end as regards Sylvia I know not yet ; perhaps he may, at some 
not distant date, should he be preserved from the perils which 
await him, obtain a remission of this sentence; but that will 
certainly not be yet. 

" When your term of service expires you must return straight- 
way. It may be that the righteous anger of your father will 
then be softened, and that he will be disposed to forgiveness ; 
at present he cannot so much as bear to think that his only son 
should have been tried for high treason. 

'< If an opportunity arrives of sending letters home, do not 
fail to keep me acquainted with news of your welfare. Through 
me you can also communicate with your mother and your sister. 

" The settlement whither you are both bound is laid down on 
the maps as it was examined by the greatest of circumnaviga- 
tors as part of a prodigious great island or continent, which may 
very well be considered as the long-sought-for Terra Australis, 
or southern country, but I know not of what extent is the settle- 
ment itself. Should you happily meet George, I hope that you 
will exhort each other to patience and the endurance of hard- 
ships in that foreign land. 

" Farewell, my son. I pray that these trials may lead thy 
heart still upward. Neglect not the duties and discipline of the 
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churcli) and amid naked savages, wild beasts, and torrid heats 
remain resigned, patient, and of a good heart.'' 

The ship on which I was placed was the Golden GrovCy 460 
tons, one of the transports purchased by the government. She 
had on board a full complement of sailors and a guard of ma- 
rines, consisting of the captain, two lieutenants, two sergeants, 
two corporals, one drummer, and thirty-six privates — of whom 
I was one. She was fitted for the accommodation of two hun- 
dred and five convicts, who were provided with hammocks on 
the lower deck, slung side by side, so that at night the lying 
would be closer than is pleasant. As yet the convicts had not 
come on board, nor any of our officers except a single lieuten- 
ant of marines. The Golden Chrove was one of a fleet of six 
transports to be conveyed by H.M.S. DcedaluSy and the num- 
ber of convicts to be sent out was in all over eight hundred. 

When all was ready, the prisoners were brought on board 
from the hulks, where they lay waiting for then- embarkation. 
They came alongside in boats well guarded, and a miserable- 
looking company they were, unshaven, pale with the long con- 
finement in prison, ragged, and half -fed. Some of them, though 
we were supposed to take none with us but the able-bodied and 
the strong, were so reduced that they had to be carried up the 
companion. Sea-sickness finished ofE most of them a few days 
later. My post, while they embarked, was on the top of the 
ladder, armed with a loaded musket and fixed bayonet. Now, 
as the men came up one after the other, I espied among them — 
indeed, I was not surprised at all — ^none other than George him- 
self. He who had gone through the horrors of the condemned 
cell with cheerfulness and no apparent loss of health, now, when 
there was no longer a gallows at the end, came slowly up the 
ladder, the pale ghost of himself. Fever was on his brow, and 
misery in his eyes. His convict garb shamed him ; the compan- 
ions among whom he had to pass the days and nights shamed 
him; his exile weighed upon him. He who had faced death 
cheerfully because he was dying for Sylvia was now in danger 
of despair because he was going to the uttermost parts of the 
earth without her. 

" Courage, George I" I whispered as he passed. 

He started. He hardly knew me in my uniform — stiff and 
pipe-clayed. 
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" Do not speak," I went on. " Cheer up. We are on board 
the same ship ; we shall find an opportunity ; we are bound to 
the same place." 

" Pass on, prisoners. Pass on — " cried the sergeant. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

LORD ALDEBURGH. 



Richard Archer, therefore, left the Precinct, accompanied 
by his mother, and took boat to the Temple Stairs, carrying 
such slender baggage as constituted their whole worldly effects. 
He was now about to commence as a fine gentleman — a new trade, 
and one to which he had never been apprenticed. He first took a 
decent and respectable lodging in King Street, Covent Garden. 
Here he placed his mother ; he then laid out the greater part of 
his small stock of money in providing himself with apparel 
more becoming to his new pretensions than the plain brown 
coat of the schoolmaster. He returned to the lodging, his hair 
powdered and tied with a black silk ribbon, a waistcoat of 
flowered silk, black satin breeches, white silk stockings, a blue 
coat, and a great muslin cravat, so that he really seemed to be a 
young gentleman of fortune. 

'' Mother," he said, pranking and peacocking about as those 
do who, for the first time, find themselves in fine clothes, " am 
I dressed to your liking ?" 

" La, Richard !" she replied — ^the poor woman was but a 
homely body, as you may understand — " you are fine indeed." 
I dare say that, being a personable and straight man, with reg- 
ular features and black eyes, he did look very fine. " Who 
would think," she went on, being one of those persons who can 
never adapt their minds to new circumstances, and are there- 
fore awkward in unexpected changes of fortune — " who would 
think, my son, that only yesterday you went in homely brown 
and flourished a cane and flogged the boys ?" 

" Tut — tut," he replied, changing color ; " we must forget 
yesterday — no matter what I did yesterday. Let me never hear 
a word of what has been ; never a word again, not even in a 
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whisper. Remember, walls have ears ; people are curious. Al- 
ready they are asking who I am and what is my calling. Mind 
what I say, mother. The past is gone— dead and gone. Mind ! 
—dead and gone and clean forgotten." 

" Very well, Richard. Though if you suppose that I am 
going to forget how my husband left me to starve with a babe 
at the breast — " 

" The past is gone, mother ! — ^gone and forgotten, I say," he 
repeated, raising his voice. 

" Nor how I was thankful and glad to get a little work from 
the ladies of the hpspital — ^" 

" The past is gone, I tell you," he repeated, with sudden 
anger. 

" Let it go, then. But it can't be forgotten. No, never. 
Lord ! Richard, just so your father would fly out before we were 
married a week." 

" Just so you provoked him, no doubt," returned her son, 
" letting out things with your silly old tongue. Now, mother, 
try to understand you are henceforth a lady — ^yes — ^you are the 
Lady Aldeburgh — ^nothing short of that, and I am the only son 
of your ladyship. There is no doubt whatever about it." 

The good homely body, who had now lost whatever comeli- 
ness she might have had in youth, and looked what she was, a 
respectable sewing-woman, short and thick-set, with a face to 
suit her figure, was as fit to be a peeress as to be a queen. She 
laughed at the thing. 

<< Lady or no lady," she said, << I am a plain tradesman's 
daughter, and never thought either to marry above an honest 
man of my own condition, as I did to the best of my belief, or 
to sink down to Cat's Hole in the Precinct there to take in — " 

He stamped his foot and swore aloud. 

" Have a care, Richard," she replied, tranquilly ; " have a 
care, my son. If my husband (who, it seems, is really my hus- 
band, after all) still lives, he will not have changed his temper, 
which was as much a part of him as his nose — Old Homy him- 
self hath not such a temper. And if you think to get anything 
from his generosity you must subdue your temper, and go 
humble." 

'< Not I," said Richard. " I have had enough of humbleness." 

" As for me, I have lived so long without him that I want 
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notliing from him, not even a noble name. And what — oh 1 my 
dear — whatever is the good of being his son if he refuses to 
own it ?" 

" There is the law, mother. The law of the land shall com- 
pel him to own it. Ay ! whether he will or no— like it or lump 
it There's a law for a nobleman as well as for a poor man. 
Come to that, Fm a nobleman now." 

" The law ? Oh !" She laughed, like Sarai the incredulous. 
" You think that any law of man, or even of God himself, would 
bind that man ? Laws are not made for noblemen. Besides, 
he was always masterful, and is now, I take it, too powerful to 
be touched by any law ever made." 

" That we shall see." 

" No— no— if he refuse to own — why, he will certaintly re- 
fuse — we are no more forwarded than before. Son, be per- 
suaded. Put oflE those fine clothes — ^they become you hugely, but 
they are above our station — ^and become again a sober school- 
master and organist. No one plays better, I am sure. Humble 
thyself to the chapter, and let us go back to the old place again 
—where I was comfortable, and we had a good house and enough 
to eat." 

Her son laughed scornfully. 

'' Back to the old place again ? Back to their insolent airs and 
their pride ?" Thus he spoke of his benefactors. " No, no. 
Listen, mother. It is now certain that I am nothing less than 
the Honorable Richard Archer, son of Stephen Lord Alde- 
burgh, married to you, his first wife being three or four days 
dead, twenty-three years ago, under his own name of Stephen 
Archer, described as master-mariner. This can be proved. My 
friend the proctor — whom yesterday I should have called my 
patron, to-day is my friend, and to-morrow shall be my servant 
— is a sharp and keen man, and has all the evidence in his 
hands. He is to be paid a great sum when I come into my own. 
Suppose my father should refuse to acknowledge me, what then ? 
He is old : he is already paralyzed, and cannot move his legs : 
he will before long die. Then I am the heir to all his estates. 
That, I say, can be proved. His other property he may give to 
any one he pleases ; but his lands are minp — all mine. Fifteen 
thousand pounds a year, at least— fifteen thousand pounds a 
year I Then, you aak, how are we to live meanwhile t It is 
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not fitting that the heir to so great an estate should live by his 
own handiwork. No, no ; he must live on his fortune. There 
are plenty of people in the city, however, will lend me money — 
all the money I want— on what they call a post obit, or rever- 
sion. The proctor himself will procure for me, if necessary, as 
much as three hundred pounds a year. Think of three hundred 
— ^three hundred pounds — a year ! I shall have no less than 
three hundred pounds a year to live on until my father dies. 
With swingeing interest. I understand. Oh ! yes-^HSwingeing 
interest. Well, the estate will stand it. But I shall not borrow 
too much. Not I. No, no ; I am a prudent man. Thus I 
march into the world of fashion, as bold as any of them. I am 
Mr. Archer, son of Lord Aldeburgh. But the old lord is peevish 
and stubborn ; he will not own me, yet his son, as all the world 
knows very well, and as like him as one pea is like another. 
Then I look out for an heiress. There are hundreds of heir- 
esses, all ready and eager to marry a lord, or a man about to 
become a lord. I am not yet proud ; though, when I get the 
title, I mean to be as proud as Lucifer. The daughter of an alder- 
man will do for me meanwhile, provided she brings me a plum 
— a lovely, ripe, and melting plum — a hundred thousand clear." 
Yet only yesterday this man had been rich on forty pounds a 
year. " No one will know anything of the past. That is clean 
gone. In the Precinct the name of Richard Archer will be for- 
gotten. Out of the Precinct, nobody has ever heard of it." 

" No, no," said his mother. " Alas ! I wish I could think it 
would be forgotten. It will be remembered so long as the trial 
of those poor young gentlemen is remembered." 

"Every one for himself. Should I hang? Should I turn 
king's evidence, or should I hang? Why, I was but just in 
time. George Bayssallance was about to ofEer himself, as I heard 
in the very nick of time." (Here was a liar for you !) " And 
I let him off as easily as I could." (Another bouncing lie !) 

" Is the past forgotten ?" the mother persisted. " Richard, is 
that poor girl forgotten — the girl ? Oh ! how could you dare to 
raise your eyes so high ? Who turned your head and made you 
hate that young gentleman, and filled your heart with such bit- 
terness that I wonder you could live ?" 

" Forgotten ? Why, I now marvel that I ever thought of 
her I A fine rich lady— <iourt or city madam, I care noti— %\^3a21 
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be my next ; one who can choose and wear her feathers and her 
lace ; such a one as I have seen in these streets. That girl 1 
Why, there are thousands better even in the city ! What is 
she? A girl with pink-and-white cheeks, and fair, curly hair. 
Thousands' better than Sylvia even in the city. Her father is 
but high bailifE to the Hospital — servant to a charity. She is 
neither gentlewoman nor shepherdess ; neither citizen's daughter 
nor of the gentry. She is now clean forgotten and out of my 
mind. A nobleman that is to be would scorn to marry a wom- 
an from the Precinct of St Eatherine's. He would be ashamed 
to speak of her origin. As lief marry a Wappineer !" 

*< The better for her, Richard, that she is clean forgotten ; 
for, to say the truth, there is too much of the father in thee to 
make the happiness of any woman, unless such as are like the 
walnut-tree, and improve and grow happier with every cufE and 
kick and savage oath." 

'* I am glad there is in me so much of my father ; I would be 
all my father." 

" Ay, but he is a proud man and a hard man." 

" For this pride I honor him ; a noble lord ought to be proud. 
For his hardness, I can be as hard, or harder, and so I shall let 
him understand. It will all come right when he is dead. You 
shall then be the Dowager Lady Aldebuigh, and have a hundred 
servants at your call." 

She shook her head. 

" No," she said, " I am not fit to become a great lady. I 
married a plain sailor, as I thought, being myself little better. 
He must have known from the outset that I had no fine man- 
ners. No, no, he meant all along to leave me when he was tired. 
Then I became a sempstress." 

Her son stamped his foot, and swore at her for a chattering 
old fool. 

" Ay," said his mother, " so stamped and roared and swore, 
so looked your father before you. Could he see you as you 
are, he could not choose but acknowledge thee to be his son !" 

<< Well then, if that is all, he shall see me as I am," said 
Richard, mollified. '< I will show him that I am indeed his son 
— all his blood — none of the city puddle in my veins. Ha ! I 
feel myself every inch a lord. I was bom with a contempt of 
the people around me — ^f rom the prebendary to the apparitor. I 
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have ever despised them all. Nature will out. Thus do sons 
still follow their sires, although they know iihem not." 

There sat all day long in a round or bow window on the first 
floor of a house in Bond Street a man, now in years, upon whom 
had fallen the auction of paralysis. He sat in a chair, his feet 
propped up oh cushiom; behind him stood a valet, always ready 
to obey at a moment. On the table were books, chiefly in the 
French language, in the reading of which he found his greatest 
pleasure ; there were also cards, in case he chose to play a game 
with his man. Mostly, he looked out of the window upon the 
gay world below, the fine ladies in the chariots, the gentlemen 
riding and caracoUing or lounging along the pavement. He be- 
longed to the world no longer ; he had dropped out of it, sud- 
denly and without warning, at the age of fifty-five years, ^nd 
after thirty-five spent in feasting, love-maldng, dicing, and drink- 
ing, except when he was at sea, for he had formerly been a post 
captain in the king's navy, where he was, I believe, a gaUant 
officer and an able commander. 

While he was well, Lord Aldeburgh had many companions. 
One who is rich and lavish can command companions. There 
are many men in London, I am told, who live — or rather prey 
— upon those who are rich and lavish ; feast with them ; win 
their money at cards; receive gifts from them. The trade of 
parasite has never, since great men began, been without its fol- 
lowers. His lordship freely gave to them, his parasites, suppers 
and feasts ; he was a generous patron of all those people who 
live by making amusement for the great, such as jockeys, horse- 
trainers, cock-fighters, prize-fighters, singing men and women, 
dancing-women, actors, painters, sculptors, and the like. But 
he had now few friends, because his temper was notorious. 
Men do not willingly enter into close friendship with the pos- 
sessor of such a temper. Such friendships too often end in the 
field of forty footsteps. Therefore, when Lord Aldeburgh was 
stricken with paralysis, such people as these playing and racing 
folk, to whom he had been so good a patron, were sincerely and 
deeply grieved ; the noble army of parasites were truly afflicted ; 
but of friends who came to the sick man's room there were few 
indeed. Those who did come reported that his lordship's tem- 
per had now grown worse than ever; that he lay in a rage 
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which knew neither beginning nor end ; that he cursed and swore 
by night as well as by day. 

Concerning the life of pleasure and the fashionable world, I 
know nothing. Rumors have reached my ears in the Precinct, 
which is far removed from that giddy throng ; but I know noth- 
ing certain. Yet I can very well understand that one to whom 
earthly joys are all in all would be like unto Tantalus standing 
in his stream and catching at the flowing water with dry hps 
and parched throat, when he could no more enjoy any of them ; 
when the only thing left for him was to sit at the window and 
watch the gay procession, and remember the past, when he too 
had formed a part and pranked it with the best. 

Lord Aldeburgh presented in his appearance a wonderful re- 
semblance to Richard Archer, allowance being made for the dif- 
ference of years. His face was filled out now, his cheeks red, 
and his nose, which had formerly been straight and narrow, had 
now broadened. His eyes were black and piercing; his mouth 
was firm, and his chin square. He had been tall, but, as you 
have heard, he could no longer stand. 

It was nearly noon, and a clear day, although the month was 
November ; the sunshine fell warm and bright upon the street 
below, filled with dandies and fine ladies. The old lord lay 
back in his chair grumbling and growling. On the table before 
him was a book by one of the French philosophers. 

The door was pushed open gently, and one of his valets 
walked noiselessly across the thick carpet, bearing a letter on a 
silver tray. 

''The gentleman waits your lordship's pleasure," said the 
man. 

Lord Aldeburgh opened the letter. 

'* Mt Lord, — ^The bearer is the young gentleman concerning whom I have 
already had the honor to communicate with your lordship. I venture to re- 
mind your lordship of your permission that he should wait upoii you person- 
ally. I remain, my lord, 

** Your obedient servant, 

** Aaron Teller, 
*' ProdxjT^ Solicitor, and Attomey-iU-Zawy 

" Well," said Lord Aldeburgh, " I promised the man — I was 
curious to find out what kind of creature — I will see him. 
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Tell him he may come ap-stairs. Do you wait outside. I will 
ring the bell when I want you." 

The gentleman who entered the room as the valet left it was 
none other than our friend Richard Archer, dressed as you have 
seen. He bowed low and stood waiting to be addressed. But 
he stood his ground courageously, as one who is not embar- 
rassed or afraid. 

" Well, sir," said his lordship, after looking at him curiously 
for a few moments, " why have you come to me ?" 

" I have come to pay my respects to my father, whom I have 
at last discovered." 

"Dutiful boy. Wise, too, above the generality of man- 
kind." 

"Your lordship has heard the history of my mother, and 
what befell her when you deserted her." 

" So we can use plain words as well as pay respects, can we ?" 

" Plain words are best," said Archer, with some dignity. " I 
am not come as a beggar. My lawyer has completed the proofs 
of my case. If your lordship acknowledges me, so much the 
better for me — and for you, and everybody. Then the story 
will not be made public. If you do not, so much the worse for 
me — ^and for your memory, because the story will be told after 
your death." 

" You crow too loud, young sir." But he did not fall into a 
rage ; he even smiled. 

" Not so, my lord, with submission. I do but state my case 
plainly. Permit me to go on. I am in hopes that you may 
acknowledge me before all the world as your son and heir, boril 
in wedlock. I am told that your temper is irritable ; on that 
point I am your equal — I am my father's son. Nay," he 
stepped forward into the full light of the window. " Look at 
me — whose son am I? My father shows in every feature — in 
my voice, in my eyes, in my shape — whose son am I ?" 

Lord Aldeburgh leaned his chin upon his hand and gazed 
upon his face and figure as one examines a horse put up for 
sale. Then he laughed gently. 

"Why," he said, " if looks go for anything in this world, I 
dare say you are, indeed, my son. I recognize in your face 
more than something of my own. Why not my son ? Yet, 
Mr. Richard Archer, that is a long way from being my lawful 
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heir and successor. A very long way, young gamecock. The 
inheritance, you will find, is quite another thing." 

" Acknowledge me to be your son, my lord, ai;id the rest I 
can myself manage." 

" After my death, you mean. Well, every one who has rank 
and wealth expects heirs, and those who would be heirs if they 
could ; it is natural that these should most ardently desire the 
death of the man from whom they will inherit. You will ad- 
vance a claim to legitimacy after my death. Very good. I see 
no reason why that promise — or threat — should move me in the 
least." 

" I say, my lord, only acknowledge me to be your own son, 
and the rest can wait. You will have a son who will obey you 
in all things reasonable. If you swear at him, he will swear in 
return ; he will give you like for like ; he will not be afraid of 
you, but he will do his best to meet your wishes and to keep you 
amused. Do this, my lord, and you-Avill never regret it." 

" You are the son of a certain London girl — daughter of a 
poulterer or a pepperer or a saddler — ^I know not what — ^who 
went through a form of marriage — ^" 

" A real marriage—" 

" With me in a city church. I remember her. She had a 
pretty face, but no manners, and a tongue that never stopped." 

" Does your lordship desire to see my mother again 3" 

He shuddered. " What ? See a woman whom I fancied for 
a month twenty years ago and more ? See that woman again ? 
Name her not, young man. What is your Christian name ?" 

" Richard." 

" What have you been doing ? How living f " 

" I would not presume to inquire into your lordship's way of 
life ; and since you deserted me and have done nothing for my 
education, my maintenance, or my present position" — ^his lord- 
ship smiled at the word — " I submit with respect that you have 
no right to inquire into my way of life." 

" That is very true. As I knew not that I had a son, I could 
not educate or maintain him. Nevertheless, when one is asked 
to acknowledge a son — you are perhaps an apprentice to this 
pepperer or saddler." 

" I am no 'prentice, my lord." 

" You may be a highwayman, for aught I know.'* 
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" I am no highwayman. I am a scholar. I have been edu- 
cated by churchmen in the hope of myself entering into holy 
orders." This, I take it, was a figurative way of putting the 
truth. 

'< Pray do not let me stand in the way of so laudable an am- 
bition." 

" I have abandoned that hope." 

" You have studied at Oxford or Cambridge ?" 

" No, my lord, my slender means forbade. My utmost ambi- 
tion was to obtain holy orders through the interest of friends, 
and so get a curacy or evening lecturer — a humble ambition, so 
long as I knew not my parentage." 

" Humph ! I suppose you are surrounded by low companions 
and friends ?" 

" I haver never been able to afford to consort with gentlemen, 
and with the baser kind I would not consort. I have no com- 
panions and no friends. None, that is, who will hinder me or 
keep me down, or make me ashamed of the past." 

His lordship kept looking at him steadily and curiously. " I 
believe you are my son," he said. " I repeat that I believe so 
much. As to being my lawful son — well — that is different. 
What have you learned ? What can you do ? How do I know 
whether I shall tolerate you about me ? There are not many 
whom I endure near me. I am exacting. I want to be pleased. 
What are your arts or accomplishments, if you have any ?" 

" I confess, my lord, that I am ignorant of the polite world. 
But I can learn its manners. Meantime, I am not without ac- 
complishment. I can play cards with you, if you want amuse- 
ment. I can read French to you, if you want reading. I can 
play or sing to you. Would you like to hear me ?" 

" In my youth I loved music, and excelled in it. I am now old, 
and my fingers are stiff. You may play me something." 

There was a harpsichord in the room. Richard Archer sat 
down and struck the keys with a masterly hand. Then he sang 
a song — one of the old rollicking love-ditties which used to be 
popular. 

When he had finished, Lord Aldeburgh nodded, still looking 

thoughtfully. Richard Archer rose. He saw lying on a chair 

a violin-case. He opened it, and took out the violin. " Ah I" 

he said, '' this is a finer instrument than I have ever had in my 

22 
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hands before." He began to tune it. " I will now play your 
lordship a very different thing." 

He did : he played some piece which he had learned, I know 
not where — some piece of Italian music, full of passion and of 
tenderness. When he had finished he made a low bow, holding 
the violin in one hand and the bow in another. 

'^ Ah !" said his lordship, << it is long since I heard that piece. 
Hark ye, Mr. Richard Archer : I like your music. Sit down op- 
posite me — there. You are poor, I suppose ?" 

" Your lordship is always right." 

'< Such playing as this should, with some further tuition, make 
thee fit to play in concerts and operas. Would that suit your 
ambition ?" 

" My lord, I would be a gentleman." 

" You want money ? Of course you want money." 'He lugged 
out his purse, which, not because he wanted it, but from old 
habit, he kept full. '* Here is all I have with me. I think there 
are ninety guineas." 

Richard's eyes sparkled. Ninety guineas I He bowed, and 
took the purse. 

" Does that content you ?" 

" By no means, my lord. I would be a gentleman." 

" I will give you more money if you will come and play to me 
often. Oh ! I can get musicians, singing women, dancing women 
— what not — ^to amuse me. I will pay you instead." 

Richard bowed. 

" Your lordship means that you can command me. But — I 
wish to be a gentleman." 

" If you will play cards with me I will give you more money ; 
if you will talk to me — ^but you know nothing about polite so- 
ciety." 

" Nothing at alL It will be an amusement for your lordship 
to instruct me ; it will help to make me a gentleman." 

Lord Aldeburgh inclined his head gravely, never taking his 
eyes from the young man's face. 

" Well, what will satisfy you ? I would willingly do some- 
thing for you, short of — But that you cannot expect. What 
is the least that will satisfy you ?" 

" For the present your recognition. Let the world know that 
I am your son ; let them think, if you please, that I am your 
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natural son ; with that, for the time, I shall be well content. 
^Hfen I can be received as a gentleman." 

" Have your own way, then. Call yourself my son. It will 
not hurt me if a dozen young men call themselves my sons, so 
long as they do not also call themselves my heirs." 

His lordship rang the small silver bell that stood on the table. 

" Tell the people," he spoke to his valet, " that this young 
gentleman is my son — you hear? — my son." The man bowed 
respectfully. "He must receive the respect due to — ^my son. 
He will have a room here, if he pleases. He will come and go 
as he pleases. You will obey his orders as if they were my own. 
Eichard Archer, if you please, you can call yourself the son of a 
nobleman. You can imagine to yourself that this makes you a 
gentleman. Are you content ?" 

He held out his hand, and his son rose and took it, bending low. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

sister katherinb finds out. 



" Lord ha' mercy I who would dream, Sylvia, that you were 
at death's door for six long months and more ?" 

" Was it so long. Sister Katherine ?" , 

" So thin that a body could see through you, as they say, and 
so feeble that you could hardly stand, and never without tears 
in your eyes and despair in your face ; and now you are rosy 
and strong, and can sing again and laugh, although we have lost 
the boys, and your lover has gone out to the other end of the 
world, and will be eaten by cannibals, for all you know." 

" Sister, I laugh and sing, because whatever has happened to 
them, all will come right in the end — I know it." 

" Has old Margery foretold it ?" 

" Nay, I have not gone to the fortune-teller. Nevertheless, I 
am assured. Yet a year or two, and all will be well." 

" Tell me, child, if you can, what caused it? For out of this 
trouble sprang all the rest." 

" I know not, indeed. I was as one encompassed with an 
evil spirit, so that I could neither say nor do the things which I 
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wished. I was, I say, possessed by an evil spirit. That is cer- 
tain. But Dame Margery knows more than most about it. I 
like not to think of that time. I cannot look behind me. It 
terrifies me. I look forward. George — I say to myself — will 
come back again. Somehow, we shall all be happy yet." 

There was certainly room for improvement in the point of 
happiness. An abiding sadness now lay upon the two families, 
affected by the events already narrated. The lieutenant, always 
a silent man, now sat in gloom ; he could neither forgive his son, 
nor could he find it in his heart to condemn him, seeing that he 
had been touched in his mind, and was not himself. Moreover, 
he had been heavily punished. Yet his own son was a rebel 
and a traitor; he had been tried and sentenced as such; he was 
close to hanging, almost as close as any man ever was. This 
disgrace affected him profoundly ; it was a family disgrace. 

Observe. The family named Bayssallance has lived in St 
Katherine's Precinct for two hundred and fifty years. It has 
hardly ever left this part of London ; it is not connected with 
any great house, or even with the substantial merchants of the 
city ; the lieutenant who bore his majesty's commission was the 
first of the family who could write himself gentleman. The 
disgrace to the family could, therefore, be felt by few or none, 
except himself and Sister Eatherine. Nobody in the Precinct 
heeded any disgrace ; nay, I think that the humble folk, in their 
ignorance, thought it was a great day for the house of Bayssal- 
lance when one of their number was put up to a public trial on 
such a grand charge as that of high treason. Many of them 
went in daily danger of a trial for theft — which also led to the 
gallows. But high treason — ^rebellion — ^that was another thing ! 

Again, the family named Comines, or De Comines, commonly 
called Cummins, was equally unknown outside the Precinct, 
where it, too, had lived for two hundred and fifty years. Such 
disgrace as was involved in my own trial was felt by none out- 
side the walls of the Hospital. Yet they were all disgraced. 

" It is not, lieutenant," said my father, " the exile of the boys 
that weighs upon me. In that respect they are little worse than 
when you went to fight his majesty's battles. It is the family 
disgrace." 

" It is the family disgrace, Mr. Comines." 

" If I walk abroad, the people look after me. When I visit 
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the City, which is not often, they turn to look upon a man whose 
son is a traitor. Last week I was as far west as Charing Cross. 
Even there they pointed to me as the father of a traitor." 

The lieutenant nodded gloomily. It was the disgrace — ^the 
family disgrace — that he felt. 

" Sylvia, child," said Sister Katherine, " what made you say, 
just now, that the old woman, Margery Habbijam, knew more 
than most ?" 

'< Because she comes and looks upon me curiously ; and she 
asks me questions as to when the fit left me, when I ceased to 
feel the oppression and the like. And she asks if all is as it 
was before with me, meaning if I am in the same mind as re- 
gards George. Then she nods her head and winks, and says 
that since he has gone away all will be well." 

"Who is he?" 

" I know not ; but she knows." 

« K Margery Habbijam knows anything about it, she will 
have to tell me," said Sister Eatherine, resolutely ; " I will tear 
it out of her." 

She walked to the wise woman's house in Hamlet Court. It 
was in the morning, when the old woman sat for the most part 
alone with her pipe and her cards. 

" Dame," said Sister Eatherine, << I am come to ask a ques- 
tion." 

" Is it of the future or of the present ?" asked the witch. 
" Shall I tell you, madam, of the safety of your nephew and 
Master Nevill ? Last night I inquired of the cards, and I found 
they were in a storm. I inquired further, and I learned that 
they will get through safely, and presently land on the foreign 
coast." 

" Never mind your fortune - telling, though you may be as 
wise as a wisp and as cunning as Captain Drake. Come, dame, 
they say you know one point more than the devil. Tell me, 
and tell me true, who bewitched Sylvia Comines ?" 

The old lady made no reply* 

" Tell me, I say, who did the mischief ? Bewitched she was. 
Of that there is no doubt, whatever they say. A girl does not 
fall into a fit of loathing, and remain in it against her will for 
six months, and sink into the very jaws of death, and then sud' 
denly recover and be strong again in a single day, by any natural 
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disorder. Sylvia says yon know more about it than most 
Well, I have had my suspicions all along. Out with it, there- 
fore ! If you think to escape, you will find you have put your 
dish at the wrong man's door. No, no. Fve got this crow to 
pluck with you. Ease your mind, therefore, and out with alL" 

^^ What should I know about the girl's fancies f ' 

^< Hark ye, dame, it is an open shame — and one that should 
be looked into— that in a religious Foundation like St. Eather- 
ine's a witch should be suffered to live. This, I say, must be 
seen into. Thou art old now, and to turn thee out of the Pre- 
cinct — ^yea, and out of the parts aroimd the Precinct, which 
might also be done— would deprive thee of thy daily bread. 
Look to it, therefore." 

** You are hard on me, madam," said the dame. " You are 
cruel hard. What have I to do with Sylvia Comines ? I have 
never so much as wished harm to that poor child." 

" Clear thyself, therefore. Nay, now I think of it, the high 
bailifE himself shall deal with the case in our ecclesiastical 
court, which is ordered and provided for all such offences 
against holy church. It cannot be denied that for many years 
thy livelihood hath been that of a witch, or wise woman* This 
may be winked at by the law, but it is not allowed. The clink 
of the Precinct has not seen a prisoner within its walls for many 
years, but still it stands, and there is still a servant of the Hos- 
pital called the jailer. Think, therefore." 

'< The man who did it is gone away. He will do no more 
harm. But if he knew that I had told, there might be more 
mischief — oh, much more ! He is a bad and wicked man ; he 
has no fear of the Lord." 

" Who is the man ?" 

'< Eichard Archer," she replied, thus driven into a comer out 
of which there was no escape. 

" What had Richard Archer to do with Sylvia?" 

<* He fell in love with her, and she was promised to another 
man — and she was too high for him at that time." 

** Hoity-toity ! Richard Archer, the schoolmaster, fall in love 
with the daughter of the high bailiff ? Heard one ever the like ? 
What did Sylvia say to this ?" 

'' She said nothing. She knew and suspected nothing." 

^^ WelL But even if he ventured to ^nk such thoughts, 
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fancy is free ; though from golden dreams we wake up hungry, 
and hasty climbers have sudden falls, and the higher gets the 
ape the more he shows his tail, yet a cat may look at a king. 
WeU, if she knew nothing, no harm was done." 

" Nay, but he fell into envy and hatred. He hated every- 
body about the girl — the man whom she loved, her brother, her 
father, her friends." 

" Oh ! And it was for this that he turned king's evidence — 
the villain i" 

" Nay, more, madam," said the old witch, earnestly. " It 
was this man Archer — ^Richard Archer himself, and none oth- 
er — ^bewitched the girl, if you call that witchcraft which was 
only the evil eye. Yes, evil eye and evil heart — ^nothing but 
that." 

"What do you mean?" cried Sister Eatherine, startled. 
« What is that ?" 

Margery told her what you have heard already. 

I have said before, and again I say it, that I do not believe in 
this alleged witchcraft of any man's eye ; nor can I believe that 
the Lord woiild intrust any man, even the most saintly, with 
such power, by the exercise of which he might overwhelm the 
people around him — nay, his town, his country, the whole world 
(where shall we stop ?)— in ruin and destruction. 

Yet it is true that the first fit into -which Sylvia fell corre- 
sponds with the time when this man learned the secret (or 
thought he learned it) of his dreadful power to work mischief. 
I say again, I cannot believe it. Think of being born with the 
power to cause evil— evil perpetually — as much evil and disaster 
as you please — ^but never any good whatever ! This — apart 
from the agonies of the fiames— is to be damned. Nothing less. 
I cannot believe it ; yet the time corresponded. Also, it was 
not until then that disaster fell upon George, or upon me, who 
might have continued unmolested and unsuspected in my ob- 
scure club of Snugs. And the end of it — ^the reprieve, the 
king's clemency, and Sylvia's recovery — also strangely corre- 
sponded. Yet I cannot believe it. 

"I am in amazement," said Sister Katherine. "What? 
Eichard Archer the cause of all ? Why not tell us at once ?" 

" Because I could prove nothing. Who would have believed 
me?" 



344 ST. kathebikb's bt the towkr. 

" Richard Archer ? I remember him, a barefoot boy, sitting 
on a door-step. Richard Archer I" 

So one might remember a torch when it was but a bit of 
resinous pine ; yet it has burned down a great cathedral 

" Evil eye and evil heart," said the old woman. 

" I cannot believe it. The thing is monstrous." 

"Yet it is true. Madam," said Dame Margery, "we have 
been wise women, from mother to daughter, for six generations 
at least. I learned the signs of evil eye long ago ; •yet never 
before have I met a case. It is rare in this country. Yet — " 

" Evil eye ! How can one believe that a man with such a 
fatal power would use it with such wickedness ?" 

" Richard Archer is now another man,*" the dame concluded. 
" He is in prosperity. His father, who is a great lord, hath rec- 
ognized him. He will be the heir — at least, I hear as much. 
His mother, your honor's needlewoman, is now, I suppose— for 
I have not heard how she fares — a fine madam, and may call 
herself ^ ladyship,' if she so pleases. He now wishes evil to no 
one. Nay, if he wished ill to Sylvia again, nothing would come 
of it, because he has gone away. She is no longer within his 
power." . 

" I am in amazement," said Sister Eatherine. " I know not 
what to say, nor what to think. Richard Archer a great man ! 
Richard Archer to have the power — what do you call it ? — ^the 
power of the evil eyel And we who sat in the church every 
Sunday to hear him play I Why, the devil himself — ^" Here 
she stopped, overwhelmed. 

" What think you now, madam ? Had I not cause to say, 
when I did say it, that they who caused might cure ? Would 
their reverences of the Chapter House believe me if I were to 
tell them this story ?" 

Sister Eatherine rose slowly. 

" I know not what to think," she replied : " except, as th6 old 
saw says, ' God is still where he was before.' " 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

PABAMATTA. 

Two years and a half elapsed before any letters or news from 
England reached us. Ships arrived bringing out more convicts; 
we learned by them the progress of the war, of which there 
seemed to promise no ending ; of private news or letters we had 
none. 

The settlement of Sydney (wrongly spoken of as Botany Bay) 
lies in a part of the world as remote from the British shores, 
unless it be some island of the Pacific Ocean, as can anywhere 
be found. That is reckoned a fair voyage when no more than 
eight months are spent at sea ; our own voyage out took eight 
months and a half. One sails, indeed, half round the world 
when one goes to Australia. This is a very great undertaking, 
and we may admire the ingenuity of man in devising a machine 
so perfectly adapted to its purpose as a ship which shall traverse 
this vast extent of water with no more risk than that of storm 
or sunken rock, and which shall carry on board provisions for 
three hundred men during this long period. 

One cannot pretend that a voyage on board a convict trans- 
port is the most agreeable mode of travelling, nor that one 
would choose the rank and position of a private in the regiment 
of Royal Marines for such a voyage ; but some of those on 
board the Golden Chrove had no choice — of these, I was one. 
My lot might have been harder, for I might, like George, have 
had to herd with the wretches whom we were conveying to a 
condition as near slavery as the laws of the country will allow. 

The chief duty of the marines was to guard the ship, to pre- 
serve order, and to keep the convicts in safety. We were on 
guard day and night ; when the convicts were taking the air on 
deck the guard was trebled ; on the quarter-deck three cannon- 
ades were placed loaded with grape and commanding the whole 
deck; the officers of the ship, as well as the marinesi went 
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aboat their work armed with pistol and hanger ; the sentries had> 
loaded guns and fixed bayonets. There were but six-and-thirty 
marines for this service, so that — with the polishing of arms 
and accoutrements, and such drill as was held on board — ^there 
was not much time for repining over hardships. Nay, I felt no 
hardships ; there were none of which a young fellow could com- 
plain. I have already explained how my officers had been in- 
fluenced in my behalf. I was neither bullied nor treated with 
more severity than the rest ; and as for companions, mine were 
the most honest fellows in the world : some were veterans, who 
took out their wives and families and intended to make the 
settlement their home ; some were young fellows — country lads 
— drafted upon this service. Those who proposed to become 
settlers were full of hope : the climate of Australia, they said, 
was beautiful ; the soil was fertile beyond all belief ; it was a 
land of plenty ; it was another Canaan. 

The provisions on board were wholesome and abundant ; salt 
junk, pork, and biscuit do very weU for hungry men at sea; 
one quickly learns to relish the ration of rum. When we put 
in at Santa Cruz and at the Cape of Good Hope, we took on 
board fresh water, vegetables, fruit, and fish. Sometimes we 
hooked a shark. We had no scurvy on board during the whole 
voyage, nor any sickness, except among the convicts, some of 
whom came on board rotten already, and ripe for death. And 
for the most part we had fine weather. If I try to recollect the 
voyage, I find in my mind a memory of smooth ocean, but with 
a roll upon it ; of a ship under full sail, softly gliding over the 
water; of blue skies and a hot sun. One day is exactly like 
another. On the quarter-deck stand the captain of the ship, 
and the captain of marines ; one or two lieutenants or midship- 
men are with them ; the three cannonades point their mouths at 
the deck below ; and in the waist the convicts are lying or sit- 
ting about, ragged and dirty, unshaven and unwashed. Some 
of them are wounded, because they quarrel down below, and 
have fierce fights. After a spell of fresh air they go below, and 
another batch comes up. And so on all day long. When night 
arrives they go below and are made safe till the next morning. 
There cannot be anywhere a more horrible place than the con- 
victs' quarters at night on a transport. They are left in the 
dark, secured ; in the tropics the heat is stifling and insupport- 
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able ; the talk is of nothing but of past villainieS) each man 
making himself out to be the worst man on board the ship ; or, 
if he can, the very wickedest man in the whole world. They 
were brought on board from the hulks, which surely contain the 
finest school of wickedness ever created for the service of the 
devil. They were mostly lost to any feelings of decency ; they 
made each other worse ; their language was as ribald as their 
actions were wicked. I had seen the common felons' side, and 
the Press Yard of Newgate, but these transported convicts were 
far worse than even the sturdy rogues and gin-sodden drabs of 
that horrible prison. 

There is a dreadful uniformity, I have learned, in such voy- 
ages as this. At some time or other a few of the more desper- 
ate form a plot to seize the ship ; it is always discovered in 
time, and the ringleaders are flogged or hanged. Two years 
before I went out, there was a ship, the Alhemarley on board of 
which the plot actually went as f a^ as a rising of the convicts 
and a fight with the crew ; this was owing to the treachery of 
a sailor who gave the men a file to get rid of their irons. The 
ringleader was wounded in the shoulder by the captain, who 
fired his blunderbuss at him ; the rest were driven below, and 
the next day two were hanged. On board the Golden Gfrove 
the conspiracy got very little way, because George himself, who 
had been invited to join in it, publicly revealed the whole plot. 
It was after we left the Cape of Good Hope, the time being 
forenoon. I was on guard on the quarter-deck; the convicts 
were in their place > the day was bright and fine, with a fresh 
breeze and a rolling sea. 

Suddenly a man among the convicts stood up. It was George. 
He called the bo's'n. 

" Hark ye," he said ; " I must speak with the captain." 

" Must ye ? Ah, must ye, then ? You to speak with the cap- 
tain ? Sit quiet, or the captain will speak to your bare back, ye 
mutinous scoundrel." 

" If I were to be flogged for it, I must speak I" 

One of the officers overheard this, and ordered the man to be 
brought aft. So he came and told the officer what he had to say. 

The plot was ready, and would that day have been attempted. 
What need to tell the old story ? There were four men who 
were the leaders. They proposed to seize the arms, kill the 
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officers, and drive the crew and the marines overboard unless 
they sabmitted and joined. These men, their guilt clearly 
proved, were tied up, and had two hundred lashes each. After 
this example we had no further trouble ; but this circumstance 
procured George his freedom. He could not very well be sent 
back among the convicts, who would have murdered him the mo- 
ment he set foot among them. The captain of the marines, there- 
fore, who was in charge of the convicts, consented that he should 
be placed, being a good sailor, in the fo'ksle, and rated as an 
able seaman. To this he was the more inclined as I had already 
told my friend, the sergeant, something of his history, and how 
it was from love and madness that he fell into trouble. So 
George put off very willingly his convict garb, and continued 
until the end of the voyage as a common sailor, and a most 
handy, willing sailor he proved. From time to time, but not 
often, I had private speech with him, and I found that, though 
he bore his lot with fortitude, he no longer showed the cheer- 
fulness which had marked his demeanor when he thought him- 
self called upon to die for the sake of Sylvia. He now cursed 
his own folly and the credulity which caused him to fall an 
easy prey to the villain who compassed his destruction, whereas, 
if he had possessed his soul in patience, Sylvia would have 
returned to him, the fit of madness spent, his mistress and his 
sweetheart once more. 

We sailed from London at the end of December. It was in 
August or September that we arrived at Port Jackson, where 
lies the settlement called Sydney, in New South Wales, which 
is a part of the great island (or the continent) of Australia. 
Strange though it sounds to our ears, this time of year is in 
that climate (where everything is upside down, or reversed) the 
depth of winter, but such a winter as we cannot imagine— a 
winter without frost or snow, when the sun is warm all day 
and only the nights are cold. If August is winter, November 
is spring, and Christmas is summer. 

The settlement of Sydney is as yet wholly inhabited by con- 
victs (those whose terms have expired and continue here as set- 
tlers) and a few old marines, who have no wish to leave a place 
so delightful both for situation and for climate. It lies on the 
south side of the great creek which here runs inland — a no- 
ble piece of water, with beautiful bays, hanging woods, rising 
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grounds, capes, and headlands. The place was first settled five 
years before we landed. It had by this time well-nigh sur- 
moanted its early difficnlties : there was no longer fear of fam- 
ine; the country was planted; there were many farms, and 
already a good show of live-stock. But the majority of the 
people are transported convicts. They are not kept in prisons 
(except the unruly and the hardened), but scattered about in 
cottages and on farms. There is among them a great deal of 
crime; floggings are administered every day, and no one is 
allowed to forget that he is in a penal settlement. This, and 
nothing else, makes the colony sad to those who live in it ; for 
I do not think that anywhere in the world can there bq an air 
more delightful; warm, yet not enfeebling; breezes purer or 
fresher ; a soil more fertile ; fields and gardens more smiling, 
when once the settler has cleared the surface and ploughed the 
earth. 

Natives there are — ^naked blacks who cannot be tamed, and 
who spear any white man they find straggling in the woods. 
But these (like foxes at home) come not near the settled parts. 
Wild creatures are there — ^none to hurt, but plenty of curious 
creatures and strange birds. In the woods there are a great 
quantity of snakes, and these are said to be venomous, yet did 
I never hear of any one dying in consequence of a bite from 
them; whereas, to my certain knowledge, a worthy citizen of 
London, some years ago, lost his life from the bite of a viper 
on Hampstead Heath ; thus you may see that some dangers at 
home are equal to those abroad. Other inconveniences are 
there none, unless a certain hot wind which prevails in the 
summer may be counted. 

This settlement is surely the most lovely of all the outposts 
of Great Britain. It stands alone on a coast which Captain 
Cook has explored, and none but he. The untrodden beach 
stretches a thousand miles north and a thousand miles south ; 
behind it lies a great unknown forest in which many men have 
lost their lives ; behind the forest lies — one knows not what — 
the interior of the great island, which may contain, for all we 
know, people with a civilization, with arts; even with a religion, 
all their own. 

It is almost unnecessary to state that the convicts, on first 
landing, are always trying to escape. Once five men seized a 
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boat and stole away at night, 'twas said. They intended to make 
Otaheite, where Cook's sailors found hospitality so onboonded. 
They were never heard of again. Then one Bryant, with a 
dozen others, including a woman and two children, escaped in 
a boat; they got to Timor in safety, and were there put on 
board an English ship ; but Bryant and eight of the others died 
of their snfEerings. Once a whole party of thirty walked out 
into the woods, intending (such was their ignorance) to walk 
to China ! Most of them perished miserably, but a few were 
picked up and brought back, well-nigh starved. 

Those who do not try to escape are prone to theft and drunk- 
enness. They steal everything — the vegetables in the governor's 
garden, the Lidian com before it is cut, the fruit on the trees ; 
they break open the stores and steal the rum, and, indeed, ev- 
erything else. 

The things they steal they exchange, or try to exchange, for 
drink. They start stills to make rum for themselves ; they col- 
lected gum in the woods, and shells by the seashore, and offered 
them to the sailors of transports, for rum. 

Their dress consists— for the men — of an Osnaburg frock 
and trousers, yam stockings, a hat, and shoes ; and for the wom- 
en, of a cloth petticoat, a coarse shift, yam stockings, and shoes. 
They have allowances and rations from the public stores. They 
have to do a certain amount of daily labor. They lived at first 
in huts, built of the cabbage-tree, and afterwards in wooden- 
frame houses, thatched with grass of the gum-rush. But before 
we arrived they had begun the making of bricks. 

When a. man becomes a settler — that is to say, takes up a 
piece of ground and begins to farm it — ^he receives a plot of 
about thirty acres ; if he is a marine whose time has expired, 
he gets from eighty to two hundred acres, according to his rank. 
And these men, when they are industrious and sober, are now 
fast becoming wealthy, as they have long since been indepen- 
dent. I can conceive of no happier condition for a man than 
to be the owner of a farm large enough to keep him and his 
family in comfort and plenty. There is no money as yet among 
these settlers. May God long postpone the day when the town 
of Sydney shall become great and rich I 

You must not think that Greorge, on arriving in this country, 
was treated like an ordinary criminal, and made to work in a 
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gang. Not at all. The governor sent for him, and informed 
him that he must not expect any reversal of his sentence, that 
he must make up his mind to living in the colony, and that he 
should, if he were wise, make the best of it. 

He therefore offered him a piece of ground of some thirty or 
forty acres— very fine ground — flying in that part of the creek 
where the newer settlement or township, called at first Rose 
Hill and afterwards by the native name of Paramatta, is situ- 
ated. He also offered to assist him at the conmiencement with 
seeds and instruments. 

George accepted the offer with gratitude. He exchanged the 
anchor for the plough, and became a farmer ; and since he was 
one of those men who bring to every task, of life the utmost 
zeal, he became a very good farmer indeed, and now has one 
of the largest farms in the colony, well stocked with cattle, 
sheep, and poultry of all kinds, with orchards and fruit-trees 
and gardens, with fields (arable and pasture), and with farm 
buildings which would delight even a yeoman of Essex. I sup- 
pose some of the convicts, his servants, must have taught him 
the art of agriculture, because, up to the moment when he ac- 
cepted the grant of land he had never, I believe, so much as 
seen a plough, or handled a spade, or wielded a flail 

I have said that it was two years and a half from the day that 
we left Great Britain before any news came to us from home. 
Others received letters, even the convicts ; but to George or to 
myself there came none. 

At that time I was stationed at Paramatta, where there were 
a good many convicts and a company of marines. At the time 
when the letter came with the joyful news which I am about to 
tell you, I was off duty, and sitting in the hot afternoon (for it 
was in January) under the shade of the veranda (which is a sort 
of linney or lean-to in front of a house, put up for shade) of 
George's cottage. The day was drowsy, and I lay half asleep, 
listening to the grinding of the wheel at which George, his shirt 
sleeves rolled up, was sharpening his axe. Thus to sit idly in 
the shade while the pleasant heat warms a man through and 
through, and when one has had an abundant dinner and there 
is no work to be done before sundown, is happiness in itself. 
Such genial warmth we can never feel at home, where it is only 
hot for about three days, and before we have grown accustomed 



I 



352 ST. KATHBRimE's BT THB TOWBR. 

to the change there comes a thunder-stonn, and it is again cold 
and damp. 

Why, what panishmeht is it for a man to be sent into such a 
country with such a climate? It should be a reward; we 
should keep our most gloomy islands, our Shetlands and Ork- 
neys and Hebrides, for our convicts, and this lovely country, 
these soft airs, this fertile soil, and this land of milk and honey, 
we should keep for the honest and industrious; we should 
make them yeomen in the new land. 

Alas ! there can be but little wisdom in a people whose states- 
men thus bestow the choicest gifts and blessings which the Lord 
hath placed in their hands upon the most worthless. Tet with 
every transport there never failed to arrive three or four honest 
artificers as settlers, free and worthy men, from whom there will 
surely spring a sturdy stock. And as for these convicts, the 
worst of them die quickly, their bodies being corrupted by 
strong drink, and that the worst that can be made. Those who 
settle in the place, and marry and live soberly, must be held 
to have redeemed their characters, and so are the equals of 
those who have ^Iways been free. 

While, therefore, I was lying thus, half asleep, there came to 
the cottage the captain's orderly, with a sunmions for me. 
I arose quickly, put on my stock, which for coolness I had 
thrown off, buckled my belt, and followed, wondering what the 
captain wanted me for, half afraid that there might have been 
some infraction of discipline. The captain was sitting at his ease 
in a long chair made of cane, more like a bed than a chair. He 
rose, however, and took from the table a great sheet of written 
paper with a seal upon it. 

. " Private Comines," he said, " I have a communication from 
his excellency the governor. Here is the essential part of it " 
(he read from the paper) : 

" *In consideration of the said Nevill Comines*s youth, and of 
his previous good character, his gracious majesty the king has 
consented to remit the remainder of the term for which the said 
Nevill Comines is now serving in the regiment of Royal Marines, 
and to allow the said Nevill Comines to return to his own home, 
or to reside in any part of his majesty's dominions that he niay 
choose; always provided that his majesty's service suffers no 
detriment by the retirement of the said Nevill Comines, and 
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that his commanding officer shall have power^ should the service 
require, to retain said Nevill Comines in the force.' 

''This is the communication which his excellency sends to 
me. I could, I believe, insist upon keeping you by the terms of 
this document, and indeed I am loath to suffer so excellent a sol- 
dier, and so well-behaved a man, whose example has proved of 
great benefit, to depart. But I will not stand in your way. 
You are no longer a Royal Marine. Go to Sydney, get a civilian 
dress, pay your respects to his excellency, and depart in peace 
as soon as the ship leaves port.'' 

I stood stupefied. 

" Since you are no longer under my command, Mr. Nevill 
Comines," the captain continued, '' I may now shake hands with 
you as one gentleman with another." He very kindly did so. 
'' I have next to give you a packet which also arrived in the 
maiL I hope, sir, that it contains good news. When you have 
put off your uniform I shall be very glad of your company to 
crack a bottle." 

So, I was free. 

I ran to tell the news to George. 

"I am released, George!" I cried. "I can quit the service 
and go home — I am pardoned I" 

" And I ?" he asked. 

We are selfish creatures. I thought only of my own freedom. 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

LETTERS FROM HOME. 



" You are free, at least, lad," said George, after a moment. 
" You will go home, and I — I must remain here for the whole 
term of my natural life. The place is a Paradise ; I have all 
that a man can ask, but for one thing, and that turns heaven 
into heU." 

There was no word of comfort or of consolation to be said ; 
for the one thing which was wanted — ^how could that be at- 
tained? 

Then I opened the packet given to me by the captain. There 
23 
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were one, two, three, four, five letters in it — two for Greorge and 
three for myself. 

The first was from the prebendary : 



a 



My dear Nevill," he said, ^ yoa should reoeire this letter, unless the ship 
founders on the ocean, about the same time^ or shortly after, the good news 
which the govemor of the settlement, or your commanding officer, will hare 
communicated to you. 

*' Tour pardon has been obtained, not without difficulty, because other and 
more heinous offenders have been tried for similar incitements to sedition, 
and the temper of the country against all such is strong, and growing, thank 
God, stronger. Nevertheless, through the good offices of the Ifaster of St^ 
Katherine's and the favorable report received from the governor of your set- 
tlement, we have at length obtained permission for you to leave the service 
and to return home. 

** We have been equally anxious to obtain pardon for George, but hitherto 
without avaiL It has been decided, one must admit with wisdom, that a 
young man so hot-headed as to lead a party of rioters, crying out for the 
downfall of the king, is best bestowed in a place where he will not be again 
tempted, and where, should he unhappily be tempted and fall, he will cer- 
tainly be hanged. Therefore, inform George that he must resign himself to 
continuing where he is, and must make the best of it. From the last ad- 
vices" (we had both written letters home to which no answer had come) *' it 
appears that he is in good condition, flourishing in worldly affairs, and in 
good heart Therefore, I am under little anxiety concerning him. Should 
he obtain a pardon and come home, what would he do ? He must go back 
to his old trade and begin that again, for the crown hath confiscated his 
property. Oak-apple Dock, that possession which was to make his fortune 
and enable him to marry and live as a respectable and substantial citizen, 
is now sold to another man. See how the plans of mortals are destroyed. 
Sylvia, poor child ! already saw herself the wife of such a man, sober, wor- 
thy, respected by alL I, who have no children of my own, and therefore 
love the children of my neighbors, thought to increase their happiness by 
gifts of my own ; I would present Greorge with the redemption of his livery 
in my own company ; I would be godfather to their children, and remember 
them in my last will and testament Now, what can I do ? 

" Sylvia, whose strange possession (if I may so call it) was the beginning 
of all this trouble, is now as love-sick as she was formerly filled with unnat- 
ural loathing. Nothing will serve her — ^but she hath written a letter in h6r 
own hand which will inform you of her desires. 

^ We shall expect your return, if Heaven send you safe home, in a year 
and a half, or thereabouts. Your mother is greatly changed for the better 
since the good news, and your father, who himself writes with tliis, has re- 
sumed his former cheerfulness. Now for the future. Since your place in 
the admiralty is lost, I have considered what will be best ; I can think of 
nothing better than the Hospital itself, and the succession to your father's 
post when he vacates it It is a peaceful and honorable employment Ton 
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will live retired. Should you embrace any calling which would take you 
much into the company of men, you would be annoyed continually by ques- 
tions concerning Botany Bay and the service of the Royal Marines, and you 
would hear references by the unfeeling and the cruel to trials at the Old 
Bailey and the condemned cell ; from these and like rubs and annoyances I 
would willingly save thee." 

More this good and kind patron added by way of exhortation. 

Then I oponed and read the other letters in the packet. 

The first was from my father, in which he conveyed to me 
his forgiveness for the past and his blessing for the future. 
There was also enclosed a draft upon his excellency the gov- 
ernor for fifty pounds, which was as welcome as the roses in 
June. The second was from none other than the old mar- 
quis: 

" My dear young friend," he said, '* you will, by the time you read these 
lines, have received your pardon ; we may therefore expect you home once 
more, though not at the same time your partner in misfortune. Reasons 
which you may understand prevented me from visiting you in prison ; I could 
not, at my age, expose myself to the risk of recognition as a former mem- 
ber (or brother) of the Sublime Society of Snugs. Alas t I have been disap- 
pointed in my Snugs. I thought I had chanced upon the Jacobins at least. 
Where are they now ? Denounced by their most zealous member ; scattered, 
dispersed. There is no longer a Olub of Snugs. The landlord, with whom I 
conversed the other day, has now established a new club. They are called 
the Merry Mummers. Every Saturday evening they meet in the room sacred 
to the memory of the departed Snugs. They drink, they talk, they smoke to- 
bacco, they sing, they get fuddled ; but, my friend, always with the doors 
wide open. 

*' Since, therefore, I am unable to watch the progress of the English Rev- 
olution as I once expected, nothing remains but to consider that of my own 
country. There is presented before the eyes of the world at this moment the 
most interesting of all experiments. The French people, for whom your gen- 
erous heart once bled, hare at last become convinced that they have all the 
power and all the liberty that exists. Under this belief, having finished the 
little excesses with which they naturally began, they are doing great things. 
I know not what greater things they will do, or what will be the end. Cer- 
tain it is that the mass of mankind, who speedily grow tired with shouting 
for liberty, settle down with patience under the rule of new masters. It is 
the law of man to obey ; the exceptions are those who are born to command. 
When such an exception is found within the rank and file he becomes a 
mutinous rascal, and is flogged, shot, or hanged. Oome back, my generous 
friend, before I die. Let us together witness the triumphs of the people un- 
der their new mistress, whom they call Liberty. This sweet princess will, in 
a short time, I clearly perceive, put on a masculine visage and male attire ; 
she carries already a naked sword. She will then assume a crown (one of the 
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old crowns), and she will be called imperator, or dictator, or consul — anything 
but rex. She will become absolute ; and the people — ^the people— they wiU 
still rejoice in their newly acquired liberty. As for me, though I am now 
old, and can live but a short time longer, it is pleasing to have seen realized 
the dreams of so many wise men, philosophers, freethinkers, and generous 
youth. To this have the dreams brought us. 

" Come quickly home, my friend. We are tritUt, The Precinct, never 
lively, is now unspeakably melancholy. The new schoolmaster is a young 
man of modesty and worth ; I miss the turbulent, wrathful soul and the flash- 
ing eye (the evil eye) of his predecessor. Tour father, who has been more 
than Roman (Gallo-Roman) in the treatment of a son who has sinned ag^unst 
the state, has now signified his forgiveness. The period of family mourning 
has spent itself. We therefore resume our party of whist. 

" Last night — ^to you it will be eight months ago — ^I met once more that 
fiery soul who caused so much private mischief with his devil of an eye, pro- 
claimed the British republic for the destruction of his friends, and betrayed 
them to the government. A good hater, this man ! I saw him at a hell in 
St Jameses Street, a place where, when by chance I find myself possessed of 
a few pieces, I repair for the purpose of increasing their number if fortune 
favors me. The man, Richard Archer, has turned out to be the son of a 
noble lord — some say, his lawful son and heir, but that is not certain. This 
fact may account for his ambition, his hatred, and his malignity. He is now, 
it is stated, acknowledged to be the son of this great personage, and keeps up 
a fine state, though his mother has returned to the Precinct, where, after 
making due submission, she is allowed by the ladies once more to make and 
mend their frocks. So that I believe nothing concerning his legitimacy. He 
was dressed like a young man of fortune, and was playing at the table with 
great success. Round him were gathered the usual throng of those who 
duster about a winning gamester. From their conversation I gathered that 
he is a successful player. 

'* I waited and watched. When he left the table he must have won more 
than a thousand pounds. As he passed me I saluted him gravely. 
** * Have you forgotten me, Mr. Archer.' 

" He changed color and started, but presently recovered himself, and at- 
tempted to laugh. 

** * I did not expect to meet you here, marquis. I wish you good luck.' 
** * Where did we meet last, Mr. Archer?' I asked him. 
** * In a part of the town which need not be mentioned, marquis,' he re- 
plied, with an impudent laugh. 

'* I might have reminded him that it was a certain society of republican 
principles, against whose members he afterwards turned informer. But I 
could not — ^first, because it was not convenient in such a conxpany to ac- 
knowledge that I too frequented the club, even as a philosopher. The ac- 
tions of philosophers are sometimes misunderstood. Next, I could not so 
remind him, because I can no longer use my sword arm, and a man who can- 
not fight must not insult any other man. To tell a villain the plain truth is 
a privilege which I lost forever about the age of seventy-five. The extermi- 
nation of vermin is the work of younger men. 
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"He waited a moment, but I made no reply. Therefore the company 
laughed, thmking no doubt that we had last met in some place of assignation 
and intrigue, and our friend the villain walked away, jingling his guineas in 
his pocket 

** His appearance and manners are those of the bold highwayman, the ruf- 
fling swashbuckler, the led captain, the bully of the coffee-house. Tet he 
boasts that he is the lawful son and heir of a noble lord. iSe is a lucky 
player. He has the deviPs luck, which carries a man along triumphantly for 
a year and a day and then changes. He will arrive, I doubt not, at some bad 
end. Most likely he will die in a duel 

'* Ck)me home quickly, Nevill, if it be only to seek out this man and to in- 
sult him before all the brave company as king's evidence — informer — spy — 
and former conspirator. Come home. Insult him. Fight him. Kill him. 
It is your duty. I long to see this man either killed or hurled back again 
into the mud and gutter to which he belongs. 

" I remain, my dear young friend, 
" Your devoted, 

"DbRosnay." 

I read this letter through, slowly. Archer was the son of a 
great lord. Well, life is full of changes and chances. Yet, the 
higher a man cUmbs the more conspicuous is his history. When 
such as he lie hidden in obscurity, who inquires whether or no 
they have at one time been king's evidence, government inform- 
ers, or spies ? 

There was one more letter. It was from Sylvia. 

"Dkab Bbothes,'* she said, '*it is two years since you sailed away— yoh 
and George. We are sad without you. I think of you and pray for you 
every day. And now you have been pardoned and are coming home. But 
George must remain behind. Dear brother, I cannot bear that he should be 
alone in that distant country. Yet you must come home for my mother's 
sake. She has suffered more than any one over this business. I cannot bear 
to think that he should be left quite alone without a single friend among the 
black savages and wretched convicts. Who will care for him? Who will 
attend to him and work for him f 

'* Dear brother, I have made up my mind what is my bounden duty in this 
matter. It is that I should brave the long voyage and leave my father and 
my mother, and go out to George. I am persuaded that this is right for me 
to do. Consider — ^I love him so, that I am always thinking about him. No 
other man could I endure even to think of as my husband. And there is no 
one in Australia (of that I am sure) whom he could marry. Thus, if I go not 
out to him, I remain without a husband and he without a wife. I am a 
charge to you, who will, doubtless, in due course, have your own wife and 
children, and he will be solitary and unhappy to the end of his days. I have 
opened the matter to Sister Eatberine, who weeps to think that she shall 
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Deter see the boj egun, and to Dr. honjTDer^ who hatib not jet g^vcn me Ini 
opinion, but is mocfa mored at m j proposaL 

**Dear brother, help me in this matter. It maj be thai mj father and 
mother win gire me the pennission which I seek. It is a terrible thing to aak, 
becanae I ma j nerer hope to see again any of my own kith and kin. Yet it 
is mj doty to my krer. Help me thus. Sit down and write to mother. Tefl 
her that George being left alone, and refosed any hope of pardon, most needs 
hare a wife ; and that he will take no other wife but me— Sylria. Therefore^ 
that I — Sylria — ^who is promised to him, most go on board shq>— tiie lint 
eonyict transport that sails, and so join my lorer and be married to him by 
the cfa^lain of the settlement. Tdl her, further, that jon cannot leave 
George alone, and that yon will wait with him until yoor sister airitea. I 
think that then they will not ref nse, but for the sake ci getting jon hone 
again th^ will let me go. FarewdL** 

When I had read this letter I looked up. George had a 
letter in his hand — also in Sylvia's writing — and was staring 
straight before him across the creek, the tears in his eyes. 

^ What does she say, George f ' I asked. " Nay, I seek not 
to know the contents of yonr letter, which are all for yoor own 
eyes, but you shall hear what Sylvia says to me.** 

With that I read her letter to me. 

^'How can I suffer this sacrifice f he cried. ^That she 
should leave h^ home and endnre the hardships of the long 
voyage, and come out to live with me in this rude place ! No, 
no— I cannot — ^I must not — suffer it.'' 

Well, we talked it ofer. As for me, I perceived at the outset 
that Sylvia's project must be carried into effect Why, all this 
trouble — the whole trouble — was b^un by her strange conduct : 
it was due to George, if only by way of reparation, that sh^ 
should come out to him. In no other way would he ever enjoy 
any happiness. 

'' But Sylvia — ^my tender Sylvia," he said. ^ Can she live in 
a hut such as this f* 

** Tour tender Sylvia," I replied, ** who at home gets up at 
six, makes the puddings and the pies, the cakes and the pre- 
serves and the wine, can do all that you want here. What else 
is there for her to do ? Then this hut, which is as comfortable 
a frame-house as there is in the settlement, can be built bigger 
when you grow richer. Why, already you have a farm-yard 
which would look well in England : there are your cattle, your 
sheep, and your pigs^ yonr geese, and yonr fowls. Every y^ar 
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you will extend your borders ; you will sell your produce to the 
settlement ; you will add to the number of your servants. This 
hut shall become a substantial dwelling-house of brick, as big as 
the governor's; this garden in front shall become a spacious 
lawn; you, who now dress in rough Osnaburg, little better 
than the convicts, your servants, will go in broadcloth. You 
will grow rich here, George. Hardship ? What hardship to 
breathe this fragrant air ; to watch yonder lovely creek ; to eat 
the fruits of your own country in this distant land ? Is there 
any hardship in love ? Talk not to me of hardship. There will 
be none, believe me, except the separation from her parents and 
friends. And this, George, by the beneficent operation of nat- 
ure, will be speedily made up to her by new ties, more tender 
stiU." 

"But the voyage. How will she endure the voyage? Who 
will take care of her ?'* 

" The captain of the ship, the officers of the ship, and the 
officers of the marines on board will be as tender over her as 
over a baby. And among the wives of the marines or the free 
settlers there will surely be some honest woman who will become 
her maid or her nurse, whichever you please. No more words, 
George," I cried, clapping my hand upon his shoulder. ** She 
must come. When you are fairly married, then — ^and not be- 
fore — with a contented heart will I leave this place and go home 
again, if I am permitted to win my native shores in safety." 



CHAPTER XXVffl. 



THB DBVIl's luck. 



The devil's luck — which, as the marquis said, would run for 
a year and a day — came, in fact, to a sudden end. I know not 
what part the devil plays in these affairs ; but certainly the 
profiigate, the gambler, the robber — ^he who pursues any course 
of crime or madness — seems always allowed at the outset a 
clear course. He is overtaken by no punishment for his profli- 
gacy : he wins when he gambles ; he is not detected when he 
robs — ^f or a time. Then — crash 1— comes the end of it, with de- 
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tectioiiy rain, or bodily disease. The thread is cut ; the course 
is ran : exit prodigal son. 

So complete an end was pat to Richard Archer's course that 
when I came home, resolved apon finding ont the man, and, if 
possible, npon exposing him before some great company, be- 
hold ! there was no Richard Archer left He was gone. The 
toils that he had laid for others canght his feet, too. Bat, while 
we escaped with grievoos woands, he was entirely destroyed. 
The wise woman prophesied trae things ; so that I am the more 
convinced, the longer I think of this strange story, of what I 
said at the ontset, that the gift of prophecy is the power of 
reading a man's character and disposition with the knowledge 
of what will resnlt, given snch a character and snch a disposi- 
tion. This spoiled darling of fortune continued his victorious 
career, therefore, for a certain time. Daring this interval every- 
thing went well with him. He grew— or seemed to grow — in 
daily favor with his father, who gave him money in abundance 
— ^money as much as he asked for ; but promised nothing, and 
entered into no engagement with him for the future, so that he 
was, in reality, little advanced in his main purpose, which was 
the succession, not only to what he considered certain, the title 
and the lands, but also to the great personal property of his 
father. 

With this object he was assiduous in his court, visiting the 
old lord daily, making music for him, conversing with him, 
plapng cards with him, and telling him stories and scandals of 
the company with whom he consorted. Lord Aldeburgh treated 
him with indulgence, watching him, listening curiously, smiling 
at his adventures, and pushing him gently down the flowery 
slope on which the young man was eagerly devouring the fruits 
which poison the soul. So that for two short years there was 
no pleasure which Richard Archer desired but he was provided 
with the money at least to buy it. As for his mother, he very 
soon neglected her, and suffered her to go back again to the 
Precinct, where she returned to her old work for the ladies of 
the Hospital. 

At this time he went about the town dressed in what is called 
the '' high kick" of fashion. His friends, of like mind with him- 
self, committed a thousand follies and extravagances. They were 
all young gentlemen of fashion and rank, among whom he was 
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admitted as the son (and perhaps the heir) of Lord Aldeburgh. 
He drove a curricle, handling the ribbons to general admiration ; 
he rode a fiery horse ; he learned to fence adroitly ; in short, 
there was not to be seen in the whole of Bond Street a more 
fashionable, flaunting, swaggering, fine young gentleman. No 
one, to look at him, would have thought that this splendid creat- 
ure had formerly been the humble master of St. Eatherine's 
Charity School. 

If he was handsome, dexterous, and audacious— qualities 
which were found, I believe, well able to please many fine ladies 
— ^he could also drink, which gratified the men. Others drank 
and got fuddled ; this man drank and his wits grew clearer — 
that is to say, during his period of success. He was always 
ready to gamble, and, a thing almost incredible, he always won. 
It is strange how men should be found to play with one whose 
luck is proverbial ; perhaps they look for the turn of the tide. 
No one ever heard of a gamester continuing all his life to win. 
He played at the public hells, or gaming-tables, of which there 
are so many, and he won constantly ; he frequented the houses 
of those great ladies who keep a kind of public bank, and he 
won there ; he played in private with his friends, and he always 
won of them. 

Every year, I am told, there are seen in Bond Street, the Park, 
and Piccadilly, at the opera and the theatres, on the race-courses 
and in the hells, and wheresoever the profiigate resort, two or 
three young men, who appear for a time, dazzle the beholders, 
apd then vanish, and are no more seen. No one knows what 
becomes of them, or where they hide their heads when their 
little flight is flnished. Mostly, it is believed, they languish in 
the King's Bench, the Marshalsea, and the Fleet. They are the 
dragon-flies of society, not its butterflies. I do not suppose 
that there was ever a dragon-fly with a previous history such as 
Richard Archer's. Yet no one knew it — no one would suspect 
such a history. They might believe that for his own reasons 
Lord Aldeburgh had brought up his son in the country ; no one 
certainly could possibly suspect the truth. It might be urged 
that the court was crowded during the trials of the four men 
charged with high treason for belonging to an obscure little 
club, and for being concerned in a petty riot which led to noth- 
ing. Some one may have remembered the face of the informer 
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and long's eridence ; but consider, liis new dress had so sheied 
the man that nobody could possiblj recognise him. Nothing 
of the grab was left in this ^lendM dngon-flj. Nay, I sop- 
pose that he thought himself quite safe fram discoTenr. ^ 
Katherine's is a most obscure place. Hie world of fa^on 
finds not its way there ; one trembles to think what would be- 
come of a Beau, Jessamy, Macaroni, Smart, or Dmdy (the creat- 
ure changes his name yearly) were he to stand alone and un- 
protected among the tarpaulins and mudlarks at the head of St 
Katherine's Stairs. And if the worid of fashion neyer gets as 
far east as the Precinct^ ncTer do the residents of the Precinct 
get as far west as the Park, or even YauxhalL 

But a man can nerer escape his pasL FnHu his birth and 
the station to which he is ordained and caUed into being, unto 
his death, the whole of his history is always ready to be un- 
folded and disclosed. He can count upon hiding nothii^, 
principaUy because there are few things which a man does abso- 
lutely alone and unnoticed. Hjs past clings to him ; it follows 
him ; it is like a lengthening shadow ; it is Hke a chain which 
he drags after him ; it takes slu^pes. To some it becomes an 
angel of light to lead him upwards ; it cuts out a way for him 
through the wood and lays low the thorns ; it strengthens and 
supports him. To others it lies as a net about his feet to trip 
him up and lay him low. It may become a devil with a scourge ; it 
may take the shape of an executioner with a torture-chamber 
and a gibbet. Physician and philosopher have held that every 
moment of a man's life is remembered and may be recalled by 
a trick of memory or some sudden association of ideas. Thus 
may we understand how a man may be judged by his own 
memory, by his own mind, and out of his ovm mOuth. 

The gardens at YauxhaD, which opened for the season about 
the middle of May, were crowded one evening towards the end 
of that month for the first warm and fine evening of the year. 
By daylight the grounds and beds were splendid with spring 
flowers and flowering bashes ; after dusk the air was laden with 
the fragrance of the lilac bushes, and the gardens were brilliant 
with the colored light of ten thousand lamps. Among the gay 
and animated company were merry parties from the city ; the 
sober merchant with wife and daughters, and their attendant 
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swains, come to hear the singing and the music, to look on at 
the dancing, and to take their supper, with a bowl of Vauxhall 
punch, in one of the alcoves or rustic retreats contrived for the 
purpose. There were gallant young Templars looking boldly 
in the girls' faces, ready for adventures; there were ladies ex- 
hibiting their charms along the walks ; there were others danc- 
ing, who seemed not unwilling to attract attention ; in the more 
retired walks roamed couples amorously discoursing, giggling, 
and whispering; there were supper-parties merrily feasting, 
laughing, and drinking in every alcove. Who, in short, does 
not know the humors of Vauxhall ? 

There had already been omens on this day which should have 
pointed it out to Richard Archer as a day of disaster. He 
knew as well as any one the signs of good and bad luck ; he 
had learned the old woman's sayings ; he should have observed 
their rules and kept at home. But whom the gods intend to 
destroy they first make mad. 

For instance, at the moment when the day began, at stroke 
of twelve, he, who was then in a certain hell, or gambling-house, 
in St. James's Street, began to lose. 

Up to that moment he had already won a goodly sum of 
money. Had he left the place at midnight, he would have gone 
home with thousands of pounds in his pocket. He did not : 
then he began to lose. His luck changed suddenly at the stroke 
of midnight. Now, he was so little accustomed to lose that he 
continued to play, being surprised, but confident that the luck 
would turn. The cautious player, when he finds the luck per- 
sistent against him, retires — ^hastens to retire. He bows to Fort- 
une ; he does not tempt and defy her. Archer, who was the 
spoiled child of Fortune, could not understand that he might 
go on losing. He continued to play ; when he got up from the 
table, at four in the morning, he had lost, not only all his winnings 
of the evening, but a great sum in addition. The credit that he 
enjoyed as Lord Aldeburgh's son, and the figure that he cut, are 
shown by the fact that he was able to borrow of the proprietor 
this great sum, all to be lost at the table immediately afterwards. 

During the night he drank a vast quantity of wine, the fumes 
of which rose to his head and made him stagger. This was a 
new thing for him, because, in general, his head was so strong 
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that he could drink the compaDj under the table and feel no 
worse. To go home reeling drunk astonished him. But he 
was not so drunk as to forget his losses. In the morning, when 
he awoke with a heavy head and a grievous thirst, he remem- 
bered that he had borrowed, and given a note of hand for, a 
much larger sum of money than he owned in the world. Well, 
his father would help him out 

But then there happened a thing that should have made him 
reflect. If the old woman's story is true — I say nothing for or 
against it — ^then all the troubles were begun by his own action ; 
he cast the evil eye on Sylvia ; he caused her to feel an unnat- 
ural loathing for her lover. The rest followed as you have seen. 
Now, this man had a mistress. How much or how little this 
cruel and selfish nature could feel the passion of love I cannot 
pretend to know. This mistress of his, however, wrote him a 
letter, which his servant — ^this young gentleman of fashion, 
who had been schoolmaster to St. Katherine's, had now a ser- 
vant of his own — brought him before he dressed. She informed 
him that she could no longer abide the sight, or the touch, or 
the voice of him. She was going away where he should never 
be able to find her. Observe, therefore, that the same thing 
happened to him as had happened to George. Remember what 
the wise woman had warned him. His sweetheart now loathed 
him, who had professed to love him. 

He read it, hardly understanding it, so strange and sudden 
and unexpected was the letter. His mistress was gone, and his 
money was gone. He swore aloud, after the old fashion of St. 
Katherine's Stairs, which came more naturally to him than the 
finer oaths of Bond Street He drank a tankard of small ale 
for his thirst, and he cursed the girl again. 

He sat down to breakfast, but could eat little, being smitten 
with a dismal gloom of spirits. While he sat at table another 
letter came to him from one of his friends of the race-course. 
A certain race-horse, on which they both expected to win, and 
had staked large sums of money upon the event, had gone dead 
lame. He could not run. 

Archer was not one of those who can take misfortunes with 
an appearance of lightness. Only a gentleman of breeding can 
do this. It is, indeed, one of the marks of a gentleman to meet 
the blows of Fate with courage. 
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" fliis seems a day of misfortune," he said, with more truth 
than he suspected. " By Gad, it begins well. What next ?" 

Now on a day of bad luck, as this clearly promised to be, no 
wise man enters on any business whatever, nor does he mix 
with other men more than he must : he stays at home, and keepi? 
quiet. Next day another sun rises, and Fortune smiles. Even 
if he stays at home on such a day, some accident will happen 
to him — ^a chimney on fire, the breaking of his best punch-bowl, 
a gash in his chin when he shaves, or something. Richard 
Archer should have kept quiet and snug. 

Unfortunately he did not. He was in a desperate, savage 
mood, ready to quarrel with any one. Yet he went to visit his 
father. And, as a part of the bad luck, my lord was also on that 
day in a mood as savage and as ready for a quarrel as his son. 
Nothing went well. First, he began to play to his father ; but 
a string snapped, and he laid the violin down with a curse. 
• ^ He sat down, and began to tell of his last night's losses. 

" Three thousand I left behind me," he said, " in notes of 
hand ; and this morning I hear that CEdipus is gone lame, and 
scratched for all his engagements. That makes five thousand 
more— eight thousand dropped in one day. And all I have is 
two thousand." 

" How do you propose to pay the money ?" 

" Well, my lord, if you will not pay my debts of honor for 
me, I must vanish and go away." 

" Humph ! A pretty expensive son you are !" 

" Come, it's the first time I've lost." 

" Mind it's the last, then." 

The son restrained himself with an effort. " Will you choose 
to play a game ?" he asked, taking up the cards. 

They played one game and then another. Each time the son 
lost. The moment came when he lost his temper as well, and 
threw down the cards, swearing that the devil was in them, and 
sprang to his feet. 

Then his father flamed up. 

When two men, both of ungovernable passion, fall at the same 
moment into wrath, the quarrel is one which affects both lives 
afterwards to the end. 

"You?" cried the son — "yoii to talk about filial respect? 
You, who suffered your own wife to go away and starve !" 
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The old man's face was now purple. " You — ^you — wlio are 
you, sir? My son? You? No. I your father? No, no! 
You are the son of nobody. You have no father. Did I speak 
of filial duty ? I mistook. Forget that I used the word. You 
are no son of mine." 

" I will show your lawyers, when you are dead, whose son I 
am." 

" As for your pretended discovery, learn, once for all, that it 
is false. My wife — ^my only true and legal wife — did not die a 
week before the sham marriage, but six weeks after that event — 
six weeks after, sir, as will be proved when the time comes." 

" Then," replied the son, with filial piety, " either you lied to 
my mother or you lie to me." 

The old man now became quite calm in his manner. This 
was dangerous, if the son knew it. " Sir," he said, " do you be- 
lieve that at any time I could make your mother — ^your mother — 
Lady Aldeburgh ? I beg you to consider. She was more in her 
place as a washerwoman or needlewoman of St. Katherine's 
Precinct. Oh ! I know " — for here Richard started and changed 
color. " I found out all about you when first I heard from 
your lawyer, who hopes to make a good thing by his pretended 
discovery. Barefooted beggar-boy, gutter-boy, charity-school- 
boy, schoolmaster to St. Eatherine's Hospital, organist to the 
church, member of a seditious club, one of a gang of rascals, 
informer for the government and king*s evidence — ^this is your 
history. And you think you are going to be Lord Aldeburgh 
when I die ? Never^ sir ! never P* 

" I think — nay, I am sure — that I am going to be Lord Alde- 
burgh — and a much better peer than my predecessor," said the 
young man. 

** When you first came, I humored you. Why, you amused 
me. You pretended to be impudent, yet you were afraid. You 
assumed the airs of a gentleman, with the manners of a two- 
penny schoolmaster; you tried to look at your ease, being 
mightily uneasy. You amused me. I thought I would fool 
you. Then I discovered that you could play — ^yes, you have a 
fine touch on the violin — ^you could manage a part in an opera, 
and so earn a living. I thought it would be pleasant to let you 
have a run. Of course, I knew that you could never become a 
gentleman, but you might make pretence and persuade yourself. 
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How it was going to end I did noit^'kStow. But it has ended. 
You can go." , . . 

" The law, my lord, give me ptirmission to assure you, does 
not allow even a noble lord to cotuiriit bigamy. If you are 
lying, I am your heir. If you j?.p0.^k the truth, you shall be 
prosecuted for bigamy." 

"Shall I?" His lordship ISiugLiBd pleasantly. "You are 
pleased to be^facetious, sir;""* .[ 

"Son or no son — ^heir^or notJ' • Richard Archer stood over 
the helpless form sitting prqpped in fhe chair — form so helpless, 
and face so full of sneering purpose. ' "You have pushed me 
on. You cannot now leave me hi the lurck If I cannot pay 
my debts of honor — " <. ' , ) ' 

"Honor? Debts of honoif? Gentlemen — ^not such as you — 
may incur debts of honor. Your det>ts are nothing to me. I 
never promised you anything. I have given you money, it is 
true. You have been introducfe4 to the society of gentlemen. 
You have played at being a gentleman yourself. Well, you 
can now go back to your gutter and^ remefljber ihis time. The 
memory of the last two years will console ♦y6u when you have 
to stand again hat in hand and to bow low before your betters. 
I shall do nothing more for you." 

What answer was made by a man exasperated and enraged 
beyond all control may be guessed. But by this time his lord- 
ship's wrath had spent itself, and a relentless coldness had taken 
its place. He listened without interruption. 

" But you have not done with me — no— you have not done 
with me yet, my lord," the young man concluded. 

" You are wrong, sir ; you are wrong. I have quite done with 
you. Be under no mistake upon that point. You will never 
be admitted to my presence again, or to my house." 

" I shall come back to it on the day when you are carried out 
heels first. I shall be your lordship's chief mourner. Ha ! ha ! 
an inconsolable mourner — ^the new Lord Aldeburgh. Happily, 
that event will not long be delayed," he added, brutally. " A 
month — a few weeks." 

Lord Aldeburgh rang his bell violently. Like most men of 
pleasure, the thought of death, though he was already so near 
his end, agitated and terrified him. 

" Show this person to the door," he shouted to his man. 
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" Yes, my lord." ; 

<' Give orders that lie is tiever t > be admitted again on anj 
pretence." 

" Yes, my lord.** 

^' I said that he was my [|on. I was mistaken : he is not my 
son. Do you hear.*' 

The man bowed low. ( 

Richard Archer went out with a swagger and a laugh. Bat 
his face betrayed the despair of his soul; because, unless he 
could recover his losses by $ f ortui ate run — a thing so rare that 
it cannot be hoped for — ^he was ruined indeed. He must leave 
the company in which he had lived, and he must go into hiding. 
Where ? Not, he reflected, for one day more, at least — one more 
trial of his luck. It would doubtless change. One more night 
at the green table. 

He dined with some of his companions. His evil fortune 
caused one of them to propose repairing to Yauxhall before 
going to St. James's Street, where midnight is the choicest time 
for the gamester. 

It was nearly nine o'clock, when the lamps were already lit 
in the gardens, and the place was full of people, that Richard 
Archer arrived with two or three more. They had all been 
drinking ; they were talking and laughing noisily ; they swag- 
gered their shoulders, and took up the middle of the patib, quiet 
visitors falling back to let them pass ; and they looked into the 
faces of the girls with impudent eyes, which betokened a quarrel 
before long. At Yauxhall this kind of quarrel is not uncommon. 

Outside the crowd gathered in front of the orchestra, on the 
gravel walk of the broad path leading from the gates, stood a 
little group, consisting of a middle-aged man, in appearance a 
sober shopkeeper ; his wife, matching her husband in looks and 
dress; his daughter, a wellnshaped, very pretty girl, dressed 
neatly, as became her station. The last of the group was a 
young man, tall, with a small head, a shrill voice, a quick and 
eager manner, and in appearance studious or scholarly. This 
was none other than my late companion of Newgate and the 
Press Yard — ^the man who had been expelled from Oxford, the 
atheist and republican and poet. He had retained his con- 
victions ; and, as he was all for the abolition of rank, he had 
already reduced himself to the station of printer's reader, and 
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he was about to carry his ideas still further into practice by 
marrying the daughter of aoworth]^ seller of second-hand books 
who had a shop at Westminster. Msls I the events of this even- 
ing at once put an end to this project, and showed him (one 
hopes for pardon in the end, even for an atheist) the folly and 
wickedness of his unbelief. 

When the swaggering, half-drunken band drew near, this 
party stepped aside to let t^em pass. 

I suppose that the girl looked up as they went by. I suppose 
that the light of the lamps "^lell upc*n hei pretty face and made 
it look still prettier. I suppose that Richard Archer was half 
drunk, and that he was strongly and suddenly tempted to his 
own destruction ; for he stepped out from the company and laid 
his arm round the girl's xieck, and kissed her twice upon the 
cheek. She shrieked, and tore herself from his grasp. Then 
her lover rushed upon the assailant, and with a single blow from 
his fist hurled him headlong on the ground, and kicked him 
where he lay. 

Archer sprang to his feet. 

Then a very curious thing happened. When a man has been 
knocked down — a young man and vigorous — ^he returns the 
blow when he is able to get up, unless, which is of rare occur- 
rence, he is a coward. If he is a gentleman, he not only fights 
his assailant then and there, in the true British manner, with 
his fists, but he meets him next morning with pistols. So that 
when Archer rose his companions, as a matter of course, formed 
a kind of circle for fair play. 

The other man stood opposite ready for the encounter, his 
eyes flaring, his cheeks hot. 

Well, Archer stood still. He gazed at his assailant. He ' 
stared at him; his cheeks turned pale; his jaw dropped; he 
saw, in fact, the avenger. It was no longer a fight over an in- 
sult offered to a girl ; it was the last and heaviest blow. His 
face showed consternation and amazement. 

"What the devil is the matter. Archer?" asked one of his 
friends. 

What was it, indeed? Why did he stand there? Had he 
nothing even to say ? 

" Come," said the girl, catching her lover by the arm ; " let 
us go away quickly, before worse happens." 
24 
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^Go awaj ! Whj, whj go awa mj dear! Noi jeL Ok! 
I hare found the man at last. Ar icr — rOlam ! I ksre fovad 
thee!" 

"^What does all this meanT lad the same man 
^ Man, joa hare been knocked do i, and yon hare not 
what does it mean! Shall I tak- a message from joa! It 
seems the gentleman leoognixes ji i. There has been an old 
qnarreL Sir, will joa gire me the : «me of your second f 

** Xo, sir, I will not^ We fight nek with gentkmen — with 
men of honor ; not with informers pies, and kii^s eridence^" 

"■ Again, Archer," said his fric 1, ^ what does this mean ! 
Words like these require explan ion. ^leak i^ man. Tdl 
him that he lies." 

^Gentlemen," mj feDow-piisoi! replied, **I eoi]^;ratn]ate 
joa on the compan j joa keep. r, perh^js, joa are of the 
same profession or calling. Tet, I shoald think there can hard- 
1 J be so manj reptiles in the work*. If so, informing is indeed 
a prosperoos profession." 

** Sir," said the same man, ** it joa cannot make good joor 
charges, give me leare to tell joa that joor qnarrd will be with 
me and with mj friends here, as well as with Mr. Archa — ^who 
maj, I believe, be called the Honorable Bichard Archer, son of 
the Sight Honorable the Viscount Aldeborgh." 

"■ This person is certainl j Bichard Archer. As for joa and 
joor friends, sir, gire me leave to remind joa that we common- 
Ij jodge a man bj the companj he keeps. Hiere is no safer 
rale. Bichard Archer maj be the son of a viscount, or an earl, 
or a dake, or even a ro jal prince. He is, none the less, Bichard 
Archer. That is to saj, he is the man who, when certain former 
associates of his were accased of high treason, tamed king's 
evidence, and bore witness against them, not onlj giving the 
government information which nearlj tied the hangman*s rope 
round the necks of four unfortunate gentlemen, of whom I was 
one, but also, bj his malignity, converted a club, where harm- 
less discussions had been held, into a great revolutionary centre, 
and its members into traitors and conspirators. Nay, two of 
his victims are even now languishing on the shores of Botany 
Bay, on the great Australian island." 

" Is this true. Archer T 

He made no reply at alL He still stood motionless, bent for- 
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ward, his eyes staring, hi// month open, his cheek pale bnt for 
a little blood caused by a f ratch on the gravel when he fell. 

" You would like to her more about him, perhaps. He was 
a parish boy, brought up id educated by the charity of the 
Society of St. Eatherine . Hospital. His mother supported 
herself by honest work, washing, sewiiig, and the like. He 
showed parts, and was promoted to be master of the Charity 
School of the Hospital ; a^'d afterwards, because he could make 
music, he was appointed o| mist of the church, and so remained 
until his villainy, when j* *; was turned out by the chapter. 
Then I know not what h^. id, or whatl)ecame of him. Now 
I find him, dressed like a 4 ntiems^n, flaunting in Yauxhall, and 
insulting virtuous girls wii ;• the insolence of a young lord." 

" Archer, are these thii i true ?" 

He still made no repl);; his oompanions drew away from 
him ; he was left standing .alone. I think that he must have 
been drinking very deep to be thus overwhelmed and able to 
say nothing. You have heard how he behaved when he met 
the marquis, who knew as much. 

"Enough," said the bookseller, hastily; "let us leave him 
and get away from the place. Come." 

Well, things might have ended there. A brawl in Vaaxhall 
Grardens generally ends in the marching off of both parties in 
opposite directions. No harm would have been done except to 
lUchard Archer himself, who could no longer show his face 
among his former companions. 

"Come," said his friends; "we have had enough of this. 
Let us go." 

The altercation, though on the outskirts of the crowd, had al- 
ready brought together a few of the people who love nothing so 
much as to watch the conduct of a quarrel, and are as critical 
of the behavior of the combatants as some men are of a bottle 
of wine. Among them was one of the waiters of the place. 
This man' had in his hand a tray, on which were the materials 
for a supper which he was serving in an alcove hard by. He 
stood looking on, mouth and eyes wide open. His guests must 
wait till the fight was finished. 

Suddenly Archer recovered from the stupor in which he had 
been plunged ; he stood upright ; he looked around him. Right 
and left his friends shrank back. He was thrust out from among 
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them ; he was expelled the society of gentlemen. He changed 
color ; he saw his enemy poiriting at him with outstretched fin- 
ger. He grasped a sapper knife from the tray, and roshed 
upon the man who had revealed his past 

It was by two of his own; friends that Richard Archer was 
seized and held when the^ unhappy gentleman — the Oxford 
scholar, atheist, republican, ^nd poet — lay dying on the ground, 
the knife plunged up to the handle in his heart 



CHAPTER XXIX, 

THE VENQEANOE OF THB LORD. 



Next morning, about eleven o'clock. Lord Aldeburgh sat 
alone in his bow-window looking at the people in the street be- 
low. This had been his sole amusement before Richard Archer 
came to him, and it seemed likely to be all that was left to him, 
now that he had driven the young man out of the house. I 
know not whether he repented of his wrath, and would have re- 
called him. After the events of the previous night it was too 
late for repentance or regrets. Even if he felt any, he was not 
the man to betray by his face any emotion so weak as self-re- 
proach. His face was as hard and as calm as if nothing had 
happened. When a young fellow drove along the street in his 
curricle, he looked after him with a sigh ; such as that young 
man, so had he been. If a pretty woman passed, his eyes went 
after her till she was out of sight, and his memory carried him 
back to former conquests. 

His table stood beside him, provided with books, paper, pens, 
and cards ; but so long as the weather was fine, and the people 
thronged the street, he cared for nothing else. 

His man opened the door noiselessly, and stood before him. 

" I beg your lordship's pardon. A woman is below — ^an old 
woman — who prays for a few words with your lordship. She 
says she is the wife of one who formerly sailed under your lord- 
ship's command." 

'< I dare say some malingering, mutinous, murmuring scoun- 



ST. EATHERINE^?. IJT THE TOWER. 373 

drel. I hope he got his dest^.^>. If be sailed ander me he 
probably did. I cannot reproach myself with foolish clemency. 
Well, give her a guinea and let h^r go." 

" She wishes only to see yo^^ lordship.*' 

"Give her two guineas, then." 

" With submission, my lord, she says that she has a thing of 
the greatest importance to communicate." 

" Let her come up, then. Once there were many old women 
who had things of importance to tell me, and it was always 
about the young ones. Such an old woman has not been to see 
me for long. Let her come up ; though, if that is her errand, 
she is too late. Bring her up." 

The old woman was none other than the wise woman of the 
Precinct. She came in, courtesied, folded h^r hands, and 
looked at the sick man in his chair with curious eyes. 

"Well, dame," my lord asked her, "what have you got to 
say!" 

"You are Lord Aldeburgh — ^formerly the Honorable Stephen 
Archer, and once captain of the Enterprise ?'* 

"Certainly. At your service, my good woman. You are, 
perhaps, of the respectable calling of * go-between.' " 

" My husband was on your ship, my lord." 

" That is very likely. There were eight hundred of the ship's 
company." 

" His name — ^but perhaps you will remember his story bet- 
ter than his name. He had the misfortune to incur your lord- 
ship's displeasure. You ordered him, without considering 
whether he was guilty or innocent, to be tied up at once for six 
dozen." 

" Very likely. Most of the eight hundred got their six dozen 
in the course of the voyage. We did not stop the navigation 
of the ship in order to argue with the fellows. Well, he got 
his six dozen. What then ? It is thirty years since I was cap- 
tain of the Enterprise. Does he still remember such a trifle ?" 

" This man did not get his six dozen, because he seized a 
marling-spike, and knocked his captain senseless on the decL" 

" Ha I I remember. So— you are his widow — ^his name was — 
I have it — Habbijam — John Habbijam — able seaman. He was 
tried by court-martial and sentenced to be hanged. Yes ; I re- 
member well. The fellow escaped. It was very extraordinary — 
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he escaped — and no one could iever discover how, though I have 
always suspected — So you ate his widow. Well, old woman, 
if you will tell me how he es(;aped I will give you a guinea — 
five guineas." ' 

" Gk)d forbid that I should take your money. He escaped be- 
cause the sentries suffered hidi to go. All the ship's crew were 
ready to help— .ly, all the petty officers — so much they commis- 
erated the man. I will tell you how he escaped. He was let 
out of his prison, and taken to the lower deck, where, before 
the eyes of many — ^but none told the secret— he dropped out of 
a port and swam a^> ore. He re iched in safety the Isle of 
Wight. There he kept snug, and under cover; but, sending 
me ^ord of his lereabouts, and after the fleet had sailed, I 
brought him away." 

'' He was a * .unate man. I wish I had known the cause of 
his escape. h an example should have been made as — per- 

haps 'tis not yet too late. But, after thirty years — Did you 
come here to tell me this ?" 

'' This and some more, my lord. I suppose you never thought, 
when you ordered this man and that man, for no ofEence at all, 
or a trifling fault, to be tied up and lashed — three dozen, six 
dozen, a hundred, five hundred lashes, till they were cut down 
more dead than alive — ^how the ship's company grew to hate 
you as no captain ever yet was hated ?" 

" No such thought ever entered my head, I do* assure 
you. What would it matter how much the whole crew hated 
me ?" 

" Nor how they lamented that my Jack's blow wasn't a little 
harder. No, the sufferings of the men are of no account to the 
captain. Why should they be? Well, my lord, there's One 
above. And the thought has always been with my man and 
me that the Lord would let us see his vengeance upon you be- 
fore we died." 

" You can," said his lordship, not in the least angry, " look 
about you. I am still young enough to enjoy — I am not yet 
sixty — ^yet you see me a cripple. Is that enough for you? 
Call it the Lord's vengeance and be happy. The Lord is always, 
of course, on the side of mutinous scoundrels. But the man — 
is he yet living ? The man vrjio has escaped his hanging— Kloth 
he live?" 
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" He is yet living." 

" Still unhanged. Still under sentence. He has had a long 
rope. Well, we shall see to it. G^ on— the Lord's vengeance, 
you said." 

" Your lordship has a son." 

"Perhaps." 

" His name is Richard Archer. I found out y^rs ago whose 
son he was. I told him, when the time came, and when he had 
' shown what manner of man he is, why he Aiust be your son — 
because he is a devil." 

" It may be so. Go on." sHis attentioft was aroused, and, 
though he spoke lazily, his face quickened, and showed his in- 
terest, f'" '» 

" 1 told him who and what hid father was ; it was I wbo 
caused him to have no peace or rest until he caii ^ to you ; and 
I read your son's fortune ; no fortune ever came ^A more cer- 
tain or more horrible. And now the cards have proved true, 
as they always do. You received him and allowed him to call 
himself, openly, your son— everybody knows him for your son. 
Oh ! I have seen him in his fine clothes and his curricle — ^who 
would recognize the humble charity boy of St. Katherine's ? I 
hope he has done credit to his noble father. A proper man he 
is. Your lordship should be proud of such an heir." 

" You have still something more to tell me." 

" The vengeance of the Lord has fallen at last. Oh ! it has 
fallen — ^it has fallen. Thank God for it !" She clasped her 
hands and grinned — ^horrid grin of toothless jaws. 

" More vengeance ?" 

" Your son is in prison. He is in prison charged with mur- 
der. He murdered a man in Vauxhall Gardens last night. It 
was one of the young gentlemen against whom he gave evidence 
two years ago when he turned king's evidence and informer. 
He stabbed him to the heart with, a supper knife. And now 
he will be hanged." 

His lordship changed color. He closed his eyes as one in 
pain, and lay back in his chair. Presently he recovered and sat 
up again. 

" Go on," he said, quietly. " You were telling me — ^" 

" He will be hanged. Your son will be hanged." 

'* It seems to me that the vengeance of the Lord has fallen 
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upon a certain Ric lard Archer, and upon the man who was 
stabbed. Have you anything else to say f" 

" That is all" 

" Yon say you knew this inan — ^w 3 calls himself my son," 
his lordship said, slowly, " when he. as a child." 

" I have watched him gro**ving u'>. I remember his mother 
bringing him a babe in arms.'' 

" That was in t e place called St. Katherine's Precinct Yes. 
That is where his mother lives — a place near the town, I believe, 
inhabited by the riverside gentry, here the press-gangs some- 
times go to find their men." 

" That is the p ice, my lord." 

"And you rejc.ce over the mi ortunes of this young man — 
who appears to have done you .. > injury — ^because you think 
they also fall upon me." 

" I do rejoice. Your honor looked to see my man hung up 
at the yard-arm. You did not see him. Now my man and I 
will go and see your son hung up outside Newgate Jail." 

" You look forward, doubtless, to a great pleasure. The Lord 
is good, as has often been set forth, to his inferior creatures — 
in giving them such pleasures, and so many of them. I hope 
you will not be disappointed. Meantime, good woman, remem- 
ber that there is many a slip beljween the cup and the lip. You 
have said all you wished? Thank you. Good-morning, Mrs. 
Habbijam. I trust that no di^ppointment — " He stopped 
again, with an expression of pain on his face — ^his cheeks 
twitched, his eyes rolled. The old woman, with a low courtesy, 
retired. His lordship lay back on his pillows and rolled his 
head in pain. He recovered in a few moments. " Ah !" he 
sighed, " 'twas a pinch — some day it will last a little too long. 
Then — " He pulled the table nearer, and took pen and paper. 
" We shall, I believe, my good woman," he murmured, " take a 
step which will render this great pleasure impossible for your 
worthy hnsband." Then he wrote as follows : 

<* To Messrs. Singleton and Sons, Solicitors and Attomeys-at-Law, Lincoln's 
Inn ilelds : — 
'* Sots, — I have made the discovery that a certain sailor, who thirty years 
ago was condemned to be hanged for striking his captain, myself, and es- 
caped before his sentence was carried out, is still living, having eluded the 
most strenuous search. I can lay hands upon him at any moment. On 
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receipt of this letter, you will immediatiily repair \'^ the Admiralty and com- 
municate this fact The man must be arrested, a^d at once lodged in jail 
until the sentence can be carried out! The case was flagrant, the man 
e^dently intending to murde ^is captam. He expressed on his trial regret 
that his attempt had been ud 'ocessful. I have learned that the man now 
lives with his wife, or near hd^in the place called — ^" 

Here the letter remained anfinis^ied. When Lord Aldeburgh's 
man, an honr later, entered the room, lie |oH3;d his master lying 
with his head on the table. And he was deiCd. He died hard 
and impenitent, aesirous caIj of seeing this old man hanged. 
And he learned before his death that his son was a murderer, 
who would be hanged for w rder. At 

<< Vengeance of the Lord fi^jsaid the old y^wnan. 

on 



GHAPTER XXX. 

EVIL HEART AND EVIL EYE. 



The end of the wrietched man Archer and the condition to 
which he was now reduced were far worse than the misfortunes 
he had succeeded in bringing upon his victims. No single cir- 
cumstance, indeed, was wanting in the horror of his fate. He 
was suddenly hurled down from the place where he stood 
among gentlemen of fortune, himself regarded as an acknowl- 
edged son, if not the heir, of a noble loi:d, to a prison cell. . One 
day he ruffled and flaunted in Hyde Park among the best ; he 
dined sumptuously; he was dressed in splendid raiment; he 
gambled and dined with half the House of Lords. The next 
day he was plunged into a common jail. From St. James's 
Street to Newgate is a great and terrible drop. Nor was this 
all ; for in the crowd which gathered round the group before the 
constables came to take him in custody were some of the light- 
fingered gentry, who eased him of handkerchief, his watch and 
seals, and his purse, and, even under the pretence of preventing 
]}is escape, stripped his fingers of the rings upon them and 
took the gold buckles from his shoes. They left him nothing. 
Nay, as they hustled and dragged him from the gardens the 
crowd followed, and threw dust and gravel at him. They tore 
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his coat to rags ; they would have torn him to pieces but for 
the constable who protected hin*. When he was brought at last 
to the prison he presented a sad and sorry spectacle indeed — 
his coat of flowered silk bedabbled with dkt and blood, his hat 
gone, and his head covered with mud. 

Now when his man-servant heard, an hour or two later, what 
had happened, he behaved with uncommon prudence and fore- 
thought; for he immediately put together the whole of his 
master's effects, namely, a large sum of money, in gold, a great 
quantity of valuable clothes, his rings, jewels, swords, fencing- 
foils, pistols— -everything that he possessed ; he called a hackney- 
coach, told the landlord that his master was called suddenly out 
of town and would return shortly, and drove away. Whither 
he went was never ascertained ; but then nobody inquired. At 
break of day the same excellent servant repaired to the stables 
where his master kept his horses, rode off upon one and led the 
other, returned in half an hour and drove away his master's cur- 
ricle and pair. What the servant did with this splendid spoil I 
know not, for, as I said above, nobody ever inquired. 

So he lost his freedom and all the wealth that was left to 
him. He had nothing left even to conduct his defence withaL 
The impudent little attorney who pretended to defend us would 
do nothing for him without money. 

One more loss awaited him. He borrowed some paper and 
wrote to Lord Aldeburgh, despatching the letter by one of the 
prison messengers. The man returned with the doleful news 
that his lordship was dead. He had been found dead in his 
chair that very morning at eleven o'clock. Had he lived, it is 
only reasonable to suppose that the prisoner's case would have 
been properly handled and defended. 

He had, therefore, nothing left ; not a sixpence in his pocket ; 
not a friend in the world ; not even a change of clothes. 

Having nothing to give for garnish, he was treated with the 
utmost harshness, loaded with the heaviest irons, thrust into the 
common felons' side, where he raged at first like a wild beast, 
insomuch that his fellow-prisoners, rough and rude though they 
were, fell back before him as he dragged his fetters up and» 
down the yard, until weariness and hunger compelled him to 
rest. Again, as he had no money, there was nothing for him 
to eat except the rations of bread doled out daily among the 



ST. KATHERINK's BY TH^ TOWKR. 3Y9 

poorest prisoners. Nay, there was no prisoner in the place bnt 
had some friend, mistress, or wife who brought him every day 
something— however small and poor — ^to eke out his bread- 
and-water diet. But for him, who had made so brave and gal- 
lant a show, there was no one. As for his mother, who would 
have come to him had she known of his evil case, she was lying 
ill of some fever, and like to die ; therefore they could not tell 
her. Nor did the poor woman ever learn the dreadful end that 
had befallen her son, for when she recovered she was found to 
have lost some of her wits, and, though she still contrived to 
work with her needle for the ladies, she chose to believe that 
her son was now a great lord^ and spoke of him as his lordship. 

I love not to linger over the sufEerings of this unhappy man, 
though he deserved them all, and more. 

A fortnight later, the grand jury having, without the least 
hesitation, found a true bill against Richard Archer for wilful 
murder, he was brought out and placed at the bar of the Ses- 
sions House to stand his trial. 

At the aspect of the prisoner the whole court shuddered. 
He was gaunt and pale, because, since his imprisonment, he had 
lived upon nothing but bread and water. This fare, for one 
who came to it from the feastings of Belshazzar, was little 
short of sheer starvation. He looked like a man more than 
starved. His clothes were the same as those in which he had 
been brought to the prison ; they were dirty and ragged ; his 
silken waistcoat was discolored, and still showed the horrid 
stains of blood ; his silk stockings were in holes, and his coat 
hung upon him in rags. But these were nothing compared 
with his face, on which misery and despair were stamped. One 
who was present told me that he should never forget the face 
of the man — strange, wild, covered with a black beard, the fore- 
head high and pale, the black eyes fierce and wrathful, the 
black hair lying loose upon his shoulders. << So,'' said my in- 
formant, '< might have stood some ancient British savage brought 
to hear his doom, but knowing full well that he must die. Not 
afraid to die, but anxious to get the business despatched, glar- 
ing upon his captors like a wild beast." 

He seemed to take little interest in the progress of his case, 
about which there could be no doubt whatever from the begin- 
ning. The bookseller and his daughter appeared to give evi- 
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dence ; they described the circumstance* of the quarrel, and the 
fatal stab. The waiter from whom he h id snatched the knife ; 
the surgeon who had attendejd the dyin^ man, one of the con- 
stables who had arrested him, in tun gave their evidence. 
The prisoner heard, or seemed not to ear, with a proud care- 
lessness — ^looking from time to time fiercely round the court as 
if he sought some means of lescape, and then relapsing into an 
indifference which was as wonderful as it was uncommon. Fi- 
nally, however, when the judge called upon him to say what he 
had to say in his own defence, he spoke up, and spoke well, 
though not persuasively. 

'< It is true,'' he saio his words and the manner of his deliv- 
ery — which were thosi >of a person well educated — strangely 
contrasting with his a earance. << It is most unhappily true 
that I stabbed this m ind I supp^ se it is also true that the 
wound inflicted by i . hand caused his death. Everything 
stated by the witnesses is true. I did not ask them any ques- 
tions because I had no desire to waste the time of the court in 
even suggesting that their evidence was not true. I wish, how- 
ever, to recall to the jury a certain part of the evidence which 
will, I am convinced, cause them to acquit me of any desire to 
kill this man. I had been drinking ; being, as they say, flushed 
with the fumes of wine, I kissed a girl who was in the gardens 
with her friends ; that was the beginning of the accident. Her 
lover — ^I do not blame him therefor — ^resented this insult and 
knocked me down, a thing not difficult for a powerful man who 
is also sober, in dealing with one who is not so strong and is 
also in liquor. He did this in the rage and fury of the moment, 
incensed by the outrage upon his mistress — I do not blame 
him — I only speak the truth. He assailed me without distin- 
guishing or perceiving who I was. Gentlemen of the jury, 
when I sprang to my feet I discovered — and at the same time 
he also discovered the fact-— that I had before me a man who 
regarded me as his most bitter enemy, the most deadly enemy 
that he had in the world. Observe that I regarded him, f oi^ my 
part, with no such feeling. Why did he look upon me with so 
much hostility ? You have heard the counsel for the crown give 
the reason. Because, on a certain occasion, two years ago, I was 
the fortunate instrument of saving his majesty's government — 
nay, this whole country, and especially the city of London, and 
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the property of you, its citix pns — Irom a great and imminent dan- 
ger. Without my evidenc^T— my patriotism, my sense of duty — 
the city would have been setzed by a revolutionary mob, and such 
things would have happen^ here as have happened in France. 
Alone I saved you — I nippi d the conspiracy in the bud — I gave 
information which caused j^he failure of one seditious rising, 
and prevented five others lii different parts of the town from 
coming to a head. In the trial which followed, this man who 
died by my hand was one of the prisoners. In consequence of 
my evidence, he was convicted of high treason, and, with three 
other conspirators, condemned to death. The king's clemency 
changed their sentence in his case into a short term of impris- 
onment. Gentlemen, that man had been r ^friend. Why did 
I denounce him ? To save pay country. What pay did I re- 
ceive for my services ? None/ Are you sa' ' 'led that he thought 
he had good reason for hating me ? V ' '" 

" This man, I say, was my enemy. Reulpmber, he was whol- 
ly devoid of piety, religion, or principles. He had been expelled 
from Oxford University ; he was an atheist, a revolutionary, an 
upholder of the theory that all men are equal ; he was also a des- 
perate man. Since 'his disgrace his parents had turned him off, 
and would see no more of him. I believe he had entered the ser- 
vice of the worthy man whose evidence you have heard, and per- 
suaded him to allow some form of engagement with his daugh- 
ter, whose evidence you have also heard. Well, when this man 
recognized me, he began by pouring out a volley of blasphe- 
mous abuse ; then he made as if he would again rush upon me. 
I was by this time partly sobered, yet not quite myself. With 
the instinct, common to us all, of self-preservation, I snatched 
the knife from the waiter's tray. You have heard the man give 
his evidence. When we were separated, the knife had pierced 
his ribs ; he was dying. 'Accident, accident, gentlemen of the 
jury ; homicide by chance medley. Why should I wish to kill 
him ? I had everything to live for ; he had nothing. Desperate 
as he was, and out of himself with rage, he would have murdered 
me if I had not, by this accident, slain him. Unfortunate acci- 
dent, I call it, since it has overwhelmed me with the odium of 
murder, plunged me into the society of the greatest villains in 
the world, and deprived me of all my friends and all my means, so 
that I cannot appear before you now in decent attire. Better for 
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me had this desperate villain, choked the life out of me on the 
spot." 

More he said — ^mnch more ; but it was all said coldly, and 
convinced no one. 

The judge, in summing up, pointed out that the whole of the 
evidence showed that the prisoner was the assailant when he 
had gained possession of the knife. He it was who began the 
fatal assault. The facts of the case, he said, were plain accord- 
ing to the law of the land. One man had been killed by an- 
other ; that was certain. He then pointed out the distinction 
between homicide and murder ; and he concluded by charging 
the jury that, by the law of the land and the evidence before 
them, this case was murder, and not homicide. 

So the wise woman's prediction came true. All that this 
man designed for others was recoiled upon himself. He had 
ruined George Bayssallance ; he had robbed him of father, mis- 
tress, friends, and wealth; he had brought him to the con- 
demned cell ; but for his own change of fortune he would have 
brought him to the gallows. 

All this happened to himself, all this and more. He lost his 
father, his mistress, and his friends ; he lost his worldly goods ; 
he was brought to the condemned cell. And here the resem- 
blance ends, because he was brought to the gallows. 

They hanged him three days afterwards outside Newgate. It 
is a custom that condemned murderers are kept in their cells 
between the time of sentence and that of execution guarded by 
warders, for fear they shall commit suicide and so rob the gal- 
lows ; that they are fed on bread and water, and only taken out 
for the service in the chapel on Sunday morning, and the ser- 
mon addressed to those who are about to die. 

Richard Archer remained hard and impenitent to the end, 
showing not the least sign of terror or anxiety. He talked, 
however, freely to those who guarded him. 

" The day before I killed the fellow," he said not once, but 
many times, in substance, '< I was rich and fortunate ; I had a 
noble patron ; I had horses and curricles ; I had a loving mis- 
tress; I had many friends; everything wetot at once — money, 
patron, love, and friends. All were taken from me at once. 
Job himself was not more evil-treated. All were taken at once. 
Why, there is no life worth having but the life of wealth and 
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luxury. Since that is gone, let me go too. I care nothing. I 
have nothing to repent. Since all that has been done is due to 
the circumstances of my birth, which we call an accident, the 
blame may fall upon those circumstances, not upon me. I did 
not create or cause those circumstances. Had I been asked, I 
should have chosen rank and wealt.h. @ince I cannot have these, I 
may as well die at once as live in mjusery. And if I must die, a rope 
is as good a way as the surgeon's knife or the torture of a sick- 
chamber. After death, the surgeons are welcome to my body." 

And so he died. 

At any hanging, whether at Tyburn — where hangings are no 
longer held — or outside the prison, there are always congregated 
a great mob of people who take pleasure in the spectacle ; all 
the windows, and even the roofsj of the houses which command 
a view of the gallows are filled with spectators. The mob are 
attracted by the spectacle of death, pain, and suffering. They 
throng the pillory as eagerly as the gallows ; and in countries 
where until lately they tortured criminals in public, the mob 
would gather round the miserable wretch, trampling each other 
down to get a nearer view of his agonies. Thus, on the morn- 
ing of Richard Archer's execution, the open place opposite 
Newgate and St. Sepulchre's Church was packed with a dense 
throng of people to see the brave show. Eight others were to 
suffer with him. A rare hanging ! Some of the crowd had stood 
there all night long, waiting patiently, in order to get near the 
gallows and to catch sight of the faces of the poor wretches ; 
others had risen at early morning and hurried to the spot in 
hope of being in time. 

They were crying the last dying speech and confession, and 
hawking the ballads with which murders are always celebrated ; 
they were selling early purl, saloop, and beer from booths in 
Newgate Street. There was nothing but laughing, merriment, 
and horse-play. Of seriousness there was none. High up in a 
garret window, exactly opposite the gallows, and commanding a 
complete view of the whole ceremony, might have been seen 
the faces of two very old people. One of them was an old man, 
his face soft and white ; his long hair silky ; his eyes dull ; his 
hands soft and white, though the skin was wrinkled with age. 
He was dropping fast into senile decay. The other was an old 
woman, keen and eager ; her eyes bright ; her actions full of 
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life. They leaned tJ.« eadis ont of t e window, and looked 
down upon the crowd, l 'ipbn the galiows below. 

The great bell of St. ^L alchre's began to toll the knell for 
the parting souls. The c '^d heard it, and were hushed ; but 
only for a moment. Then' h^y began again to shout and laugh. 
Boom ! Boom I The btl la for the dying men. Yet they 
continue to bawl these ballads and their last dying speech and 
confession. Boom I Boom ) Tet they continue to fight, and 
push, and drink, and sing. Hush! The clock strikes eight 
The crowd are hushed again, for the little door opens, and the 
procession appears. Boom ! Boom ! Those who are to die 
are brought out. Count them. One, two, three, four, five, six, 
seven. Boom ! Boom ! The seventh is the gentleman who 
stabbed the man in Yauxhall Gardens. They say he is the son 
of a great nobleman. They »y the blood is still to be seen in 
the Broad Walk. It is daih* covered up with fresh gravel, but 
daily reappears ! Boom ! Boom ! He walks with courage, this 
fellow ; he is game. It is a pleasure to see so resolute a man. 
The two who are carried are women condemned for shoplifting ; 
they are sense- ^ 3 with terroi, and have fainted. Best for them 
if they wake not till they find themselves — where ? 

" Look !" cried the old woman in the garret. " Look, Jack. 
There is one poor wretch laughing. I suppose he hath gone 
mad; often they go mad. And there is another staggering 
about like a drunken roan ; I suspect his fear hath roade him 
drunk. And there is one who moves his lips continually ; the 
ordinary's prayers are not enough for him ; he must be a very 
great criminal indeed. There is another who weeps; his eyes 
run down with tears ; he is very contrite. I wish they would 
respite him, poor creature. I love not to see a man cry just be- 
cause he is going to be hanged. Look at the two women ; they 
are like sacks ; can't the hussies have the decency to stand up 
at their own hanging? And look at Richard Archer. Ha!" 
she drew a deep breath, " I told his lordship you and me would 
jump at his son's hanging. Why, it does one good only to see 
him. His father's son, proud and hard. Look at him ! a proper 
young man he is ; look at him. Jack, and remember thirty years 
ago and more." 

Richard Archer neither wept nor staggered, nor fainted away, 
nor did he laugh. He walked firm, composed, and resolute ; he 
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looked calmly around upon the sea ♦ upturned faces below; 
he had even made some decent pr^ iltiQns for death, having 
dressed his long hair, and tied it bej ad in a white ribbon. By 
the kindness of his warders he had teen shaved and his face 
washed ; he had put off his ragged c .«t, and stood in his old silk 
waistcoat ; his cheeks were pale, but his eyes were full of courage. 

" That is where the good blood shows," said the old woman. 
"Such a one would scorn to cry and moan even if you cut 
him in pieces with a blunt knife. I wonder if he sees lis ; I 
should like him to catch sight of me. He might remember 
what I told him when I read his fortune by the cards. They 
always come true." She waved a handkerchief from the win- 
dow. " I have caught his eye," she . cried. " He sees me." 
Whether he did or not, the old woman podded her head and 
shook her fingers to admonish the dying -man of her presence. 

The old man began to grumble and to jgrowl, in a deep bass 
voice, things strange and incohereni:, but his wife took little heed. 
Though every other word was an oath, these need ^.c be set 
down here. They may be inferreii by the reader if he pleases. 

" See," he said, " here comes the captain." He remembered 
his face. "Now we shall begin. Pipe all hands, bo's'n. Hang 
him ! Why didn't I hit him harder ? * Why didn't I kill him ? 
As well be hanged for killing as for mutiny, and so one more 
tyrant out of the world." 

" Jack," said his wife, " it is his son. Your old captain is 
dead ; that is his son — as like his father as one pea is like an- 
other. Your old man died a fortnight ago. Who killed him ? 
I killed him, Jack, I killed him ; but you've forgotten. You 
forget everything. I told him about his son. I told him that 
the man he thought to hang ^vas living still, and resolved to see 
his lordship's own son hanged outside Newgate Jail. Hoi 
Since you and me are one. Jack, you did kill bim, after all. 
That should be a comfort to you." 

" A noble crowd of boats," said the old man, his eyes wander- 
ing like his thoughts. " All the wherries of Portsmouth har- 
bor, and all the girls of Gosport town and Point, come out to 
see a sailor hung at the yard-arm. A brave sight, isn't it ? A 
fine morning, too — just such a morning as one would choose. 
Fresh breeze, and blue sky, and dancing water ; and here we are, 
in the middle of the fleet — the great fleet of the king's slu^qa^ 
25 
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and all the crowd to s e. A good example, lads. You must 
follow a good example. But do it better — kill the tyrant! 
Kill him ! Don't let hir live to see you hanged. A fine morn- 
ing indeed. Spithead, th a fleet riding at anchor, is a lovely 
spot. There's Southse - '^astle on the beach, and the Isle of 
Wight on the other sid :' id the Solent filled with merchantmen 
waiting for convoy. 1 . at his cruel white face and his black 
eyes. Why " — with a ^rrid imprecation — " why — ^why didn't 
I kill him ? I shall ne jr forgive myself. Never — no, never. 
Who'd have thought," he went on again, more cheerfully, " so 
many would turn out to see me die — me ? Why, I looked to 
die down below, among the wounded men, with a surgeon chop- 
ping at my legs ! Look at his cruel black eyes, I say, and the 
sneer on his lips. Ah ! — ^" 

He saw nothing but, as he thought, the cruel face of his cap- 
tain ; he was no longer looking at the gibbet outside Newgate ; 
he was back again on board his last ship, brought forth for ex- 
ecution ; he was taking his last look at Spithead and the Solent ; 
he was in the middle of the fleet, and the sea was crowded with 
boats come out to see him die. 

His wife made no reply. Her lips quivered, and the tears 
stood in her eyes at the sight of the poor wretches standing all in 
a row while the hangman proceeded with his task. But at sight 
of the last of the row — at Richard Archer — she hardened. She 
felt no pity for the son of the man by whose cruelty her hus- 
band was so nearly brought to death. 

" Ready," said the sailor. " Why, this is better than to' be 
tied up for five hundred. Good-bye, lads, all. Under the left 
ear, mate — so. Turn me off quick. Where's the captain? I 
don't see the captain — " 

At this moment the hangman drew the cap over Archer's 
head. He was the last of the nine. There then fell upon the 
crowd an awful hush. You could hear the catching of the 
breath ; you could see the shudder that ran through all ; and 
the voice of the ordinary was heard plain and clear : 

" Man that is born of a woman hath but a short time to live, and 
is full of misery. He cometh up, and is cut down like a flower." 

Then the ropes tightened and the mob roared and howled ; yet 
once more stillness fell upon them, and the ordinary's voice was 
heard again : 
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" Blessed are the dead which die in^^e Lord ; even so, saith 
the Spirit ; for they rest from their labors." 

Then the riot began again, and no irpre was heard. 

Thus died Richard Archer. Wheijj ,^ he truly had the fatal 
gift of the evil eye I know not, n^ can we ever find out. 
Whether by his malignity, or by h, r^assion for Sylvia, the 
disasters of which you have now hea,^ . > complete account fell 
upon us, or whether they were sent vj. the wisdom of Provi- 
dence, I do not attempt to decide. ^ .rmitted by Providence 
they certainly must have been. Thus ne died a criminal, and 
by a shameful death, who might have lived long and done an 
honest life's work in a respectable position but for unfortunate 
circumstances of his birth, and for his own evil temper and in- 
ordinate ambitions. He went to meet his Judge in such a 
frame of mind as causes one to tremble. Perhaps the Lord is 
more merciful than men imagine. 

" Come, Jack," said the old woman, presently. " It is all 
over. "The captain's son has gone to join his father. You've 
waited for your revenge for thirty years and more. But it's 
come at last. It's come at last, old man. Why, Jack, what's 
the matter ? what's the matter, I say ?" 

Then the old man sat bolt upright ; his eyes closed ; his face 
white with the pallor of death ; his jaw dropped. He died in 
his dream of Spithead and the fleet, and the morning when he 
was to have been taken out and hanged at the yard-arm. 



CHAPTER XXXL 

CONCLUSION. 



My history is almost finished. 

Most of those who took part in these scenes have passed away. 

As for me, J occupy my father's place, and am now high 
bailifE of St. Katherine's. I live, as he did, in the master's 
house, and have the use of his garden and his orchard ; daily 
we hear the service of morning prayer in the church. 

Since I took my trial for high treason — a thing now clean 
forgotten and gone out of mind, so that I believe there is not 
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one person in the Precinct knbws anything about it, or suspects 
that the high bailiff of St. Eitherine's was once condemned to 
death for high treaso\ — many great events have happened. 
The war which begai that year continued, as all the world 
knows, to rage almost >rithout intermission for twenty years 
and more. Every moi ^chy in Europe, save alone Russia and 
the United Kingdoms ♦; Great Britain and Ireland, was over- 
thrown, and for the ti ' subjugated. A man without family, 
without wealth, influenc or friends, succeeded in mounting the 
proudest throne of the )rld, in placing his brothers — ^meii of 
no ability — on other tl nes^ and in deposing or humiliating 
kings and emperors. AV hat good did these things for liberty ? 
Nothing. The very name of liberty was lost : it was eclipsed 
and forgotten by the name of glory. Who can estimate the 
number of those slaughtered for the glory of this one man? 
Who can enumerate — nay, the brain is unable to comprehend 
— all the ruined towns, all the children made orphans, all the 
women made widows, all the families reduced to starvation 
during those years of continual war ? Now that peace has come 
back again, and we can sit down and count the cost, we perceive 
that the cause of liberty, fqr the sake of which these wars be- 
gan, seems lost forever. All the things for which the French 
people rose in insurrection, for which our own Corresponding 
Societies, our Constitutional Associations, and our Friends of the 
People were founded, have been forgotten and lost. Yet must 
I still believe that they will revive : not, perhaps, in my lifetime, 
but in the next generation. 

When a true word has been once spoken, it lives : you cannot 
kill it. You may stifle its voice, but you cannot kill it. We 
have declared for the true representation of the people : well, 
for the time that cry has been drowned and forgotten. But let 
us wait. 

I no longer (because I am no longer young) think that the 
kingdom of heaven will begin when all men have acquired the 
equal rights to which they are born — a thing which I still be- 
lieve, in spite of the sufferings and rude lessons which I have 
endured. The advancement of humanity, I also truly believe, 
will become possible only when there are no more slaves, no 
more privileged classes, no longer an hereditary nobility ; when 
all the oflSces in the country, highest and lowest, are thrown open 
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to those destined for them by Heaveirand in possession of the 
noblest gifts. In short, my iniprisc \ment, my exile, my suf- 
ferings, have not been able to extinguf h in my soul the republi- 
can principle. All the old things c 4tinue — and those worse 
than ever. The nobility, of whom I ^-^pw nothing, never having 
so much as spoken to one of theoi, ai<. oreported to have become 
more insolent, more overbearing, tha ' ever, because the long 
war and the increased value of the nd have made them far 
richer than ever they were before, fhe people seem,lthough 
this cannot really be so, more ign^ ' int and more brutish, if 
possible, then they were formerly ; tt.<y lie, for the most part, in 
silence ; they have no hope ; they see^no chance of making their 
voice to be heard. Only t/ora the North of England, where the 
men who work in the factories think and reason, come murmurs 
— I believe they are growing .xmrmurs — in the old strain. The 
republicans of the United States, who might be an example to 
us, are utterly unknown to our people ; we never go to them, 
and they never come to us. It is rumored that they continue 
in an unmeaning animosity towards us ; nay, this is proved by 
their conduct a few years since, when, in the midst of our strug- 
gle for life or death against the tyrant of the Continent and 
against the mightiest despotism that ever was arrayed in arms 
since the world began, they chose to declare a wanton and unjust 
war against us. Everything is dark and menacing ; black clouds 
overhead ; gloom and the silence of despair around. 

Let us have patience. The old spirit will revive ; the ce^tury 
is young ; some yet remain of the old advocates for freedom. 
As I said above, the true word has been pronounced ; I myself 
may yet live to see the first great step in the restoration to the 
people of their own parliament. That once achieved, the rest 
may follow if only the people are true to themselves. 

In this humble corner, this quiet Precinct, I now sit and 
watch mankind, looking for the revival of the old generous 
thoughts. Around me, during my fifty years of life, there has 
grown up a new town filled with the rudest and roughest popu- 
lation, workingmen, tradesmen, sailors, and those who live by 
sailors. I think of the prophecy uttered by the prebendary 
when he foresaw in the future such a work for St. Katherine's 
Hospital among the ignorant people of this great new town as 
had never been contemplated by its founders. The church, he 
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said, shall win back the hearts of these poor folk, so long neg- 
lected. St. Katherine's is .*he ^yVestminster Abbey of the East ; 
she is rich, and she grows lichfcr daily ; she belongs, with her 
wealth and her noble c^ urch, to our people, and to none but 
them; she shall become, eir proud possession; she shall lead 
them heavenwards. ^ 

Let us return to Fara'natta. 

Our letters gone, w t down, thinking we should have a 
year and a half, at lo/ o wait before we could receive a re- 
ply. 

Well, I was no lo a Royal Marine. I had no more drill 

or sentry-go. I wer. ^^out no longer in that terror of sergeant 
or lieutenant which ntly fills the soul of the private sol- 

dier. For, mark you, -^ugh the man be so far gone in bru- 
tality as not to feel t raced by flogging, his shoulders are 
as sensitive to the pain *?' ' e lash as ose of any fine gentle- 
man. It is a shame to ' aation, whi jh is in this respect no 
better than the Muscovite, that an officer should have the power 
to order any man to be flogged as long as he chooses. Let 
mutineers be shot, not torn to pieces; since men must be 
flogged, let the power of the officers be restricted. 

Being, therefore, now free to live as I pleased, I lived with 
George, and became, with him, a farmer, in a climate which re- 
wards the toil of the ploughman by rich and noble crops ; where 
the winter has neither frost nor snow, and the summer is only 
too hot for a week or two, when the wind blows from the in- 
terior. But one should be born in the place in order to be con- 
tented to dwell therein. For myself, I listened daily for some 
voice across the ocean — the great silent, empty ocean — where 
there are no ships save here and there one sailing slowly across 
its desolate face, with its cargo of convicts coming to mock, 
with their misery and their vice, the blue Australian skies and 
the sweet Australian calm. George, if he felt this longing, kept 
it within his own breast. In the evenings, when work was 
done, we sat for the most part in silence. Why should we 
chatter when each knew what was in the other's soul ? 

Paramatta is about fifteen miles from Sydney. We were too 
far to hear the salute on the arrival or the departure of a ship ; 
but when one came, the news it brought, or the letters, reached 
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US commonly in two or three days, for you may imagine that 
his majesty's mails between Sydney lud Paramatta are not car- 
ried to and fro with the regularity of Jhe London post. Yet the 
fact of a ship's arrival reaches the peo;'>le of the smaller settle- 
ments on the same day. The birds -A' the air carry the news ; 
the breezes spread it abroad. There is no semaphore, and therS 
is no mail-coach ; yet the tidings spread like lightning through- 
out the colony. ^i' ^' 

It was growing towards sunset of Jt ^»^vely day in October, 
which is the month of spring in Au»*t ^-^.' Work was done, 
and I was preparing a supper of porT i d in slices, with cab- 
bage and potatoes and onions — what the^-^i^ftsewife calls bubble- 
and-squeak — a toothsome dish. George w^^ Cleaning up the room. 

"Shall we have a letter to-morrov**^f' I said, handling the 
frying-pan. ^^-' 

" No time for an ans^ver yet. Wc- ti&ist wait another year, 
lad," he replied. "TlUre, things^' I v^ ship-shape now. The 
house is not so bad. If^she comesf ? iiliall build another room^ 
so that we may have two ; the gardens look well, now. If she 
comes, I say." 

He sat down on a box which did service for a chair. 

"If she comes," he repeated. "If she comes. I say the 
same words all day long. Why should she copae ? It is too 
much to expect. We must not look for it. Yet she wrote that 
she wished to come. Well— rit is as I said long ago, when the 
poor child was bewitched — I have had my share of love. Sylvia 
is too good for me." 

" If I know my sister," I replied, " she will come. If the 
ship is not wrecked by storm or cast away upon some rock, she 
will come. Cheer up, George. Here is your supper." 

With that I tossed the bubble-and-squeak into the dish and 
served it up, hot and hot. We had biscuit from the stores, but 
sometimes we made otir own bread, just as we brewed our own 
beer — and very good beer too — cut out and sewed our own 
clothes, built our own house, made our own furniture, and, in 
fact, did everything for ourselves. 

George sighed, but cheerfully. He was grown grave in those 
days — it must be confessed that his trials were many — but he 
was not melancholy, and he preserved an excellent appetite for 
supper. 
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The sun was getting . low ; jit was already half -past six, or 
thereabouts. Now, as we sat I was facing the door, and George 
was sitting with his back to it.: Tb^ only window of the cabin 
was one on the right hand of ibhe door, provided with a shutter 
to keep out the night air ; but of course there was no glass, not 
^en of tbe old-fashioned kii^d, to say nothing of the modem 
sash. J 

We had finished supper ; ^e had drunk our mugs of beer. 
There was nothing left but to sit outside for an hour or two 
while George smoked a pipe /)f tobacco— a sailor very easily 
falls into this habit — and then to bed. 

Then I suddenly saw a ghost, ^I heard no footstep ; I saw a 
face — the face of Sylvia looking in at the window. I started — 
I should have jumped up and run out, but she lifted her finger. 
I understood. It was no ghost, then. It was Sylvia herself 
come out to us. 

She came in at the open door. G«otge heard nothing. She 
stepped within, she laid her. hand upon his shofllder. He 
turned quickly, and caught her in his arms. 



« Sylvia I 
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THE END. 
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